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To  Monsieur  le  Baron  de  Hammer-Purgstall,  Aulio 
Councillor,  and  Author  of  the  "  History  of  the 
Ottoman    Empire." 

Deab  Baeon,  —  You  have  been  so  warmly  interested  in 
my  long  and  vast  history  of  French  manners  and  morals  in 
the  nineteenth  centm-y,  and  you  have  given  such  encourage- 
ment to  my  work,  that  I  feel  you  have  granted  me  the  right 
to  put  your  name  on  one  of  its  fragments.  Are  you  not  one 
of  the  most  earnest  representatives  of  studious  and  con- 
scientious Germany  ?  Your  approbation  will  surely  command 
that  of  others,  and  protect  my  enterprise.  I  am  proud  to 
have  obtained  it ;  and  I  endeavor  to  deserve  it  by  continu- 
ing my  work  with  the  same  perseverance  which  has  char- 
acterized your  studies  and  your  researches  into  documents, 
without  which  the  literary  world  would  never  have  obtained 
the  monumental  work  you  have  bestowed  upon  it.  Your 
sympathy  for  my  labors  has  often  sustained  my  ardor 
during  those  long  nights  spent  on  the  details  of  our  modern 
society ;  it  will  please  you  to  know  this,  you  whose  simple- 
hearted  kindness  can  be  compared  only  to  that  of  our  La 
Fontaine. 

I  wish,  dear  baron,  that  this  mark  of  my  reverence  for 
you  and  for  your  work  might  reach  you  at  Dobling,  and 
remind  both  you  and  yours  of  your  most  sincere  admirer 
and  friend, 

De  Balzac. 
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I. 

TWO    SALONS. 


In  one  of  the  least  important  prefectures  of  France, 
in  the  middle  of  a  town,  at  the  corner  of  a  street, 
stands  a  house ;  but  the  names  of  that  town  and  street 
must  be  withheld  from  the  reader,  who  will,  no  doubt, 
in  the  end  appreciate  the  motives  of  this  wise  reserve 
which  propriety  demands.  A  writer  lays  his  finger  on 
many  a  sore  in  becoming  the  annalist  of  his  era. 

The  house  was  called  the  hotel  d'Esgrignon,  but 
the  name  d'Esgrignon  must  be  regarded  as  an  alias, 
with  no  more  reality  than  the  Belval,  Floricour,  and 
Derville  of  comedy,  or  the  Adalbert  and  Monbreuse 
of  romance.  The  names  of  the  principal  characters  in 
this  Scene  are  also  changed.  In  short,  the  author  has 
tried  to  produce  contradictions  and  anachronisms  in 
order  to  conceal  the  actual  truth  of  the  tale ;  but,  do 
what  he  will,  that  truth  crops  up  continually,  like  a 
vine  not  wholly  uprooted  which  sends  out  vigorous 
shoots  in  the  midst  of  the  ploughed  vineyard. 

The  hotel  d'Esgrignon  was  the  house  in  which  lived 
an  old  noble  named  Charles-Marie- Victor-Ange  Carol, 
Marquis   d'Esgrignon,  or  des  Griguons,  according   to 
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old  title-deeds.  The  commercial  and  bourgeois  society 
of  the  town  had  satirically  called  the  house  a  hotel 
(that  is,  a  mansion),  and  within  the  last  twenty  years 
most  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  town  had  applied  the 
term  "hotel  d'Esgrignon "  in  all  seriousness  to  the 
dwelling  of  the  marquis. 

The  name  of  Carol  (the  brothers  Thierry  would  have 
spelled  it  Karawl)  was  the  glorious  name  of  one  of  those 
powerful  leaders  who  came  down  in  former  times  from 
the  North  to  conquer  and  feudalize  the  Gauls.  Never 
did  a  Carol  bend  his  head ;  no,  not  before  Commons, 
Kings,  the  Church,  or  Finance.  Appointed  in  former 
days  to  defend  one  of  the  military  frontiers  of  France 
(ioie  Marche),  their  title  of  marquis  meant  an  actual 
duty,  an  honor,  and  not  the  counterfeit  of  a  supposed 
obligation.  The  Bef  of  d'Esgrignon  had  always  been 
■  theirs.  True  provincial  nobility ;  ignored  for  two 
hundred  years  at  court,  but  pure  of  all  alloy ;  all 
powerful  in  the  States-General,  respected  by  the  people 
of  their  region  superstitiously,  as  the  good  virgin  who 
cures  the  toothache  is  respected,  — this  ancient  family 
'  was  still  preserved  in  the  depths  of  its  province  as  the 
blackened  piles  of  some  old  Roman  bridge  are  pre- 
served beneath  the  current  of  a  river.  For  thirteen 
hundred  years  the  daughters  had  been  married  without 
dowries,  or  placed  in  convents.  The  younger  sons 
had  accepted  their  maternal  inheritances,  and  become 
soldiers  or  bishops,  or  had  married  wives  at  court. 
One  cadet  of  the  house  of  Esgrignou  was  an  admiral, 
and  was  made  duke  and  peer,  but  he  died  without 
posterity.  Never  would  a  Marquis  d'Esgrignon,  the 
head  of  the  elder  branch,  consent  to  accept  the  title 
of  duke. 
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"I  hold  the  Marquisate  of  Esgrignon  on  the  same 
condition  that  the  king  holds  the  kingdom  of  France," 
said  one  of  them  to  the  Connetable-  de  Liiynes,  who  to 
his  eyes  was  a  very  small  personage  indeed. 

You  may  rely  upon  it,  therefore,  that  during  "the 
troubles "'  many  a  d'Esgrignon  lost  his  head.  The 
stanch  blood  held  itself  high  and  pure  till  1789. 
The  then  Marquis  d'Esgrignon  did  not  emigrate :  it 
was  his  duty  to  defend  his  "  Marche ;  "  the  respect  he 
inspired  in  the  people  of  his  region  saved  his  head 
from  the  scaffold,  but  the  hatred  of  the  real  sans- 
culottes wsls  bitter  enough  to  have  him  treated  as  an 
emigre  during  the  time  he  was  obliged  to  hide  in  France 
(which  he  never  quitted)  from  the  storm.  In  the 
name  of  the  sovereign  people  the  lands  of  d'Esgrignon 
were  declared  confiscated  and  were  "  nationally  sold," 
in  spite  of  the  personal  appeals  of  the  marquis,  then 
forty  years  of  age.  Mademoiselle  d'Esgrignon,  his 
sister,  being  still  a  minor,  was  able  to  save  a  few 
portions  of  the  fief  by  the  help  of  a  young  bailiff  of  the 
family,  who  asked  for  a  division  of  the  property  and 
the  assignment  to  his  client  of  her  share  in  the  pat- 
rimony. In  consequence  of  this  appeal,  the  chateau 
and  a  few  farms  were  reserved  to  her  fronn  the  general 
sale  made  by  the  Eepublic.  The  faithful  bailiff, 
Chesnel,  was  forced  to  bay  in  his  own  name,  with  the 
ready  money  brought  to  hirn  by  the  marquis,  certain 
parts  of  the  domain  to  which  his  master  clung  espe- 
cially, such  as  the  church,  the  parsonage,  and  the 
gardens  of  the  chSteau. 

The  slow  yet  rapid  years  of  the  Terror  having 
passed,  the  Marquis  d'Esgrignon,  whose  character  im- 
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posed  the  deepest  respect  on  all  the  inhabitants  of  his 
neighborhood,  was  anxious  to  return  to  the  chateau 
with  his  sister,  Mademoiselle  d'Esgrignon,  in  order  to 
cultivate  the  land  which  his  former  bailiff,  Chesuel, 
now  a  notary,  had  saved  for  him.  But  alas!  to  restore 
the  pillaged  and  barren  chateau  was  too  vast  and  too 
costly  a  work  for  an  owner  whose  rentals  had  been 
suppressed,  whose  forests  had  been  razed,  and  who 
at  that  time  could  only  derive,  at  most,  nine  thousand 
francs  a  year  from  the  remnants  of  his  old  domain. 

When,  in  the  month  of  jMay,  1800,  the  notary  brought 
his  former  master  to  the  old  feudal  chateau,  he  could  not 
restrain  his  emotion  as  he  watched  the  marquis  stand- 
ing, motionless,  in  the  middle  of  the  courtyard,  gazing 
at  the  fllled-in  moat  and  the  ancient  towers  now  levelled 
to  the  roof.  The  old  Frank  contemplated  silently  the 
heaven  above  him,  and  then  the  places  where  his  noble 
vanes  had  once  adorned  the  gotliic  towers,  as  if  to  ask 
of  God  the  reason  for  this  social  destruction.  Chesnel 
alone  could  understand  the  bitter  grief  of  his  former 
master,  now  called  citizen  Carol.  The  noble  d'Esgri- 
gnon was  long  silent ;  he  breathed-in  the  patrimonial 
odors  of  the  atmosphere  about  him,  and  uttered  with 
a  sigh  the  saddest  of  interjections. 

"Chesnel,"  he  said,  "we  will  return  here  later, 
when  the  troubles  are  over ;  but  until  the  treaty  of 
pacification  is  signed,  I  cannot  live  here,  for  they  would 
forbid  me  to  bear  arms." 

He  pointed  to  the  chateau,  turned,  remounted  his 
horse,  and  accompanied  his  sister,  who  had  come  with 
him  in  a  venerable  wicker  carriole  belonging  to  the 
notary.     In  the  town  itself,  the  hotel  d'Esgrignon  no 
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longer  existed.  That  noble  structure  had  been  de- 
molished, and  on  its  site  were  two  manufactories. 
Maitre  Chesnel  employed  the  last  sack  of  the  marquis's 
louis  in  buying  an  old  house  with  a  gable,  a  vane, 
a  tower,  and  a  dormer  window,  where  formerly  the  Sei- 
gueurial  bailiwick  was  established,  and  later  the  Court 
of  Justice ;  the  property  belonging  at  that  time  to  the 
Marquis  d'Esgrignon.  For  five  hundred  louis  the  Na- 
tional Domain  ceded  back  the  old  edifice  to  its  legiti- 
mate owner.  From  that  day  forth  it  was  called,  partly 
in  jest,  partly  in  earnest,  the  "hotel  d'Esgrignon." 

In  1800,  several  emigres  returned  to  France,  and  the 
erasure  of  their  names  from  the  fatal  lists  was  ob- 
tained without  much  difficulty.  Among  the  nobles 
who  first  returned  to  the  town  were  the  Baron  de 
Nouastre  and  his  daughter;  they  were  ruined.  Mon- 
sieur d'Esgrignon  generously  offered  them  a  home, 
where  the  bai'on  died  two  months  later,  worn  out  with 
grief  and  anxiety.  Mademoiselle  de  Nouastre  was 
twenty-two  years  old,  and  the  purest  blood  of  France 
flowed  in  her  veins.  Monsieur  d'Esgrignon  married 
her  to  continue  his  house ;  but  she  died  in  childbirth, 
killed  by  the  cleverness  of  a  doctor,  leaving  happily 
one  son.  The  poor  old  man  (though  the  marquis  was 
only  fifty-three  years  of  age,  adversity  and  the  bitter 
sorrows  of  his  life  made  him  seem  a  dozen  years 
older),  lost  the  joy  of  his  declining  days, — his  wife, 
one  of  the  sweetest  of  human  beings,  a  noble  woman, 
in  whom  were  revived  the  graces,  now  only  to  be  ima- 
gined, of  the  feminine  figures  of  the  sixteenth  century. 
It  was  one  of  those  terrible  blows  which  echo  through 
every  moment  of  a  man's  succeeding  life. 
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After  standing  for  some  moments  before  the  bed, 
he  kissed  the  forehead  of  his  ^'ife  as  she  lay  there  like 
a  saint,  with  her  hands  folded.  Then  he  drew  out  his 
watch,  broke  the  mainspring,  and  walked  to  the  fire- 
place, where  he  hung  it  up.  The  hands  marked  eleven 
o'clock  in  the  morning. 

"  My  sister,  let  us  pray  God  that  this  hour  be  not 
forever  fatal  to  our  house.  My  uncle,  the  arch- 
bishop, was  murdered  at  this  hour ;  at  this  hour  my 
father  died." 

He  knelt  down  beside  the  bed  and  laid  his  head  upon 
it.  His  sister  did  the  same.  Then,  after  a  minute, 
both  rose.  Mademoiselle  d'Esgrignon  burst  into  tears, 
but  the  old  marquis  looked  at  the  child,  the  room,  and 
his  dead  wife  with  dry  eyes.  To  bis  Frankish  stoicism 
he  added  the  intrepid  courage  of  a  Christian. 

This  happened  in  the  second  year  of  our  present 
century.  Mademoiselle  d'Esgrignon  was  twentj'-seven 
years  old.  She  was  beautiful.  A  parvenu  purveyor  to 
the  armies  of  the  Republic,  born  in  the  neighborhood 
and  originally  worth  three  thousand  francs  a  year,  per- 
suaded Maitre  Chesnel  after  long  resistance  to  speak  on 
his  behalf  of  a-marriage  with  Mademoiselle  d'Esgrignon. 
The  brother  and  sister  were  equally  angry  at  sucli 
audacity,  and  Chesnel  was  in  despair  at  having  yielded 
to  the  entreaties  of  the  Sieur  du  Croisicr.  From  that 
day  he  missed  in  the  manners  and  words  of  the  3Iar- 
qnis  d'Esgrignon  that  caressing  kindliness  which  might 
have  passed  for  friendship.  The  marquis  thenceforth 
felt  only  gratitude  toward  him. 

This  noble  and  genuine  gratitude  was  a  source  of 
perpetual  pain  to  the  notary.    There  are  sublime  hearts 
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in  this  world  to  whom  gratitude  seems  to  be  a  burden, 
a  payment;  they  prefer  the  sweet  equality  of  feel- 
ing given  by  the  natural  and  voluntary  fusion  of  souls. 
Maitre  Chesnel  had  tasted  the  happiness  of  that  honor- 
able and  all-confiding  friendship;  the  marquis  had 
raised  him  to  his  own  plaue.  To  the  old  noble  the 
worthy  notary  was  less  than  a  child  and  more  than  a 
servant ;  he  was  a  voluntary  liege-man,  a  serf  attached 
by  every  tie  of  the  heart  to  his  suzerain.  No  reckon 
ing  of  regard  was  ever  made  with  him ;  the  ac- 
count was  balanced  by  the  continual  exchange  of  a 
true  affection.  In  the  eyes  of  the  marquis,  Chesnel 
in  his  official  capacity  signified  nothing  ;  he  was  always 
his  servitor  disguised  as  a  notary.  In  Chesuel's  eyes 
the  marquis  belonged  to  a  race  divine.  He  believed  in 
nobles ;  he  remembered  that  his  father  had  opened 
the  doors  of  salons  and  said,  "Monsieur  is  served." 
Chesnel's  devotion  to  this  noble  ruined  house  was  less 
a  faith  than  an  egotism  ;  he  considered  himself  as  part 
of  the  family.  His  grief,  therefore,  at  having  dis- 
pleased the  marquis  was  profound.  When  he  ven- 
tured to  speak  of  his  error,  the  old  noble  replied  in  a 
grave  tone  of  voice  :  — 

' '  Chesnel,  you  would  never  have  allowed  yourself 
to  make  so  insulting  a  proposition  before  the  troubles. 
"What,  then,  are  these  new  doctrines,  that  they  should 
have  spoiled  even  you  ?  " 

Maitre  Chesnel  possessed  the  confidence  of  the  whole 
town ;  he  was  deeply  respected.  His  high  honor  and 
large  fortune  gave  him  importance ;  but  from  this 
time  forth  he  felt  a  decided  aversion  for  the  Sieur  du 
Croisier.     Though  the  notary  was  not  rancorous,  he 
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insensibly  induced  a  goodly  number  of  families  to  share 
his  dislike.  Du  Croisier,  a  man  of  hatreds,  capable  of 
brooding  over  a  vengeance  for  twenty  years,  felt  for 
the  notary  and  the  d'Esgrignon  family  one  of  those 
silent,  pregnant  hatreds  which  we  meet  with  in  the 
provinces.  This  refusal  injured  him  in  the  eyes  of  the 
malicious  provincials  among  whom  he  had  come  to 
spend  his  days,  intending  to  rule  them.  It  was  so 
real  a  catastrophe  that  its  effects  were  soon  felt.  Du 
Croisier  was  also  refused  by  a  certain  old  rnaid  to 
whom  he  addressed  himself  as  a  pis-aller.  Thus  the 
ambitious  plans  he  had  formed  failed  at  their  outset 
through  the  refusal  of  Mademoiselle  d'Esgrignon,  whose 
alliance  would  have  opened  to  him  the  salons  of  the 
■  faubourg  Saint-Germain ;  next,  the  second  refusal  so 
discredited  him  with  the  second  society  of  the  town 
that  he  had  difficulty  in  maintaining  himself  even 
there. 

In  1805,  Monsieur  de  la  Eoche-Guyon,  the  eldest 
son  of  one  of  the  oldest  families  of  the  neighborhood, 
which  was  formerly  allied  with  that  of  the  d'Esgrignons, 
made  a  formal  demand,  through  Maitre  Chesnel,  for 
the  hand  of  Mademoiselle  d'Esgrignon.  Mademoiselle 
Marie-Armande-Claire  d'Esgrignon  refused  even  to 
listen  to  the  notary. 

"  You  ought  to  be  aware  that  I  am  a  mother,  my 
dear  Chesnel,"  she  said,  as  she  rose  to  lay  her  nephew, 
a  beautiful  boy  of  three  years  of  age,  in  his  cradle. 

The  old  marquis  rose  to  meet  her  as  she  returned, 
and  kissed  her  hand  respectfully.  Then,  seating  himself 
again  in  his  armchair,  he  found  voice  to  say, — 

"  You  are  a  d'Esgrignon,  my  sister." 
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The  noble  woman  trembled  and  wept.  The  father 
of  the  marquis  in  his  old  age  had  married  the  grand- 
daughter of  a  purveyor,  ennobled  under  Louis  XIV. 
This  marriage  was  considered  a  horrible  mesalliance 
by  the  family,  but  of  less  importance  because  a  d^iugh- 
ter  only  was  the  result.  Armaude  knew  this.  Though 
her  brother  was  kindness  itself  to  her,  he  always  re- 
garded her  as  in  some  sense  an  alien ;  but  this  speech 
legitimatized  her.  Her  answer  to  this  proposal  of  the 
Roche-Guyons  was  a  noble  crown  to  the  noble  conduct 
she  had  followed  for  the  last  eleven  years  ;  from  the 
day  of  her  majority  every  action  of  her  life  was  the 
outcome  of  the  purest  devotion ;  her  feeling  for  her 
brother  was  worship. 

"I  shall  die  Mademoiselle  d'Esgrignon,"  she  said  to 
the  notary  simply. 

"For  you  there  can  be  no  nobler  title,"  replied 
Chesnel,  thinking  that  he  paid  her  a  compliment. 

The  poor  girl  colored. 

"  You  are  talking  nonsense,  Chesnel,"  said  the  old 
marquis,  partly  flattered  by  his  old  servant's  speech 
and  grieved  at  the  pain  it  caused  his  sister.  "  A 
d'Esgrignon  can  marry  a  Montmorency ;  our  blood  is 
not  as  mixed  as  theirs.  The  d'Esgrlgnons  bear  or, 
two  bendlets  gules,  and  for  nine  hundred  years  no 
change  has  been  made  in  our  arras  ;  they  are  what  they 
have  been  from  the  first.  Hence  our  device,  Cil  est 
■  nostre,  which  was  taken  at  the  tourney  of  Philip- Augus- 
tus, together  with  the  armed  knight  or  to  right,  and 
the  lion- gules  to  left,  for  supporters." 

Emile  Blondet,  to  whom  the  present  writer  and  con- 
temporaneous literature  are,  among  other  things,  in- 
debted for  this  history,  says,  in  writing  of  it :  — ^ 
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"  I  cannot  remember  that  any  woman  ever  affected 
my  imagination  like  Mademoiselle  d'Esgrignon.  I  was, 
at  the  time  I  first  knew  her,  very  young,  a  mere  child, 
and  perhaps  the  image  she  has  left  in  my  memory  owes 
something  of  its  vivid  tints  to  our  childish  inclination 
for  all  things  marvellous.  —  AVheu  I  saw  her  in  the 
distance,  coming  along  the  Coiirs.  where  I  was  playing 
with  other  children,  leading  Victurnien,  her  nephew,  by 
the  hand,  I  felt  an  emotion  something  like  that  pro- 
duced by  galvanism  on  dead  bodies.  Young  as  I  was, 
I  felt  myself  endowed  with  a  new  life.  Mademoiselle's 
hair  was  of  a  ruddy  blond  tint,  her  cheeks  were  cov- 
ered with  the  finest  down,  with  silvery  reflections  which 
I  loved  to  see  when  the  outline  of  her  face  was  defined 
against  the  light ;  and  I  let  myself  go  to  the  fascina- 
tions of  those  dreamy  emerald  eyes,  which  seemed  to 
cast  fire  when  they  rested  on  me.  Sometimes  I  pre- 
tended to  roll  on  the  ground  before  her  in  play,  but  it 
was  really  to  get  nearer  to  her  dainty  feet  and  admire 
them.  The  soft  whiteness  of  her  skin,  the  delicacy  of 
her  features,  the  purity  of  the  lines  of  her  forehead, 
the  elegance  of  her  slender  figure,  took  possession  of 
me ;  although  I  did  not  know  it  was  the  elegance  of 
her  figure,  the  beauty  of  her  forehead,  or  the  perfect 
oval  of  her  face,  that  affected  me.  I  admired  her  as  a 
child  of  my  age  prays,  — without  knowing  why.  M^hen 
my  fixed  gaze  attracted  her  notice  she  would  say  in 
her  melodious  voice,  which  seemed  to  me  to  have  a 
volume  no  other  voice  possessed,  '  What  are  you  doing 
there,  little  one?  Why  do  you  look  at  me  in  that  way  ? ' 
Then  I  would  creep  up,  twisting  myself  and  biting  my 
nails,  to   answer,  blushing,    '  I   don't   know.'     If,    by 
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chance,  she  laid  her  white  hand  upon  my  head  ^and 
asked  how  old  I  was,  1  would  run  away  to  a  distance, 
and  cry  out,  '  Eleven  ! ' 

"When  I  read  in  the  '  Arabian  Nights  '  of  a  princess 
or  fairy,  I  gave  her  the  features  and  bearing  of  Made- 
moiselle d'Esgrignon.  When  my  drawing-master  made 
me  copy  heads  from  the  antique,  I  noticed  that  the 
hair  on  those  heads  was  twisted  up  like  that  of 
Mademoiselle 'd'Esgrignon.  Later,  when  these  childish 
ideas  departed  one  by  one,  Mademoiselle  Armande  — ■ 
for  whom  men  stepped  aside  respectfully  on  the  Cours 
to  let  her  pass,  watching  the  undulations  of  her  long 
brown  dress  until  she  was  out  of  sight  —  Mademoiselle 
Armande  remained  in  my  memory  vaguely  as  a  sort 
of  type.  Her  exquisite  shape,  the  outlines  of  which, 
sometimes  revealed  by  a  gust  of  wind,  I  could  then 
see  in  spite  of  the  amplitude  of  her  gown,  returned 
into  my  dreams  when  I  had  grown  into  manhood. 
Later  still,  when  I  reflected  gravely  over  the  mysteries 
of  human  thought,  I  came  to  believe  that  my  respect 
was  inspired  by  the  sentiments  which  I  felt,  although 
I  did  not  know  they  were  expressed,  in  Mademoiselle 
d'Esgrignon's  face  and  demeanor.  The  adorable  calm- 
ness of  that  head,  inwardly,  so  ardent,  the  dignity 
of  her  motions,  the  sacredness  of  duties  fulfilled,  must 
have  touched  and  awed  me.  Children  are  much  more 
open  than  we  believe  to  the  invisible  effects  of  ideas : 
they  never  laugh  at  a  person  who  is  truly  imposing; 
real  grace  touches  them  ;  beauty  attracts  them  because 
they  ai-e  themselves  beautiful,  and  there  exist  mysterious 
ties  betweeii  the  things  of  a  like  nature.  Mademoiselle 
d'Esgrignon   was   one   of   my  religions.     To-day  my 
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wandering  imagination  can  elitnb  no  corkscrew  stair- 
case in  some  old  manor  without  a  vision  in  my  mind's 
eye  of  Mademoiselle  Armande  as  the  Genius  of  Feu- 
dality. When  I  read  the  old  chronicles,  she  appears 
to  me  in  the  form  of  many  a  famous  woman,  —  Agnes 
Sorel,  Marie  Touchet,  Gabrielle  d'Estre'es, — I  see  her 
clothed  with  all  the  love  that  lay,  lost,  in  her  heart, 
a  love  she  was  never  to  express.  That  celestial  figure, 
seen  through  the  misty  visions  of  childhood,  comes  to 
me  still  amid  the  clouds  of  my  dreams." 

Remember  this  portrait,  faithful  to  the  moral  as  to 
the  physical  being.  Mademoiselle  d'Esgrignon  is  one 
of  the  most  instructive  figures  of  this  historj' ;  she 
will  show  you  in  what  way  the  purest  virtues,  lacking 
intelligence,  may  be  harmful. 

During  the  years  1804  and  1805,  two-thirds  of  the 
emigrated  families  returned  to  France,  and  nearly  all 
those  belonging  to  the  province  of  the  Marquis  d'Es- 
grignon planted  themselves  once  more  in  the  soil  of 
their  fathers.  There  were,  however,  a  few  defections. 
Some  nobles  took  service  under  Napoleon,  either  in 
the  army  or  at  court ;  others  made  marriages  ii-ith  cer- 
tain parvenus.  All  those  who  joined  the  imperial 
movement  recovered  their  fortunes  and  their  forests 
through  the  Emperor's  munificence.  Most  of  them 
remained  in  Paris  ;  but  a  few,  some  eight  or  ten  noble 
families  in  all,  remained  faithful  to  the  proscribed 
regime  and  to  their  old  ideas  of  the  fallen  monarchy; 
among  them,  the  Roche-Guyous,  the  Nouastres,  the 
Verneuils,  the  Casterans,  the  Troisvilles, —  some  poor, 
gome  rich.     But  the  possession  of  more  or  less  money 
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counted  for  nothing ;  the  antiquitj',  the  presei'vatiou 
of  the  race  of  nobles,  was  to  them  all ;  precisely  as  an 
antiquary  cares  nothing  for  the  weight  of  a  medal  in 
comparison  with  the  clearness  of  the  device  and  the 
inscription,  and  the  antiquity  of  the  coin. 

These  families  accepted  as  their  leader  the  Marquis 
d'Esgrignon ;  his  house  became  their  centre,  their 
trysting-place.  There  the  Emperor  was  never  men- 
tioned except  as  Monsieur  de  Buonaparte;  there  the 
King  was  Louis  XVIII. ,  then  at  Mittau ;  there  the 
department  was  still  the  province,  and  the  prefecture 
the  intendancy.  The  admirable  conduct,  the  noble  loy- 
alty, the  intrepid  courage  of  the  Marquis  d'Esgrignon, 
won  him  the  homage  of  all  these  families,  just  as 
his  misfortunes,  Ms  constancy,  and  his  unfaltering 
attachment  to  his  opinions  had  long  won  liim  the 
universal  respect  of  his  own  town.  This  noble  ruin 
had  all  the  majesty  of  a  great  thing  destroyed.  His 
chivalrous  delicacy  was  so  well  known  that  in  several 
instances  he  was  chosen  by  contending  parties  as  sole 
arbiter.  All  the  well-educated  partisans  of  the  impe- 
rial system,  and  even  its  officers,  showed  as  much 
consideration  for  his  prejudices  as  respect  for  his 
personal  presence. 

But  a  large  portion  of  the  new  society,  men  who 
were  destined  under  the  Restoration  to  be  called 
"liberals,"  at  the  head  of  whom  was  du  Croisier, 
sneered  at  this  aristocratic  oasis,  where  no  one  was 
admitted  unless  he  were  noble  and  irreproachable. 
The  animosity  felt  in  this  circle  was  all  the  stronger 
because  many  worthy  persons,  honest  countrj'  squires 
and  several  members  of  the  administration,  persisted 
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in  considering  the  salon  of  the  Marquis  d'Esgrignon 
as  the  only  one  in  which  there  was  good  society.  The 
prefect,  the  Emperor's  chamberlain,  made  many  ad- 
vances to  be  received  there ;  he  even  sent  his  wife, 
who  was  a  Grandlieu,  without  him.  The  excluded 
clique  revenged  themselves  on  this  faubourg  Saint- 
Germain  of  the  provinces  by  giving  the  nickname  of 
"The  Gallery  of  Antiquities"  to  the  salon  of  the 
Marquis  d'Esgrignon,  "whom  they  called  Slonsieur 
Carol ;  a  name  to  which  the  collector  of  taxes  addressed 
his  tax-bill,  adding  in  a  parenthesis  {ci-devant  des  Gri- 
gnons).  This  old  spelling  of  the  name  was  intended  as 
a  petty  annoyance,  inasmuch  as  the  later  spelling 
d'Esgrignon  had  long  prevailed. 

"As  for  me,"  says  Emile  Blondet,  to  whom  we 
again  refer,  ' '  when  I  look  back  into  my  childish 
memories  I  must  admit  that  the  name  '  Gallery  of 
Antiquities '  used  to  make  me  laugh  in  spite  of  my 
respect,  may  I  not  say  my  love,  for  Mademoiselle 
Armande. 

"  The  hotel  d'Esgrignon  stood  at  the  corner  of  two 
streets,  so  that  the  salon  had  two  windows  on  each  of 
these  streets,  which  were  the  most  frequented  in  the 
town.  The  Place  du  JMarche  was  only  a  few  hundred 
feet  from  the  house.  This  salon  was  therefore  like  a 
glass  case,  and  no  one  came  or  went  about  the  town 
without  casting  an  eye  upon  it.  The  room  always 
seemed  to  me,  then  a  little  rascal  twelve  years  old, 
to  be  a  rare  curiosity,  such  as  we  find  later,  when  we 
reflect  about  it,  on  the  confines  of  the  real  and  the 
fanciful,    without  being  able  to  decide  whether   they 
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were  more  on  the  one  side  than  on  the  other.  Formerly, 
in  the  days  when  the  building  was  used  for  the  law 
courts,  the  salon  was  the  court-room,  and  it  was  raised 
above  a  cellar  with  grated  windows,  where  the  criminals 
of  the  province  were  then  confined  ;  now  that  cellar 
served  as  the  d'Esgrignon  kitchen. 

"  I  can't  say  whether  the  magnificent  and  lofty  fireplace 
of  the  Louvre,  so  marvellously  carved,  ever  caused  me 
the  same  awed  amazement  that  I  felt  on  seeing  for  the 
first  time  the  vast  fireplace  of  this  salon,  above  \Wiicli 
was  an  equestrian  portrait  of  Henii  III.  (under  whom 
the  province,  formerly  a  tributary  duchy,  was  annexed 
to  the  Crown)  ;  this  portrait  was  done  in  relief  and 
framed  in  gilding.  The  ceiling  was  of  chestnut  beams 
forming  compartments,  each  of  which  were  deeoi-ated 
with  arabesques.  This  beautiful  ceiling  was  once 
gilded  along  the  edges  of  the  beams,  but  the  gilding 
was  now  scarcely  visible.  The  walls,  hung  with  Flem- 
ish tapestries,  represented  the  judgment  of  Solomon  in 
six  pictures,  supported  by  gilt  thyrses,  round  which 
sported  cupids  and  satyrs  amid  vine-leaves  and  ivy. 
The  marquis  had  had  the  room  parquetted. 

"  Among'  the  relics  of  old  chateaux  sold  between 
1793  and  1795,  the  notary  had  picked  up  consoles  of 
the  period  of  Louis  XIV.,  tables,  a  tall  clock,  fire- 
irons,  and  girandoles,  admirably  completing  the  grandi- 
ose salon,  which  was  wholly  out  of  keeping  with  the 
rest  of  the  house. 

"  Beneath  that  ancient  ceiling,  the  glory  of  days  now 
dead,  sat  or  moved  about  ten  or  a  dozen  dowagers, 
some  with  shaking  heads,  others  as  withered  and  dark 
as  mummies ;  some  stiff  and  erect,  others  bent,  but  all 
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caparisoned  in  gowns  more  or  less  fantasticallj'  in 
opposition  to  the  fashion ;  powdered  heads  were  there, 
with  heavy  curls,  caps  with  bow-knots,  and  rusty 
laces.  The  most  absurd  of  caricatures,  the  most  seri- 
ous of  paintings,  could  never  convey  the  incoherent 
poesy  of  these  figures,  which  return  into  my  dreams 
and  attitudinize  in  my  memory  whenever  I  meet  with 
some  old  woman  whose  face  and  whose  garments  recall 
their  characteristics.  But,  whether  it  be  that  misfor- 
tunes* has  taught  me  the  secrets  of  otiier  misfortunes, 
whether  I  have  really  come  to  understand  the  emotions 
of  the  human  soul,  especially  the  sorrows  and  regrets 
of  old  age,  true  it  is  that  I  have  never  since  then  seen, 
among  the  dying  or  the  living,  the  haggard  loolt  of 
those  gray  eyes,  the  awful  vivacity  of  some  black 
ones. 

''No;  neither  Maturin  nor  Hoffmann  —  the  two  most 
terrifying  imaginations  of  our  day  —  could  cause  me 
the  terror  I  used  to  feel  at  the  automatic  movement 
of  those  strait-laced  bodies.  The  rouge  of  actors  has 
never  surprised  me,  for  have  I  not  seen  a  more  invet- 
erate rouge  ?^  the  rouge  of  birth,  as  one  of  my  com- 
rades, as  satirical  as  myself,  remarked.  Through 
those  window-panes  I  saw  worn  faces,  furrowed  with 
wrinkles  till  they  looked  like  the  nut-crackers  carved 
in  Germany,  misshapen  figures,  square  and  prominent 
jaws,  enormous  bones,  projecting  hips.  As  these 
women  came  and  went,  they  seemed  to  me  less  un- 
natural than  when  they  sat,  in  .mortuary  immobility, 
playing  cards. 

"The  men  of  that  salon  were  all  of  the  same  gray  and 
faded  color  as  the  tapestries.    Their  life  seemed  smitten 
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with  indecision  ;  but  ttieir  clothes  were  more  in  con- 
formity with  modern  fashions ;  even  so,  however,  their 
white  hair  and  withered  faces,  their  waxy  skins  and 
blasted  foreheads,  and  the  haggard  pallor  of  their 
eyes  gave  them  a  resemblance  to  the  women  which 
effaced  the  difference  in  their  clothes. 

"  The  certainty  of  finding  these  personages  invariably 
in  the  same  place,  playing  cards  at  tables,  or  seated 
at  the  same  hour  in  the  same  chairs,  gave,  in  my  young 
eyes,  something  theatrical,  pompous,  supernatural  to 
their  appearance.  Never  since  have  I  entered  any  of 
those  famous  museums  in  Paris,  London,  Vienna,  or 
Munich,  where  we  find  preserved  the  splendors  of  past 
centuries,  without  peopling  them  with  the  figures  I 
once  knew  in  the  Gallery  of  Antiquities.  We  often 
proposed  to  each  other,  little  schoolboys  that  we  were, 
to  climb  up  for  fun,  and  look  at  these  rarities  collected 
in  their  glass  cage.  But  as  soon  as  I  caught  sight  of 
Mademoiselle  Armande,  I  used  to  tremble.  I  admired, 
with  jealous  feelings,  her  beautiful  nephew,  Vieturnien, 
in  whom  we  all  recognized  a  superior  being  to  ourselves. 
That  young  fresh  creature  in  the  midst  of  this  ceme- 
tery resurrected  before  its  time  struck  us,  I  know  not 
why,  as  something  strange.  Without,  of  course,  being 
able  to  reason  on  our  feelings,  we  were  conscious  of 
being  small  and  bourgeois  in  presence  of  that  proud 
court." 

The  catastrophes  of  1813  and  1814,  which  brought 
low  Napoleon,  gave  a  fresh  lease  of  life  to  the  Gallery 
of  Antiquities,  and  offered  its  members  a  hope  of  re- 
covering their  importance.     But  the  event_s  of  1815,  the 
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horrors  of  foreign  occupation,  and  then  the  oscillations 
of  the  government,  delayed  until  after  the  fall  of  De- 
cazes  all  fruition  of  the  hopes  of  these  personages  so 
•well  portrayed  by  Blondet.  Our  present  history  does 
not  begin,  therefore,  until  the  year  1822. 

In  1822,  in  spite  of  the  benefits  wliich  the  Restora- 
tion bestowed  on  the  hiiigris,  the  fortune  of  the  ^Marquis 
d'Esgrignon  vras  not  increased.  Of  all  the  nobles  in- 
jured by  the  revolutionarj'  laws  none  was  more  unfairly 
treated.  The  greater  part  of  his  revenues  consisted, 
before  1789,  of  demesnial  rights  resulting,  as  with 
several  of  the  great  families,  from  the  tenure  of  fiefs 
which  the  seigneurs  endeavored  to  cut  up  into  small 
holdings  to  increase  the  proceeds  of  their  lods  et  ventes, 
that  is,  dues  from  tenants.  The  families  who  were  in 
this  category  were  ruined  beyond  all  hope  of  recoverj' ; 
the  ordinance  of  Louis  XVIII.  restoring  the  unsold 
lands  to  the  emigres  did  not  help  them,  and,  later,  the 
law  of-  indemnity  brought  them  no  relief. 

The  marquis  belonged  to  that  fraction  of  the  royal- 
ist party  which  refused  to  have  anything  to  do  with 
those  whom  he  called,  not  revolutionists,  but  rebels ; 
and  who  were  designated  in  parliamentary  language 
as  liberals  or  constitutionals.  His  set  of  royalists, 
nicknamed  "ultras"  by  the  opposition,  had  for  its 
leaders  and  heroes  the  courageous  orators  of  the  Right, 
who,  from  the  very  first  session  of  the  royal  council, 
protested,  like  ^Monsieur  de  Polignac,  against  the 
Charter  of  Louis  XVIII. ,  regarding  it  as  a  bad  edict 
compelled  by  the  necessity  of  the  moment,  and  frond 
which  royalty  ought  to  retreat. 

The  miracles  of  the  Restoration  of  1814 ;  those  still 
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greater,  of  Napoleon's  return  in  1815 ;  the  amazing 
second  flight  of  the  house  of  Bourbon,  and  its  immedi- 
ate return, —  these  semi-fabulous  phases  of  contempo- 
raneous history  came  upon  the  marquis  at  the  age  of 
sixty-seven.  At  that  age,  the  bravest  characters  of 
our  time,  less  defeated  than  worn  out  by  the  events 
of  the  Revolution  and  the  Empire,  had,  in  the  depths 
of  their  provinces,  converted  their  activity  into  pas- 
sionate and  immutable  convictions;  they  had,  nearly 
all,  withdrawn  into  the  enervating  and  easy-going  life 
of  country  places.  As  for  the  marquis,  he  asked  him- 
self what  good  a  man  of  seventy  could  do  at  court ; 
what  office  could  he  hold  ;  what  service  could  he  render? 
Thus  the  proud  and  noble  d'Esgrignon  contented  him- 
self with  the  triumph  of  the  monarchy  and  of  religion  ; 
he  continued  to  be  the  leader  of  his  caste  in  liis  own 
neighborhood,  enthroned  in  his  salon  well-named  the 
Gallery  of  Antiquities.  Under  the  Restoration,  that 
mildly  sarcastic  nickname  grew  spiteful  on  the  lips  of 
the  bourgeoisie,  when  the  vanquished  of  1793  became 
once  more  the  conquerors. 

But  the  town  in  which  the  d'Esgrignons  lived  was 
not  more  protected  than  other  provincial  towns  from 
hatreds  and  rivalries  of  party  spirit.  Contrary  to 
public  expectation,  du  Croisier  (all  the  names  in  this 
Scene  we  must  remember  are  fictitious)  had  married 
the  very  rich  old  maid  who  had  previously  refused  him, 
and  this  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  he  had  for  rival  the 
petted  darling  of  the  aristocracy  of  the  neighborhood,  — 
a  certain  Chevalier  whose  illustrious  name  will  be  suffi- 
ciently concealed  if  we  designate  him,  in  accordance  with 
the  custom  of  the  town,  by  his  title  only ;  for  he  was 
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there  the  Chevalier  just  as  the  Comte  d'Artois  was 
MoNSiEUB  at  court.  Not  only  did  this  marriage  give 
rise  to  one  of  those  feuds  with  all  weapons  which  pre- 
vail in  the  provinces,  but  it  also  assisted  in  accelerating 
the  separation  between  the  upper  and  the  lower  aris- 
tocracy, between  the  bourgeois  elements  and  the  noble 
elements,  united  for  a  moment  under  the  pressure  of 
the  great  Napoleonic  authority, —  a  sudden  separation 
which  did  great  harm  to  our  country.  In  France,  the 
most  national  thing  of  all  is  —  vanity.  It  was  the 
mass  of  wounded  vanities  which  produced  the  thirst 
for  equality.  Hereafter,  we  may  be  sure,  ardent  in- 
novators will  be  compelled  to  admit  that  equality  is  a 
thing  impossible. 

In  the  war  that  now  ensued,  courteously  conducted 
and  without  gall  by  the  Gallery  of  Antiquities,  but 
pushed  to  extremes  at  the  hotel  du  Croisier,  even 
to  the  employment  of  the  poisoned  ari'ows  of  savage 
warfare,  the  advantages  of  mind  and  delicate  satire 
were  all  on  the  side  of  the  nobles ;  and  we  must 
steadily  remember  one  truth :  the  wounds  made  by 
the  tongue  and  the  eye  —  satire  and  disdain  —  are 
incurable. 

The  Chevalier  had  no  sooner  withdrawn  after  his 
matrimonial  defeat  to  the  Sacred  Mount  of  the  aristoc- 
racy, abandoning  the  mixed  companies,  than  he  directed 
his  wit  against  the  salon  du  Croisier ;  he  stirred  the 
embers  of  war  without  suspecting  to  what  lengths  the 
spirit  of  vengeance  would  lead  the  Croisier  salon  against 
the  Gallery  of  Antiquities.  None  but  the  true  and  pure 
entered  the  hotel  d'Esgrignon,  —  loyal  gentlemen  and 
gentlewomen,  all  sure  of  each  other;  they  were  guilty 


The    Gallery  of  Antiquities.  21 

of  no  indiscretions.  Their  talk,  their  ideas,  just  or 
false,  noble  or  ridicalous,  gave  no  opening  for  any 
attack.  The  liberals  were  forced  to  assail  the  political 
actions  of  the  ultra  party  in.  default  of  personal  grounds 
on  which  to  ridicule  the  nobles.  But  this  sense  of  in- 
ability increased  a  hundredfold  in  the  du  Croisier 
adherents  a  thirst  for  vengeance. 

In  1822,  du  Croisier  was  at  the  head  of  the  indus- 
trial interests  of  the  department,  just  as  the  Marquis 
d'Esgriguon  was  at  the  head  of  the  nobility.  Each 
therefore  represented  a  party.  Croisier  gathered  about 
him  the  magistracy  and  the  administrative  and  financial 
ofHcers  of  the  department.  His  salon,  a  power  at 
least  equal  to  that  of  the  Gallery  of  Antiquities,  more 
numerous,  more  active,  and  younger,  influenced  the 
community ;  whereas  the  other  side  remained  tran- 
quilly composed  within  their  borders.  The  liberals, 
who  had  never  yet  been  able  to  elect  one  of  their  can- 
didates, counted  on  du  Croisier's  connections  to  give 
him  before  long  a  seat  at  the  Left  Centre,  the  nearest 
approach  to  the  pure  Left.  Tlie  correspondents  of  du 
Ci'oisier  in  Paris  were  the  brothers  Keller,  three 
bankers,  the  eldest  of  whom-  shone  pre-eminent  among 
the  nineteen  members  of  the  Left ;  that  illustrious 
phalanx  glorified  by  all  the  liberal  journals,  which 
maintained  an.  alliance  with  the  Comte  de  Gondreville, 
—  a  constitutional  peer  who  contrived  to  retain  the 
favor  of  Louis  XVIII. 

In  1822,  hostilities,  which  had  been  very  fierce  dur- 
ing the  first  four  years  of  the  Eestoration,  had  lulled. 
The  Croisier  salon  and  the  Gallery  of  Antiquities,  after 
having  mutually  recognized   their  strength  and  theu' 
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weakness,  were  awaiting,  no  doubt,  the  results  of 
cliaiTce,  —  that  Providence  of  parties.  Ordinarj'  minds 
were  contented  with  this  apparent  calm,  which  de- 
ceived the  throne ;  but  those  who  lived  on  intimate 
terms  with  du  Croisier  knew  that  in  him,  as  in  all  men 
whose  life  resides  in  their  heads,  the  passion  of  ven- 
geance was  implacable,  above  all,  when  joined  to 
political  ambition. 

At  the  moment  of  which  we  write,  du  Croisier,  who 
formerly  flushed  or  turned  pale  at  the  names  of  d'Es- 
grignon  or  the  Chevalier,  affected  the  silence  and  grav- 
ity of  a  savage.  He  smiled  upon  his  enemies,  all  the 
while  hating  and  watching  them  day  by  day  more 
profoundly.  Since  the  failure  of  his  last  attempt  at 
election,  he  seemed  to  have  decided  to  take  life  tran- 
quilly as  though  he  despaired  of  victory.  One  of  the 
men  who  understood  and  seconded  the  schemes  and 
calculations  of  Croisier's  cold  wrath,  was  the  chief- 
justice  of  the  place.  Monsieur  du  Ronceret,  —  a  coun- 
try land-owner  who  had  formerly  aspired  without 
success  to  the  honor  of  belonging  to  the  Gallery  of 
Antiquities. 
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A    BAD    EDUCATION. 


The  small  fortune  of  the  d'Esgrignons,  judiciously 
managed  by  the  notary  Chesnel,  barely  sufHced  to  main- 
tain the  family,  for  the  marquis  lived  nobly,  though 
without  the  slightest  show.  The  tutor  of  Victurnien 
d'Esgrignon,  the  hope  of  the  house,  was  an  old  Orato- 
rian,  given  by  the  bishop,  who  lived  in  the  household,, 
but  eked  out  his  means  by  other  employment.  The 
wages  of  a  cook,  a  waiting-woman  for  Mademoiselle 
Armande,  an  old  valet  of  the  marquis,  and  two  other 
servants,  the  food  of  four  masters,  and  the  costs  of  an 
education  on  which  nothing  was  spared,  absorbed  the 
family  revenues,  in  spite  of  the  economy  of  Mademoi- 
selle Armande,  in  spite  of  Chesnel's  judicious  adminis- 
tration, and  in  spite,  too,  of  the  affectionate  interest  of 
the  servants.  The  old  notary  was  still  unable  to  make 
repairs  to  the  devastated  chateau  ;  he  awaited  the  ter- 
mination of  the  leases  to  obtain  an  increase  of  revenue, 
either  through  improved  methods  of  agriculture  or 
from  a  decline  of  monetary  values  which  would  bear 
fruit  at  the  expiration  of  contracts  made  in  1809, 
The  marquis  knew  nothing  of  either  the  details  of  his 
household  or  the  administration  of  his  property.  A 
revelation  of  the  extreme  precautions  taken  to  "  make 
both  ends  meet"   at  the  end  of  the  year,  as  house- 
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keepers  say,  would  have  come  like  a  thunderbolt  upon 
him.  Those  about  Mm,  knowing  him  so  near  the  close 
of  his  career,  shrank  from  correcting  his  error. 

The  grandeur  of  the  house  of  Esgrignon,  to  which 
no  soul  at  court  or  in  the  state  gave  li  single  thought, 
and  which,  beyond  the  gates  of  the  town  and  a  few 
localities  in  the  department,  was  absolutely  unknown, 
still  existed  in  the  eyes  of  the  marquis  and  his  adherents 
in  all  its  former  dignitj'.  The  d'Esgrignon  family 
would  soon  recover  its  splendor  to  a  higher  degree 
than  before,  in  the  person  of  Victurnien,  whenever 
the  spoliated  nobles  recovered  their  property,  or  that 
glorious  young  heir  appeared  at  court  to  enter  the 
service  of  the  king  and  consequently  to  marry,  after 
the  fashion  of  all  d'Esgrignons,  a  Navarreins,  a  Ca- 
dignan,  a  d'Uxelles,  a  Beauseant,  a  Blamont-Chauvry, 
—  in  short,  some  girl  uniting  the  distinctions  of  nobil- 
ity, wealth,  beauty,  wit,  and  character.  The  persons 
who  gathered  round  the  card-tables  of  the  Gallery  of 
Antiquities,  such  as  the  Chevalier,  the  Troisvilles  (pro- 
nounced Treville)  the  La  Roche-Guyons,  the  Casterans 
(pronounced  Cateran)  the  Due  de  Verneuil,  —  all  accus- 
tomed to  consider  the  great  marquis  as  a  very  import 
tant  personage,  — •  encouraged  him  in  these  ideas. 

There  was  nothing  false  or  deluded  in  this  belief. 
It  would  have  been  strictly  correct  if  the  forty  pre- 
ceding years  in  the  history  of  France  could  have  been 
blotted  out.  But  claims  the  most  honorable  and  conse- 
crated (such  as  Louis  XVIII.  endeavored  to  make  them 
by  dating  his  Charter  as  if  in  the  twenty-first  year  of 
his  reign)  exist  only  when  ratified  by  general  consent. 
The  d'Esgrignons  lacked  two  things, — money,  that  basis 


The   Grallery  of  Antiquities.  25 

of  our  present  political  system,  that  great  mainstay  of 
modern  aristocracy,  and  historical  continuity,  in  other 
words,  that  continuous  fame  which  is  won  at  courts  as 
well  as  on  battle-fields,  in  the  salons  of  diplomacy  as  well 
as  in  the  tribune,  by  help  of  a  book  as  well  as  by  brilliant 
deeds ;  in  sliort,  the  chrism  with  which  the  head  of  each 
successive  generation  is  anointed.  An  inactive  noble 
family ,_  taking  no  part  in  its  generation,  drops  from 
historical  annals  and  is  forgotten.  The  marriage  of  a 
Demoiselle  de  Troisville  with  General  Montcornet,  so 
far  from  enlightening  the  Gallery  of  Antiquities,  al- 
most caused  a  rupture  between  the  Troisvilles  and  the 
d'Esgrignon  salon,  which  declared  that  the  Troisvilles 
were  degrading  themselves. 

Among  all  these  people  one  man  alone  did  not  share 
such  illusions.  We  need  not  say  that  Chesnel  was 
that  man.  Though  his  devotion,  as  will  be  shown  by 
this  history,  was  absolute  towards  the  great  family, 
now  reduced  to  three  members,  and  though  he  accepted 
most  of  their  ideas  and  thought  them  sound,  he  had  too 
much  common-sense  and  had  too  long  done  the  business 
of  half  the  families  of  the  department  not  to  follow 
somewhat  the  spirit  of  the  age,  and  recognize  the 
great  change  produced  by  industry  and  modern  ethics. 
The  former  bailiff  saw  plainly  how  the  Revolution 
had  passed  fi'ora  the  destructive  action  of  1793,  which 
had  armed  men,  women,  and  children,  ■  erected  scaf- 
folds, cut  off  heads,  and  won  European  battles,  to  the 
tranquil  action  of  the  ideas  which  consecrated  those 
events.  After  clearing  the  field  and  sowing  it,  came 
the  harvest.  In  his  opinion  the  Revolution  had  created 
the  spirit  of  the  new  generation ;  he  saw  its  facts  in  a 
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thousand  wounds,  and  he  considered  them  irrevocably 
accomplished.  The  fallen  heads  of  the  king  and  queen, 
the  confiscated  property  of  the  nobles,  formed,  to  his 
mind,  engagements  which  bound  together  too  many 
interests  for  those  concerned  to  allow  their  results 
to  be  attacked.  Chesnel  saw  true.  His  fanaticism 
for  the  d'Esgrignons  was  absolute  but  not  blind, 
which  made  it  the  more  beautiful.  The  faith  which 
enables  a  young  monk  to  behold  the  angels  of  paradise 
is  far  inferior  to  the  power  of  the  old  monk  who  points 
them  out  to  him.  The  notary  was  like  the  old  monk  : 
he  would  have  given  his  life  to  presei've  some  worm- 
eaten  old  reliquary.  Each  time  that  he  attempted  to 
explain  with  much  circumspection  to  his  old  master  the 
"  novelties,"  sometimes  in  terms  of  ridicule,  sometimes 
affecting  surprise  and  grief,  he  saw  the  smile  of  a 
prophet  on  the  lips  of  the  marquis,  and  in  his  soul  the 
profound  conviction  that  such  follies  would  pass  away 
like  all  the  rest. 

No  one,  perhaps,  has  ever  remarked  how  events  did 
actually  encourage  these  noble  champions  of  a  ruined 
past  to  persist  in  their  beliefs.  What  could  Chesnel 
reply  when  the  marquis,  with  an  imposing  gesture, 
would  say,  "God  has  swept  away  Buonaparte,  his 
armies,  his  vassals,  his  thrones,  and  his  vast  concep- 
tions. God  will  deliver  us  from  all  the  rest"?  Chesnel 
could  only  bow  his  head,  not  daring  to  reply,  "  God 
will  not  sweep  away  all  France." 

They  were  grand,  both  of  them :  one  erecting  him- 
self against  the  deluge  of  facts,  like  some  old  block 
of  mossy  granite  resisting  the  torrents  of  an  Alpine 
gorge;  the  other  observing  the  course   of  the  waters 
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and  thinking  to  utilize  tliem.  But  the  good  and  ven- 
erable notary  slmddered  as  he  remarked  the  irreparable 
injury  these  beliefs  of  the  family  were  doing  to  the 
mind,  the  habits  and  morals  and  future  ideas,  of  the 
young  Victuruien. 

Idolized  by  his  aunt,  _ idolized  by  liis  father,  the 
young  heir  was,  in  the  fullest  acceptation  of  the  word, 
a  spoiled  child,  who,  however,  appeared  to  justify  all 
the  paternal  and  maternal  illusions,  — we  say  maternal, 
for  his  aunt  was  truly  a  mother  to  him  ;  although,  how- 
ever tender  and  foreseeing  an  unmarried  woman  may 
be,  there  is  something,  I  know  not  what,  of  maternity 
which  is  lacking  to  her.  The  second-sight  of  a  mother 
cannot  be  acquired.  An  aunt  completely  one  with 
her  nursling  as  Mademoiselle  Armande  was  with  Vic- 
turnien,  may  love  it  as  much  as  any  mother,  may  be  as 
attentive,  kind,  delicate,  and  indulgent,  but  she  will 
never  be  stern  with  the  discretion  and  timeliness  of 
the  child's  mother;  her  heart  will  not  be  conscious 
of  those  sudden  warnings,  those  foreboding  visions 
of  the  mother,  in  whom,  though  broken,  the  nervous 
or  moral  ligaments  by  which  the  child  once  held  to 
her  still  vibrate,  receiving  the  shock  of  his  pains,  and 
quivering  with  his  joys  as  though  they  were  the  joys 
and  pains  of  her  own  life.  If  nature  has,  physically 
speaking,  considered  woman  as  neutral  ground,  it  has 
not  forbidden  her  in  certain  cases  to  identify  herself 
completely  in  its  work.  When  moral  maternity  is 
added  to  natural  maternity,  you  will  see  admirable  phe- 
nomena, unexplained  rather  than  unexplainable,  which 
make  the  supremacy  of  mothers.  This  history  will 
proVe  once  more  the  well-known  truth  that  a  mother 
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cau  never  be  replaced.  A  mother  would  have  foreseen 
evil  long  before  an  unmarried  woman  like  Made- 
moiselle Armande  could  admit  it.  One  foresees  dis- 
aster ;  the  other,  at  best,  can  only  remedy  it.  The 
fictitious  motherhood  of  a  girl  is,  moreover,  too  much 
made  up  of  blind  adoration  to  allow  of  her  repri- 
manding a  beloved  child. 

Practical  life  and  long  experience  of  business  had 
given  the  old  notary  an  observing  and  clear-sighted 
distrust  of  many  things,  which  made  him  almost  as 
foreboding  as  a  mother.  But  he  had  so  little  power 
in  the  household,  especially  since  the  sort  of  disgrace 
he  had  incurred  apropos  of  the  marriage  with  du  Croi- 
sier,  that  he  Iiad  long  resolved  to  follow  blindly  the 
doctrines  of  the  familj'.  A  common  soldier,  faithful 
to  his  post  and  ready  to  die  there,  his  advice  would 
never  have  been  taken,  not  even  in  the  thick  of  the 
battle, — unless  chance  had  placed  him  as  in  "  The 
Antiquary  "  it  placed  the  king's  mendicant  on  the  sea- 
shore when  the  lord  and  his  daughter  were  caught  by 
the  tide. 

Du  Croisier,  ever  on  the  watch  to  harm  his  enemies, 
saw  the  possibility  of  vengeance  in  the  mistaken  edu- 
cation given  to  the  young  nobleman.  He  hoped,  to -use 
the  expression  of  the  writer  we  have  already  quoted,  to 
seethe  the  kid  in  its  mother's  milk.  This  hope  was  at 
the  bottom  of  his  silent  resignation,  and  it  kept  upon 
his  lips  the  smile  of  a  savage. 

The  dogma  of  his  supremacy  was  therefore  incul- 
cated on  Comte  Vieturnien  as  soon  as  any  idea  at  all 
could  be  put  into  his  brain.  Except  the  king,  all  the 
greatest   seigneurs   in   the   kingdom   were  his   equals. 
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Below  the  nobility  lie  had  none  but  inferiors,  — persons 
with  whom  he  had  nothing  in  common,  towards  whom 
he  had  no  obligations  whatever ;  a  subjected  race  of 
whom  he  was  bound  to  take  no  account,  whose 
opinions  were  absolutely  without  interest  for  a  noble, 
but  who,  one  and  all,  owed  him  respect.  These 
opinions  Victurnien  unfortunately  pushed  to  ex- 
tremes, induced  thereto  by  the  rigorous  logic  which 
leads  young  persons  to  the  highest  pitch  of  good  or 
evil.  He  was  also  confirmed  in  these  beliefs  by  his 
great  external  advantages. 

Of  medium  height  and  well-made,  he  was  slender, 
even  delicate  in  appearance,  though  muscular.  He  had 
the  blue  and  sparkling  eyes  of  the  d'Esgrignons,  their 
curved  and  beautifully  modelled  lips,  the  perfect  oval 
of  their  faces,  their  auburn  hair,  their  white  skins,  their 
elegant  carriage,  their  graceful  extremities,  —  small 
feet,  taper  fingers,  and  great  distinction  in  the  wrists 
and  ankles,  where  free  and  perfect  lines  are  as  much  a 
sign  of  race  in  man  as  in  horses.  Dexterous  and  agile 
in  all  exercises  of  the  body,  he  fenced  like  a  Saint- 
George,  was  a  good  shot  with  pistols,  and  rode  a 
horse  like  a  paladin.  He  flattered  all  the  vanities 
that  parents  can  attach  to  the  externals  of  their  chil- 
dren, which  are  founded,  undoubtedly,  on  a  true  idea; 
namely,  the  excessive  influence  of  beautj'.  A  priv- 
ilege like  that  of  nobility  itself,  beauty  cannot  be 
acquired :  it  is  everywhere  recognized,  and  is  often 
worth  more  than  fortune  or  talent ;'  at  times  it  has 
only  to  show  itself  in  order  to  triumph ;  all  that  we 
require  of  it  is  to  he. 

Besides   these   two   great    privileges,    nobilitj'   and 
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beauty,  chance  had  given  Victurnien  d'Esgiignou  a 
lively  mind,  a  marvellous  aptitude  for  comprehension, 
and  a  fine  memory.  His  education,  so  far  as  instruc- 
tion went,  was  admirable.  He  knew  far  more  than 
most  of  the  young  provincial  nobles,  who  make  good 
hunters,  smokers,  and  excellent  land-owners,  but  re- 
gard cavalierly  enough  the  arts  and  sciences,  letters  and 
poes}',  —  talents  superior  to  their  own,  which  affront 
them.  These  gifts  of  nature  ami  of  education  ought 
to  have  sufficed  to  bring  the  Marquis  d'Esgrignon's 
ambition  to  a  triumphant  realization  at  a  coming  time. 
He  saw  his  son  a  marshal  of  France  if  Victurnien 
wished  to  be  a  soldier,  an  ambassador  if  diplomacy 
tempted  him,  a  minister  if  he  entered  the  administra- 
tion,—  in  short,  all  things  in  the  State  belonged  to 
him.  Moreover,  and  this  thought  gratified  the  father's 
pride,  if  the  count  had  not  been  a  d'Esgrignon,  he 
could  have  risen  to  any  height  on  his  own  merits. 

This  happy  ehUdhood-,  this  golden  adolescence,  had 
never  met  with  the  faintest  opposition  to  any  of  its 
wishes.  Victurnien  was  sovereign  lord  and  ruler  of  the 
house.  Xo  one  dreamed  of  checking  the  will  of  the 
little  prince,  who  became  naturally  as  egotistical  as  a 
prince,  self-willed  as  the  most  fiery  cardinal  of  the 
middle  ages,  impertinent  and  audacious,  —  vices  which 
everybody  glorified  as  evidence  of  the  essential  quali- 
ties of  a  noble. 

The  Chevalier  was  a  man  of  the  good  old  times  when 
mousquetaires  rftade  havoc  in  the  theatres  of  Paris, 
thrashed  the  watch,  fouglit  the  sheriff,  and  played  a 
thousand  boyish  tricks,  obtaining  ;i,  smile  from  the 
king,  provided  the  pranks  were  droll.     This  charming 
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old  seducer,  former  hero  of  ruelles,  contributed  a  g<iod 
deal  to  the  fatal  termination  of  this  history.  The 
amiable  old  gentleman,  who  found  no  one  able  to 
understand  him,  -nas  well  pleased  to  meet  with  this 
fine  specimen  of  an  embryo  Faublas  to  remind  him  of 
his  youth.  Without  appreciating,  or  even  understand- 
ing the  difference  of  periods,  he  put  the  principles  of  the 
dissipated  encyclopedists  into  the  young  lad's  soul ;  he 
told  him  anecdotes  of  the  reign  of  Louis  XV.,  glori- 
fying the  manners  and  customs  of  1750,  recountino- 
the  orgies  in  "little  houses,"  the  follies  committed 
for  courtesans,  and  the  excellent  tricks  played  upon 
creditors,  —  in  short,  the  whole  system  of  morals  and 
ethics  which  supplied  the  comedies  of  Dancourt  and 
the  epigrams  of  Beaumarchais. 

•  Unfortunately,  this  corruption,  concealed  by  external 
elegance,  was  adorned  with  Voltairian  wit.  If  the 
Chevalier  was  conscious  of  occasionally  going  too 
far,  he  added,  by  way  of  corrective,  a  homily  on  the 
laws  of  good  society,  which,  he  said,  a  true  gentleman 
should  always  obey.  Victurnien  understood  nothing  of 
all  these  discourses  except  that  which  ministered  to  his 
passions.  He  saw  his  father  laughing  with  the  Cheva- 
lier. The  two  old  gentlemen  considered  the  inborn  pride 
of  a  d'Esgrignon  barrier  enough  against  all  unbecoming 
conduct;  and  no  meml)er  of  the  Gallery  of  Antiquities 
would  have  supposed  it  possible  .that  a  d'Esgrignon 
could  do  anything  contrary  to  honor.  Honor,  that 
great  monarchical  principle,  planted  in  the  hearts  of 
this  family  like  a  pharos,  instigated  the  smallest  action, 
anijnated  the  slightest  thought,  of  the  d'Esgrignons. 
The  following  noble  precept  was  sufficient  in  itself  to 
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establish  a  iiobilit}' :  "A  d'Esgrignon  cannot  allow 
tiimself  to  do  such  or  such  a  thing ;  he  bears  a  name 
which  pledges  him  to  be  in  keeping  with  the  past." 
That  was  the  burden  of  the  song  with  which  the 
marquis,  Mademoiselle  Armande,  Chesnel,  and  all  the 
frequenters  of  the  houee  had  rocked  the  cradle  of 
Victurnien's  childhood.  Good  and  evil  were  face  to 
face  with  equal  forces  in  that  young  soul. 

When,  at  eighteen  years  of  age,  Victuruien  first 
appeared  in  the  society  of  the  town,  he  noticed  some 
slight  differences  between  the  exterior  world  and  the 
interior  world  of  the  hotel  d'Esgrignon,  but  he  did 
not  searcli  for  causes.  The  causes  were  in  Paris.  He 
did  not  yet  know  that  the  persons  so  bold  in  thought 
and  speech  in  his  father's  house  at  night  were  very 
circumspect  in  presence  of  enemies  with  whom  their 
interests  required  them  to  keep  on  good  terms.  His 
father  had  conquered  the  right  to  plain  speaking.  No 
one  dreamed  of  contradicting  the  old  man  of  seventy ; 
besides,  ever3'body  willingly  forgave  one  so  cruelly 
despoiled  for  bis  fidelity  to  the  ancient  order  of  things. 
Deceived  by  appearances,  Victurnien  beliaved  in  a 
manner  to  put  the  whole  bourgeoisie  of  the  town 
against  him.  He  got  into  quarrels  in  the  hunting-field, 
which  his  natural  impetuosity  pushed  too  far,  and 
these  quarrels  sometimes  ended  in  threatened  law-suits 
bought  off  by  Chesnel  at  the  cost  of  money,  —  incidents 
which  no  one  ever  dared  to  tell  his  father.  Fancy  the 
amazement  of  the  Marquis  d'Esgrignon  if  he  had 
lieard  that  his  son  was  sued  for  having  hunted  over 
his  estates,  his  domains,,  his  forests,  under  the  reign 
of  a  son  of  Saint-Louis !     As  Chesnel  remarked,  peo- 
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pie  feared  the  results  of  telling  him  such  miserable 
things. 

The  young  count  also  got  into  other  scrapes,  — love- 
affairs,  which  the  Chevalier  endeavored  to  settle,  but 
which  finally  cost  Chesnel  secret  dowries  paid  to  girls 
seduced  under  promise  of  marriage ;  and  other  mis- 
demeanors called  in  the  Code  "  perversions  of  minors,'' 
which,  owing  to  the  brutality  of  modern  justice,  would 
have  led  the  young  count  Heaven  knows  where  but  for 
the  prudent  intervention  of  Chesnel. 

Such  victories  over  bourgeois  laws  emboldened  Vic- 
turnien.  Accustomed  to  get  safely  out  of  his  many 
pranks,  he  refrained  from  nothing  that  he  thought 
amusing.  He  regarded  courts  of  justice  as  scarecrows 
for  the  common  people,  which  had  nothing  to  do  with 
him.  What  he  blamed  in  plebeians,  he  considered  the 
proper  amusements  of  a  man  of  his  station. 

This  conduct,  together  with  the  young  count's  nature 
and  his  inclination  to  despise  the  new  laws  and  obey 
none  but  the  precepts  of  the  code  noble,  were  studied, 
analyzed,  and  even  tested  by  certain  clever  individuals 
of  the  Croisier  party.  These-  persons  supported  each 
other  in  making  the  body  of  the  townspeople  believe 
that  a  return  to  the  old  order  of  things  in  all  its  former 
meanings  was  at  the  bottom  of  the  present  ministerial 
policy.  What  luck  for  them  to  have  this  semi-proof  of 
their  assertions  !  The  chief-justice  of  the  town,  Mon- 
sieur du  Ronceret,  lent  himself  to  these  ideas  so  far  as 
they  were  compatible  with  his  magisterial  office ;  and 
so  did  the  procureur-du-roi.  They  went  beyond  that 
limit  occasionally  by  favoring  Victurnien,  and  thus  giv- 
ing ground  for  a  liberal  outcry.     Du  Ronceret  excited 
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the  popular  feeling  against  the  d'Esgrignon  family  by 
seeming  to  serve  it.  Du  Croisier  himself  hoped  to 
reduce  that  family  to  poverty,  to  see  their  lands  sold 
at  auction,  and  the  old  chateau  demolished  as  the 
result  of  their  sacrifices  for  the  foolish  youth,  whose 
excesses  must  sooner  or  later  involve  them.  He  did 
not  go  farther  than  that;  he  did  not  believe,  as  du 
Eonceret  predicted,  that  Victurnien  would  ever  really 
put  himself  within  reach  of  the  law. 

The  vengeance  of  these  men  was  well  seconded  by 
Victurnien's  extreme  self-conceit  and  by  his  love  for 
pleasure.  Between  the  ages  of  eighteen  and  twenty  he 
cost  the  poor  notary  nearly  eighty  thousand  francs,  with- 
out the  knowledge  of  either  Mademoiselle  Armaude  or 
the  marquis.  The  hushed-up  suits  cost  the  half  of  this 
sum,  and  the  extravagance  of  the  young  count  con- 
sumed the  rest.  Of  the  marquis's  ten  thousand  francs 
a  year,  five  thousand  were  required  for  the  costs  of  the 
household ;  the  personal  expenses  of  Mademoiselle 
Armande  (in  spite  of  her  close  economy)  and  those  of 
the  marquis  employed  two  thousand  more ;  so  tliat  the 
allowance  of  the  glorious  heir-presumptive  could  not 
exceed  another  two  thousand.  And  what  could  two 
thousand  francs  a  year  do  towards  making  a  proper 
appearance  in  the  world?  Dress  alone  took  the  whole 
of  it.  Victurnien  sent  to  Paris  for  his  linen,  his  clothes, 
gloves,  perfumes,  etc.  He  wanted  a  riding-horse  and 
a  tilbury  and  a  tilbnry-horse.  Du  Croisier  had  a  fine 
English  horse  and  a  tilbury ;  ought  the  nobility  to 
allow  themselves  to  be  crushed  by  the  bourgeoisie? 
After  that,  the  count  wanted  a  groom  in  the  family 
livery.     Flattered  by  setting  the  fashion  to  the  town. 
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the  department,  and  the  youth  of  the  neighborhood,  he 
was  fairly  launched  into  the  world  of  fancies  and 
luxury  which  seem  so  appropriate  to  handsome  and 
clever  young  men.  Chesnel  supplied  the  money  ;  not, 
however,  without  using,  as  did  the  former  parlia- 
ments, the  right  of  remonstrance,  though  with  angelic 
mildness. 

"What  a  pity  such  a  good  old  fellow  should  be  so 
tiresome  !  "  thought  Victurnien  each  time  that  the  notary 
applied' both  money  and  warning  to  an  open  wound. 

A  widower  without  children,  Chesnel  had  adopted 
the  son  of  his  former  master  in  the  very  depths  of  his 
heart.  He  enjoyed  seeing  him  drive  through  the  chief 
street  of  the  town,  perched  on  the  double  cushion  of 
his  tilbury,  whip  in  band,  a  rose  in  his  button-hole, 
handsome,  well-dressed,  and  the  envy  of  all.  When, 
in  some  pressing  need,  a  loss  at  cards  at  the  Trois- 
villes,  the  Due  de  Verneuil's,  the  Prefecture,  or  else- 
where, Victurnien  would  come  with  a  calm  voice,  an 
anxious  eye,  and  a  coaxing  gesture  to  his  providence,  — 
the  old  notary  in  his  'modest  house  in  the  rue  du 
Bercail,  —  the  battle  was  won  as  soon  as  he  showed 
himself. 

"Well,  what  is  it,  Monsieur  le  comte?  What  has 
happened  now  ?  "  the  good  man  would  say  in  a  troubled 
voice. 

On  these  occasions  Victutnien  sat  down,  assumed  a 
reflective  and  melancholy  air  and  let  himself  be  ques- 
tioned, affecting  much  compunction.  After  causing 
the  greatest  anxiety  to  the  worthy  notary,  who  was 
beginning  to  fear  the  results  of  such  continued  dissipa- 
tion,  he  would  confess    some  small   peccadillo  which 
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could  easily  be  settled  for  a  thousand  francs.  Ches- 
nel,  besides  his  practice,  possessed  about  twelve 
thousand  francs  a  year.  These  funds  were  not  inex- 
haustible. The  eighty  thousand  squandered  by  Vietur- 
nien  were  his  savings  which  he  had  been  laying  by 
against  the  time  when  the  marquis  should  send  his  son 
to  Paris,  or  money  were  needed  to  facilitate  some  fine 
marriage  for  the  lad.  Clear-sighted  enough  when 
Victurnien  was  not  by,  Chesnel  was  losing,  one  by  one, 
the  fond  illusions  which  the  marquis  and  his  sister 
cherished.  Recognizing  in  the  lad  a  total  lack  of  the 
sense  of  proper  conduct,  he  was  anxious  to  marry  him 
to  some  girl  of  his  own  rank  who  was  virtuous  and 
prudent.  He  asked  himself  how  a  young  man  could 
think  so  well  and  act  so  ill,  when  he  saw  him,  on  the 
morrow  of  some  appeal,  doing  the  contrary  of  what  he 
had  promised  the  night  before. 

There  is  no  good  to  be  expected  from  young  fellows 
who  confess  their  faults,  repent  them,  and  renew  them. 
Men  of  fine  characters  confess  their  faults  to  them- 
selves, and  punish  themselves  for  them.  As  for  weak 
men,  they  fall  back  into  the  old  track,  finding  the  edge 
of  it  too  troublesome  to  skirt.  Victurnien,  in  whom  his 
guardians  had  unconsciously  —  together  with  his  habits 
and  his  companions  —  relaxed  the  springs  of  inward 
pride,  had  suddenly  fallen  into  the  weakness  of  the 
voluptuarj'  at  the  moment  of  his  life  when,  in  order  to 
develop,  his  forces,  he  had  need  of  that  regime  of 
oppositions  and  privations  which  formed  such  men  as 
Prince  Eugene,  Frederick  the  Great,  and  Napoleon. 
Chesnel  saw  in  ^'ictllrnien  that  unconquerable  passion 
for  enjoyment  which  seems  the  birthmark  of  men  who 
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are  gifted  with  great  talenta,  and  who  feel  the  necessity 
of  counter-balancing  the  exhausting  exercise  of  them 
by  the  compensations  of  pleasure,  —  a  passion  which 
leads  to  perdition  if  those  talents  are  used  only  for 
sensual  enjoyments.  The  good  notary  was  at  times 
terrified ;  but  at  other  times  the  brilliant  wit  and  the 
well-informed  mind  which  made  the  young  man  so 
remarkable  reassured  him.  He  said  to  himself  what, 
the  marquis  said  when  the  rumor  of  some  escapade 
reached  his  ears,  "  Youth  must  have  its  day."  When 
Chesnel  complained  to  the  Chevalier  of  the  young 
count's  propensity  to  run  in  debt,  the  Chevalier  would 
listen  as  he  gathered  a  pinch  of  snuff,  and  say  with  a 
scoffing  air  :  — 

"Explain  to  me  the  public  debt,  my  dear  Chesnei. 
Hey,  the  deuce !  if  France  has  debts,  whj'  should  n't 
Victurnien  have  them?  To-day,  as  in  the  olden  time, 
princes  have  debts,  all  gentlemen  have  debts.  Do 
you  expect  Victurnien  to  bring  j'ou  savings?  Don't 
you  know  what  was  said  by  our  great  Richelieu  ^- 
not  the  cardinal,  that  wretch  who  throttled  the  nobility, 
but  the  marshal  —  when  his  grandson,  the  Prince  de 
Chinou,  the  last  of  the  Richelieus,  showed  him  his 
purse  and  told  him  he  did  not  spend  his  pocket- 
money  at  college?  " 

"  No,  Monsieur  le  Chevalier." 

"Well,  he  threw  the  purse  out  of  the  window  to  a 
street  sweeper  and  said  to  his  grandson,  '  So  they 
don't  teach  you  to  be  a  prince !  ' " 

Chesnel  bowed  his  head  without  a  word.  But  that 
night  before  he  went  to  sleep,  the  old  man  reflected 
that  such  doctrines   must  prove  fatal  in  an  age  when 
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the  police  existed  for  high  aDcl  low,  and  he  saw  the 
seeds  of  the  ruin  of  the  house  of  Esgi-ignon. 

Without  these  explanations,  which  picture  one  whole 
side  of  the  history  of  provincial  life  during  the  Empire 
and  the  Restoration,  it  would  be  difficult  to  undei'stand 
the  scene  with  which  the  present  narrative  opens. 
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III. 

PREPARATIONS  FOR  A  JODRNEY  TO  COURT. 

One  evening  toward  the  end  of  October,  in  the  year 
1822,  the  customary  scene  was  talking  place  in  the 
Gallery  of  Antiquities.  Play  was  over  ;  and  the  usual 
noblemen,  the  old  countesses,  and  the  simple  baronesses 
were  paying  their  debts  and  pocketing  their  winnings. 
The  old  marquis  was  walking  up  and  down  the  room, 
while  IMaderaoiselle  d'Esgrignon  went  about  extin- 
guishing the  wax  candles  on  the  card-tables.  The 
marquis  was  not  alone ;  the  Chevalier  accompanied 
him.  These  two  relics  of  a  preceding  age. were  talking 
of  Victurnlen.  The  Chevalier  had  been  charged  to 
make  suggestions  on  the  young  man's  behalf  to  the 
marquis. . 

"Yes,    marquis,"  said  the  Chevalier,  "your  son  is 
wasting  his  youth  and  his  time  in  this  place.      You  • 
ought  to  send  him  to  court.'' 

"  I  have  always  thought  that  if  my  great  age  for- 
bade my  going  to  court,  where  —  between  ourselves  be 
it  said  —  I  don't  know  how  I  could  bear  seeing  what 
goes  on  among  the  new  class  of  people  whom  the  king 
receives,  I  should  send  my  son  to  present  my  homage 
to  his  Majesty.  The  king  ought  to  give  something  to 
the  count,  —  a  regiment  perhaps,  or  an  office  in  his 
household ;   put  him  in  the  way,,  in  short,  to  win  his 
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spurs.  My ,  uncle,  the  archbishop,  suffered  a  cruel 
martyrdom  ;  I  myself  fought  through  the  troubles,  not 
deserting  the  camp  like  those  who  thought  it  their 
duty  to  follow  the  prince.  As  I  looked  at  it,  the  king 
was  still  in  France,  and  his  nobilitj'  ought  to  fight  for 
him  there.  Well,  he  has  never  so  far  thought  of  us, 
whereas  Henri  IV.  would  have  written  at  once  to  tlie 
d'Esgrignons,  '  Come,  friends !  we  have  won  our 
cause.'  We  are  something  more  than  the  Troisvilles, 
as  you  know ;  but  two  Troisvilles  are  made  peers  of 
France,  another  is  deputy  from  the  nobility  "  (the  mar- 
quis mistook  the  electoral  colleges  for  assemblies  of  his 
own  caste).  "  Ah  !  truly,  they  think  no  more  about  us 
than  if  we  did  not  exist.  I  have  been  awaiting  the 
visit  the  princes  were  to  make  here  ;  but  if  the  princes 
do  not  come  to  us,  we  must  go  to  them." 

"  I  am  delighted  to  hear  you  mean  to  send  our  dear 
Victurnien  into  the  great  world,"  said  the  Chevalier, 
adroitly.  "  This  town  is  a  mere  hole  where  his  talents 
ought  not  to  be  buried.  Whom  could  he  ever  find  here 
but  some  silly  Norman  girl,  half-educated,  if  rich? 
What  could  he  make  of  her,  —  his  wife?    Good  God  !  " 

"  I  hope  that  he  will  not  marry  until  he  obtains  some 
fine  appointment  from  the  State  or  the  Crown,"  said 
the  marquis.     "  But  there  are  difficulties." 

Here  are  the  difficulties,  the  only  difficulties,  which 
the  marquis  could  perceive  at  the  opening  of  his  son's 
career. 

"My  son,"  he  resumed,  after  a  pause  which  was 
marked  by  a  sigh,  "the  Comte  d'Esgrignon,  cannot 
present  himself  at  court  barefooted;  we  must  equip 
him.     Alas!  we  have  no  longer,   as   we  once  had,  a 
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retinue  of  squires.  Ah,  Chevalier,  this  destruction 
from  top  to  bottom  came  from  the  first  blow  of  the 
hammer  of  Monsieur  de  Mirabeau.  To-day  the  one 
thing  needful  is  money,  —  that  is  all  that  I  can  see 
clearly  in  the  benefits  of  the  Restoration.  The  king 
does  not  ask  if  you  are  a  descendant  of  the  Valois  or 
whether  I  belong  to  the  Conquerors  of  Gaul,  he  asks 
if  we  pay  a  thousand  a  year  in  taxes.  I  could  not 
send  the  count  to  court  without  some  fifty  or  sixty 
thousand  francs." 

"  Yes,  with  that  little  sum  he  can  present  himself 
gallantly,"  said  the  Chevalier. 

"  Well,"  said  Mademoiselle  Armande,  "  I  have  asked 
Chesnel  to  come  here  to-night.  Would  you  believe  it. 
Chevalier,  that  since  the  day  when  Chesnel  proposed 
to  me  to  marry  that  miserable  du  Croisier  —  " 

"  Ah  !  that  was  a  most  improper  thing  to  do,  made- 
moiselle," cried  the  Chevalier. 

"  Unpardonable,"  said  the  marquis. 

"  Well,  since  that  daj',"  continued  Mademoiselle 
Armande,  "my  brother  has  never  been  willing  to  ask 
the  smallest  service  of  Chesnel." 

' '  Your  old  servant !  "  exclaimed  the  Chevalier. 
"Ah,  marquis,  you  would  do  Chesnel  an  honor,  —  an 
honor  for  which  he  would  be  grateful  to  the  end  of  his 
days." 

"  No,"  said  the  marquis  ;   "  I  do  not  think  it  right." 

"Right!"  cried  the  Chevalier,  slightly  shrugging 
his  shoulders ;   "  why,  it  is  necessary  !  " 

"  Never !  "  said  the  marquis,  replying  with  a  gesture 
which  decided  th6  Chevalier  to  risk  a  great  stroke  in 
order  to  enlighten  the  old  man. 
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"  A\^ell,  if  you  don't  know  it,  I  shall  have  to  tell 
you,"  he  said ;  "  Chesnel  has  already  given  a  good 
deal  to  your  son,  something  like —  " 

"My  son  is  incapable  of  receiving  any  sum,  no 
matter  what,  from  Chesnel,"  cried  the  old  man,  drawing 
himself  up  and  interrupting  the  Chevalier;  "he  may 
have  asked  you  —  you  —  for  a  few  louis." 

"  —  something  like  a  hundred  thousand  francs,'  con- 
tinued the  Chevalier. 

"  The  Comte  d'Esgrignon  owes  one  hundred  thou- 
sand francs  to  a  Chesnel !  "  said  the  old  man,  in  a  tone 
of  the  deepest  sorrow.  "  Ah !  if  he  were  not  an  only 
son,  he  should  start  to-night  for  the  Isles  with  a  cap- 
tain's commission.  Owe  to  usurers  whom  you  pay 
with  heavy  interest  if  you  will !  but  Chesnel,  a  man  to 
whom  we  are  attached  —  " 

"  Yes,  our  dear  Victurnien  has  run  through  a  hun- 
dred thousand  francs,  liiarquis,"  resumed  the  Chevalier, 
shaking  off  some  grains  of  snuff  which  had  fallen  on 
his  waistcoat ;  "  that 's  not  much,  I  know  ;  at  his  age, 
I  —  But  never  mind  our  reminiscences,  marquis.  The 
count  is  in  the  provinces  now ;  but  put  him  in  the 
great  world,  and  he  '11  go  far.  I  see  in  him  the  dissipa- 
tions of  men  who  do  great  things  in  the  world  —  " 

"He  sleeps  under  this  roof  and  has  never  said  one 
word  to  his  father !  "  cried  the  marquis. 

"  He  sleeps  with  the  innocence  of  a  child  who  has 
only  broken  the  hearts  of  two  or  three  little  bour- 
geoises arid  who  now  wants  duchesses,"  responded  the 
Chevalier. 

"  But  he  deserves  a  lettre  de  cachet!" 

"  They  have  suppressed  lettres  de  cacJiet,"  said  the 
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Chevalier,  contemptuously;  "and  you  know  how  the 
liberals  shrieked  when  we  wanted  a  special  court  of 
justice.  We  could  n't  even  keep  the  provost  courts 
which  Monsieur  de  Buonaparte  called  '  Military 
Commissions.'  " 

"  Then  what  are  we  to  do  when  our  sons  are  foolish 
or  turn  out  worthless,  if  we  can't  so  much  as  lock  them 
up?  "  demanded  the  marquis. 

The  Chevalier  looked  at  the  father  in  distress  and 
dared  not  answer  with  the  truth,  "  We  shall  be  forced 
to  bring  them  up  well." 

"  And  you  never  told  me  all  this.  Mademoiselle 
d'Esgrignon,"  said  the  marquis,  turning  to  Armande. 

These  words  denoted  irritation ;  he  usually  said 
"my  sister,"  and  only  called  her  Mademoiselle  d'Es- 
grignon when  much  disturbed. 

"But,  monsieur,  when  a  lively  and  clever  young 
man  is  idle  in  a  town  like  this,  what  can  5'ou  expect?  " 
said  Mademoiselle  d'Esgrignon,  who  did  not  understand 
her  brother's  anger. 

"  Hey !  the  deuce !  debts,  of  course,"  put  in  the 
Chevalier.  "He  plays,  he  has  his  little  adventures, 
he  hunts ;  and  such  things  are  horribly  expensive  in 
these  days." 

"I  see,"  said  the  marquis,  "  that  it  is  high  time  to 
send  him  to  the  king.  I  will  spend  to-morrow  morn- 
ing in  writing  to  our  relations." 

"  I  know  the  Dues  de  Navarreins,  de  Lenoncourt, 
de   Maufrigneuse,  de    Chaulieu,"    said   the  Chevalier, 
who,  nevertheless,  was  well  aware  that  they  had  for- 
gotten him. 
.  "My  dear   Chevalier,  there  is  no  need  of   that  in 
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order  to  present  a  d'Esgrignon  at  court,"  said  the 
marquis,  interrupting  him.  "  A  hundred  thousand 
francs !  Chesnel  is  very  bold.  See  the  result  of  those 
cursed  troubles,  —  a  Monsieur  Chesnel  protects  my  son  ! 
and  I  must  ask  him  — ■  No  !  sister,  you  must  manage 
this  affair.  Chesnel  is  to  take  security  on  all  our  prop- 
erty for  the  whole  sum  ;  and  you  must  lecture  that 
heedless  boy,  or  he  will  end  in  ruin." 

The  Chevalier  and  Mademoiselle  d'Esgrignon  thought 
these  words  quite  simple  and  natural,  comical  as  they 
may  seem  to  others.  They  were  deeply  moved  by  the 
almost  sorrowful  expression  of  the  old  man's  face. 
For  a  moment  Monsieur  d'Esgrignon  felt  the  weight 
of  some  sinister  foreboding  ;  in  that  instant  he  almost 
divined  his  epoch.  He  sat  down  upon  a  sofa  beside 
the  fire,  forgetting  Chesnel,  who  was  coming,  and  from 
whom  he  desired  to  ask  nothing. 

The  Marquis  d'Esgrignon,  as  he  sat  there,  presented 
the  outward  appearance  that  all  poetic  imaginations 
would  desire  for  him.  His  nearly  bald  head  still  re- 
tained a  fringe  of  silky  white  hair,  which  fell  in  long 
flat  locks  curled  at  their  extremities.  His  fine  brow, 
nobly  dignified,  — the  brow  we  admire  in  Louis  XV., 
Beaumarchais,  and  the  Mare'chal  de  Richelieu, — was 
of  a  graceful  convex  shape,  delicately  modelled,  with 
smooth  and  polished  temples.  His  brilliant  eyes  flashed 
with  a  courage  and  fire  that  age  had  never  quenched. 
He  had  the  nose  of  the  Condes,  and  the  amiable  mouth 
of  the  Bourbons,  from  which,  as  the  Comte  d'Artois 
was  wont  to  say,  none  but  witty  or  kindly  words  ever 
issued.  His  neck  was  held  in  a  cravat  like  those  of 
marquises  whose   portraits  we  see  in   the  engravings 
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of  the  last  century,  like  those  of  Saint-Pieux,  Lovelace, 
and  the  heroes  of  the  bourgeois  Diderot,  and  those  of 
the  elegant  Montesquieu,  as  seen  in  the  earliest  edition 
of  their  works. 

The  marquis  always  wore  a  large  white  waistcoat 
embroidered  in  gold,  on  which  shone  the  ribbon  of 
a  commander  of  Saint-Louis,  a  blue  coat  with  broad 
tails,  the  lapels  turned  back  and  marked  with  a  fleur- 
de-lis,  —  a  curious  fashion  adopted  by  the  king,  —  but 
he  never  abandoned  French  breeches,  nor  white  silk 
stockings  and  shoe-buckles  ;  by  six  o'clock  in  the  even- 
ing he  was  always  to  be  seen  in  full  dress.  He  read 
nothing  but  the  "  Quotidienne  "  and  the  "  Gazette  de 
France,''  —  two  journals  which  the  constitutional  news- 
papers accused  of  obscurantism  and  other  monar- 
chical and  religious  enormities,  while  the  marquis  him- 
self thought  them  full  of  heresies  and  revolutionary 
ideas.  However  exaggerated  may  be  the  organs  of 
any  opinion,  they  are  always  below  the  requirements 
of  the  ultras  of  their  party ;  just  as  the  painter  of  this 
noble  personage  will  certainly  be  taxed  with  having 
exaggerated  the  truth,  whereas  he  lias  really  softened 
some  salient  points  and  reduced  some  flery  features  in 
his  model. 

The  Marquis  d'Esgrignon  now  sat  with  his  elbows 
on  his  knees,  and  his  head  in  his  hands.  During  all  the 
time  that  he  thus  meditated.  Mademoiselle  Armande 
and  the  Chevalier  looked  at  each  other  without  com- 
municating their  ideas.  Did  the  marquis  suffer  at  the 
thought  of  owing  the  future  of  his  son  to  his  former 
bailiff?  Did  he  doubt  the  welcome  his  son  might 
receive   from  the  king?     Did  he  regret  having  failed 
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to  prepare  for  the  young  man's  appearance  in  the 
brilliant  society  of  the  court  by  remaining  in  the  depths 
of  his  province,  where  poverty  had  kept  hira  ?  Alas ! 
how  could  he  have  done  otherwise?  He  sighed  heavilj' 
as  he  raised  his  head.  That  sigh  was  like  many  others 
given  at  that  time  by  the  true  and  loyal  aristocracy, 
the  provincial  noblemen,  now  so  neglected,  as  were  all 
those  who  had  seized  their  swords  and  fought  for  the 
royal  cause  on  the  soil  of  France. 

"  "What  have  they  done  for  the  Montaurans,  the  dii 
Guenics,  the  Fontaines,  the  Bauvaus,  who  never  sub- 
mitted? "  he  murmured  to  himself  in  a  low  voice.  "To 
those  who  fought  the  bravest  they  have  flung  a  miser- 
able pension  or  some  lieutenancy  of  the  king  in  a 
fortress,  on  the  frontier." 

Evidently  the  marquis  was  beginning  to  doubt 
royalty.  Madeiaioiselle  d'Esgrignon  had  said  a  few 
words  to  reassure  her  brother  on  Victurnien's  prospects, 
when  a  step  on  the  pavement  of  the  street  beneath  the 
windows  announced  the  coming  of  Chesnel,  and  the 
notary  soon  appeared.  Josephin,  the  old  valet,  opened 
the  door  and  ushered  him  in  without  a  word. 

"Chesnel,  my  lad  —  " 

The  notary  was  sixty-nine  years  old,  with  a  bald 
head,  a  venerable  face,  and  breeches  of  an  amplitude 
which  deserved  one  of  Sterne's  descriptive  epics ;  he 
wore  ribbed  stockings,  shoes  with  silver  buckles,  a  coat 
like  a  chasuble,  and  a  very  large  waistcoat. 

" — you  have  been  very  rash  in  lending  money  to 
Comte  d'Esgrignon.  You  deserve  that  I  should  return 
it  to  you  instantly  and  never  see  you  again,  for  you 
have  given  wings  to  his  vices." 


The   Gallery  of  Antiqnities.  47 

Silence  followed,  as  at  court  when  the  king  reprimands 
a  courtier.  The  old  notary  maintained  a  humble  and 
contrite  attitude. 

"  Chesnel,"  continued  the  marquis,  kindly,  "I  am 
uneasy  about  the  boy.  I  want  to  send  him  to  Paris  to 
serve  the  king.  Make  some  arrangement  with  my  sister 
to  enable  him  to  go  there  in  a  suitable  manner,  and 
then  you  and  I  will  settle  our  accounts." 

The  marquis  withdrew  gravely,  nodding  to  Chesnel 
in  a  familiar  way. 

"I  thank  Monsieur  le  marquis  for  all  his  kindness," 
said  the  old  man,  who  remained  standing. 

Mademoiselle  Armilnde  rose  to  accompany  her 
brother ;  she  had  already  rung,  and  the  valet  was  at  the 
door  with  lights  to  conduct  his  master  to  his  bedroom. 

"Sit  down,  Chesnel,"  said  the  old  maid,  on  return- 
ing. 

With  feminine  consideration  Mademoiselle  Armaude 
was  in  the  habit  of  softening  the  harshness  of  her 
brother's  intercourse  with  his  former  bailiff,  although 
Chesnel  himself  divined  beneath  that  harshness  a 
glorious  affection.  The  attachment  of  the  marquis  to 
his  old  servitor  was  a  passion  like  that  a  master  feels 
for  his  dog,  which  leads  him  to  fight  the  man  who  would 
kick  the  animal  he  regards  as  an  integral  part  of  his 
own  existence,  as  a  thing  wliich,  without  being  abso- 
lutely himself,  represents  him  in  all  that  is  dearest  to 
him ;  namely,  his  sentiments. 

"  It  is  high  time  to  send  Monsieur  le  comte  away  from 
this  town,  mademoiselle,"  said  the  notary,  sententiously. 

"Yes,"  she  replied.  "Has  he  got  into  any  new 
scrape  ?  " 
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"  No,  mademoiselle." 

"  Then  why  do  you  blame  him?" 

"  JMademoiselle,  I  do  not  blame  him.  No,  I  do  not 
blame  him.  I  am  far  from  blaming  him.  I  will  never 
blame  him,  never,  —  no  matter  what  he  does." 

The  conversation  dropped.  The  Chevalier,  a  being 
eminently  comprehending,  began  to  yawn  like  a  man 
overcome  with  sleep.  He  gracefnlly  excused  himself 
and  left  the  house  with  as  much  desire  to  sleep  as  he 
had  to  drown  himself ;  the  demon  of  curiosity  held  his 
eyes  wide  open  and  delicately  took  out  the  cotton  the 
Chevalier  was  in  the  habit  of  putting  in  his  ears. 

"  Well,  Chesnel,  is  there  some  new  anxiety?  "  asked 
Mademoiselle  Armande. 

"  Yes,"  replied  Chesnel,  "  things  I  cannot  speak  of 
to  the  marquis  ;  he  might  have  a  fit  of  apoplexy." 

"Tell  me,"  she  said,  laying  her  beautiful  head  on 
the  back  of  the  easy-chair  and  letting  her  arms  drop  to 
her  sides,  like  a  person  who  expects  a  death-blow  and 
does  not  evade  it. 

"  Mademoiselle,  Monsieur  le  comte,  who  is  so  clever, 
is  nevertheless  a  puppet  in  the  hands  of  certain  men 
who  want  to  wreak  their  vengeance  through  him.  They 
hope  to  ruin  us,  to  humiliate  us.  The  judge,  that  Sieur 
duRonceret,  has,  as  you  know,  pretensions  to  nobility." 

"His  father  was  an  attorney,"  said  Mademoiselle 
Armande. 

"I  know  it,"  said  the  notary.  "Therefore,  of 
course,  you  have  never  received  him  in  your  Tiouse ; 
neither  do  the  Troisvilles,  or  the  Due  de  Verneuil  or 
the  Marquis  de  Casteran ;  but  he  is  one  of  the  pillars 
of  the  du  Croisier  salon.     His  son.  Monsieur  Fabien 
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du  Eoneeret,  with  whom  your  nephew  can  consort  with- 
out compromising  himself  too  much  —  for  you  know 
he  must  have  young  companions — well,  that  young 
man  is  leading  him  into  all  sorts  of  follies,  —  he,  and 
two  or  three  others  on  du  Croisier's  side.  Your  enemies 
hope  to  ruin  you  through  your  nephew ;  they  are  try- 
ing to  fling  him  into  the  mud.  That  sycophant  of  a 
du  Croisier,  who  shams  royalist,  is  at  the  bottom  of  all 
this.  His  poor  unhappy  wife  knew  nothing  of  it,  or  I 
should  have  known  it  sooner.  Lately  the  truth  has 
leaked  out  from  some  of  Monsieur  le  comte's  com- 
panions while  they  were  drunk.  These  speeches  have 
been  reported  to  me  by  persons  who  are  grieved  to  see 
so  fine,  so  noble,  so  charming  a  j'oung  man  going  to 
perdition.  At  present  they  pity  him;  later,  they  will 
—  I  dare  not  —  " 

"Despise  him;  say  it,  Chesnel,"  said  Mademoiselle 
Armande,  sorrowfully. 

"  Alas  !  how  can  we  prevent  the  good  people  of  the 
town,  who  have  nothing  to  do  from  morning  till  night, 
from  talking  about  their  neighbors'  actions?  Conse- 
quently, Monsieur  le  comte's  losses  at  play  are  all 
added  up.  For  the  last  two  months  they  amount  to 
thirty  thousand  francs ;  and  everybody  of  course  asks 
where  he  gets  the  money.  When  anything  is  said 
before  me,  I  call  people  to  order.  But,  ah,  what  good 
does  that  do?  Only  this  morning  I  was  saying  to 
some  of  them  :  '  Do  you  suppose  because  the  d'Esgri- 
gnon  estates  were  confiscated  that  their  other  property 
was  lost  too?  The  young  count  is  justified  in  doing 
what  he  likes  ;  and  as  long  as  he  does  n't  owe  you  any- 
thing, what  have  you  to  say  against  it? ' " 
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Mademoiselle  Armande  held  out  her  hand,  ou  which 
the  notary  laid  a  respectful  kiss. 

"My  good  Chesnel !  My  friend,  how  can  we  get  the 
money  to  send  him  to  Paris?  Victurnien  cannot  appear 
at  court  without  sufficient  means  to  maintain  his  rank." 

"Mademoiselle,  I  have  borrowed  on  Le  Jard." 

"What!  had  you  nothing  left?  Good  God!"  she 
cried,  "  how  can  we  ever  reward  you?  " 

"By  accepting  the  hundred  tliousand  francs  which 
I  will  hold  at  your  disposal.  You  understand,  of  course, 
that  this  "loan  has  been  made  secretly,  so  as  not  to  dis- 
credit you.  To  the  eyes  of  the  town  I  belong  to  the 
house  of  Esgrignon." 

Tears  came  into  Mademoiselle  Armande's  eyes. 
Chesnel,  seeing  them,  lifted  a  fold  of  her  dress  and 
kissed  it. 

"It  will  be  nothing,"  he  said;  "young  men  must 
sow  their  wild  oats.  Intercourse  with  the  best  salons 
in  Paris  will  change  the  course  of  his  ideas.  Here,  to 
speak  the  truth,  though  your  old  friends  have  the 
noblest  hearts  and  are  the  worthiest  people  in  the 
world,  they  are  not  amusing.  Monsieur  le  comte  is 
really  forced  to  descend  below  his  station  if  he  wants 
diversion,  and  he  might  end  in  leading  a  low  life." 

The  next  day  the  old  travelling-carriage  of  the 
d'Esgrignons  saw  the  light  and  was  sent  to  the  saddler's 
to  be  put  in  good  condition.  The  young  count  was 
solemnly  informed  by  his  father  after  breakfast  of 
the  intentions  on  his  behalf.  He  was  to  go  to  court 
and  ask  for  service  under  the  king ;  on  the  journey  he 
would  do  well  to  decide  on  his  career,  whether  in  the 
army  or  the  navy,  or  as  minister  or  ambassador,  or  in 
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the  household  of  the  king ;  he  had  only  to  choose,  for 
all  careers  were  open  to  him.  The  king  would  doubt- 
less be  pleased  with  the  house  of  Esgrignon  for  not 
having  previously  asked  favors,  and  be  all  the  more 
ready  to  bestow  them  now  on  the  heir  of  the  family. 

Since  taking  to  his  career  of  folly,  young  d'Esgri- 
gnon  had  thought  of  Paris  and  longed  for  real  life.  As 
the  leading  question  in  his  mind  was  how  to  leave  the 
provinces  and  his  father's  house,  he  listened  gravely  to 
the  allocution  of  his  excellent,  parent,  and  refrained 
from  remarking  that  the  army  and  navy  were  not  to 
be  entered  as  they  formerly  were ;  that  in  order  to 
become  a  sub-lieutenant  of  cavalry  without  going 
through  the  technical  schools  he  must  have  been  a  page 
in  the  king's  service ;  that  the  sons  of  the  most  illus- 
trious families  entered  Saint-Cj'r  and  the  ificole  Poly- 
technique  like  the  sons  of  plebeians,  after  competitive 
examinations  in  which  the  sons  of  noblemen  stood 
their  chance  of  coming  out  below  the  sons  of  peasants. 
If  he  enlightened  his  father  on  these  points,  he  might 
not  be  able  to  obtain  the  necessary  funds  for  a  stay  in 
Paris.  Victurnien  therefore  allowed  his  father  and  his 
Aunt  Armande  to  believe  that  he  had  only  to  show  him- 
self in  order  to  drive  in  the  king's  carriage,  obtain  the 
rank  the  d'Esgrignons  supposed  to  be  still  theirs,  and 
consort  with  the  great  seigneurs. 

Grieved  not  to  be  able  to  give  his  son  a  suitable 
valet  to  accompany  him,  the  marquis  offered  Victur- 
nien his  old  servant  Josephin,  a  confidential  man,  who 
would  take  good  care  of  the  youth,  watch  faithfully 
over  his  interests,  and  of  whom  the  poor  father 
deprived  himself  for  the  sake  of  his  son. 
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"Remember,  my  son,"  he  said,  "that  .you  are  a 
Carol,  that  your  blood  is  pure  from  all  coutaminating 
alliances  ;  tha't  you  bear  for  your  device,  II  est  ndstre! 
and  that  you  have  the  right  to  carry  your  head  high 
and  to  aspire  to  queens.  Give  thanks  to  your  father 
for  this,  as  I  did  to  mine.  We  owe  to  the  honor  of 
our  ancestors,  sacredly  preserved,  the  right  to  look  all 
men  in  the  face  and  bow  the  knee  to  none  but  a 
woman,  the  king,  and  God.  That  is  the  greatest  of 
our  privileges." 

The  worthy  Chesnel  was  present  at  the  parting 
breakfast.  He  did  not  take  part  in  the  heraldic  advice 
and  recommendations,  nor  in  the  letters  and  messages 
to  the  powers  of  the  day  ;  but  he  had  spent  the  previous 
night  in  writing  to  an  old  friend,  one  of  the  long- 
established  notaries  of  Paris,  in  the  interest  of  the 
young  man.  The  real  and  assumed  paternity  which 
Chesnel  felt  for  Victurnien  would  hardly  be  under- 
stood if  we  omitted  to  give  this  letter,  which  might  be 
compared  to  a  discourse  of  Daedalus  to  Icarus,  —  for 
must  we  not  go  back  to  mythology  to  find  comparisons 
worthy  of  this  man  of  a  past  age  ? 

My  dear  and  estimable,  Soebiek,  —  I  remember 
with  joy  that  I  first  took  arms  in  our  honoralale  career 
in  your  father's  office,  where  you  were  kind  to  me,  poor 
little  clerk  that  I  was !  It  is  to  those  memories  of  our 
clerkly  days  that  I  address  myself  in  asking  the  only 
service  I  have  ever  yet  solicited  in  the  course  of  our 
long  friendship,  chequered  by  so  many  vicissitudes  and " 
political  catastrophes. 

This  service  I  ask  of  you,  my  dear  friend,  on  the 
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verge  of  the  grave,  iii  ttue  name  of  my  white  hairs. 
Sorbier  !  it  does  not  relate  to  me  or  mine.  I  have  lost 
my  poor  Madame  Chesnel,  and  I  have  no  children. 
Alas !  it  concerns  something  more  to  me  than  my 
family,  if  I  had  one ;  it  concerns  the  only  son  of  the 
Marquis  d'Esgrignon,  whose  bailiff  I  had  the  honor 
to  be  when  I  left  your  father's  office,  where  the  mar- 
quis's father  had  placed  me  at  his  own  expense,  in 
order  to  give  me  a  career.  This  family,  which  I  may 
say  nurtured  me,  has  endured  all  the  evils  of  the  Rev- 
olution. I  was  able  to  save  part  of  its  property  ;  but 
what  was  that  compared  with  its  past  grandeur? 

Sorbier,  I  can  never  express  to  you  the  attachment 
I  feel  to  that  great  house  which  I  have  seen  almost 
engulfed  in  the  dreadful  abyss  of  our  convulsions,  — 
proscription,  confiscation,  an  old  age  without  means ! 
How  jnany  sorrows  !  Monsieur  le  marquis  married, 
and  his  wife  died  in  giving  birth  to  the  young  count ; 
there  is  nothing  left  really  alive  of  that  noble  family 
but  this  dear  and  precious  lad.  The  destinies  of  the 
house  rest  upon  him.  He  has  amused  himself,  he  has 
incurred  some  debts ;  for  what  can  be  done  even  in 
the  provinces  with  a  hundred  louis?  Yes,  my  friend, 
the  great  house  of  Esgrignon  has  come  to  that,  —  one 
hundred  louis ! 

In  this  extremity,  his  father  feels  the  necessity  of 
sending  him  to  Paris  to  claim  the  favor  of  the  king  at 
court.  Paris  is  a  dangerous  place  for  youth  ;  it  needs 
a  strong  supply  of  sense  to  live  there  virtuously. 

Besides,  it  would  grieve  me  to  think  of  that  poor 
child  deprived  of  the  means  of  appearing  as  he  ought. 
Do  you  remember  the  pleasure  with  which  you  shared 
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my  crust  when  we  stayed  .in  Paris  a  day  and  night 
to  see  the  "  Mariage  de  Figaro"?  —  blind  young  ones 
that  we  were  !  We  were  happy  and  poor,  but  a  noble 
cannot  be  happy  in  poverty.  The  poverty  of  a  noble 
is  something  against  nature.  Ah,  Sorbier,  when  one 
has  had  the  joy  of  arresting  with  one's  own  hand  the 
fall  of  one  of  the  noblest  genealogical  trees  in  the 
kingdom,  it  is  so  natural  to  cling  to  it,  to  love  it,  to 
fertilize  it,  to  try  to  make  it  bud  again !  You  will  not 
be  surprised,  will  you,  at  the  precautions  I  take,  and 
the  entreaty  I  now  send  you  to  assist  by  the  benefit  of 
your  advice  and  knowledge  the  career  in  Paris  of  this 
young  man  ? 

The  d'Esgrignon  family  have  obtained  the  sum  of  one 
hundred  thousand  francs  for  this  journey,  sixty  thousand 
of  which  I  will  remit  to  3'ou.  You  will  see  the  count; 
there  is  not  in  all  Paris  a  young  man  to  be  compared 
with  him.  You  will  be  interested  in  him,  I  know,  as  an 
only  son.  And  I  feel  certain  that  Madame  Sorbier  will 
nt^sist  you  in  the  moral  guardianship  with  which  I  seek 
to  invest  you.  The  allowance  of  Comte  Victurnien  is 
fixed  at  two  thousand  francs  a  month ;  but  you  must 
begin  by  giving  him  ten  thousand  to  meet  his  first  ex- 
penses. The  family  have  thus  provided  for  a  two  j'ears' 
stay,  unless  some  foreign  journey  should  be  desirable, 
in  which  case  we  will  take  other  measures. 

My  dear  friend,  undertake  this  office,  I  beg  of  you. 
Hold  the  purse-strings  rather  tightly.  Without  ad- 
monishing Monsieur  le  comte,  restrain  him  as  much  as 
you  can  ;  and  do  not  let  him  anticipate  his  allowance 
from  month  to  month  without  strong  reasons,  —  of 
course  it  would  not  do  to  humiliate  him  in  any  case 
where  his  honor  might  be  involved. 
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Watch  Ills  proceedings,  find  out  what  he  does,  and 
where  he  goes ;  above  all,  discover  his  relations  with 

women.     Monsieur   le  Chevalier  de tells  me  that 

women  of  the  court  will  often  make  a  man  spend  more 
money  than  a  ballet-girl.  Obtain  information  on  this 
point,  and  let  me  know  it.  Madame  Sorbier  might, 
if  you  are  too  busj',  discover  what  tlie  young  man 
does,  and  where  he  goes.  Perhaps  the  idea  of  being 
the  guardian  angel  of  so  noble  and  charming  a  youth 
may  please  her.  God  would  reward  her  for  fulfilling 
so  saintly  a  mission ;  it  may  touch  her  heart  to  think 
of  the  dangers  our  dear  young  count  will  run  in  Paris. 
You  will  see  him  ;  he  is  as  handsome  as  the  day,  as 
gay  as  he  is  confiding.  Should  he  connect  himself 
with  some  evil-minded  woman,  Madame  Sorbier  might 
warn  him  of  the  danger  he  incurs  even  better  than  you 
could  do.  An  old  servant  goes  with  him  who  can  tell 
you  many  things.  Question  Josephin ;  I  have  told 
him  to  consult  you  in  all  delicate  emergencies. 

But  why  say  more?  You  and  I  have  been  clerks 
and  scamps  together ;  remember  our  many  escapades, 
and  return,  my  old  friend,  to  the  days  of  our  youth 
for  the  sake  of  this  young  man.  The  sixty  thousand 
francs  will  be  remitted  to  you  in  a  treasury  note  by  a 
gentleman  of  this  town,  who  is  about  to  go  to  Paris. 
Etc.,  etc. 

If  the  worthy  Sorbiers  had  followed  Chesnel's  in- 
structions, they  would  have  been  obliged  to  keep  three 
spies  night  and  day  to  watch  Comte  d'Esgrignon.  Yet 
the  choice  made  by  Chesnel  of  the  hands  in  which  to 
deposit   the   money   was   a  wise   one.     A   banker,  of 
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course,  pays  out  the  money  in  his  hands  (as  long  as 
there  is  any)  to  whoever  keeps  an  account  at  the  bank ; 
whereas  the  young  count  when  he  needed  funds  would 
be  forced  to  go  to  the  notary,  who  had  the  right  to 
withhold  the  money  and  also  to  remonstrate. 

Victurnieu  could  scarcely  restrain  his  joy  on  hearing; 
that  he  was  to  have  two  thousand  francs  a  month.  He 
knew  nothing  of  Paris,  and  supposed  that  sum  would 
enable  him  to  live  like  princes. 
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IV. 


YICTURNIEN  S    DEBUT. 


The  young  count  started,  followed  by  the  prayers 
and  benedictions  of  the  Gallery  of  Antiquities,  having 
been  embraced  by  the  dowagers,  loaded  with  good 
wishes,  and  accompanied  beyond  the  town  by  his  old 
father,  his  aunt,  and  Chesnel,  all  three  with  tears  in 
their  eyes.  This  sudden  departure  formed  the  one 
topic  of  discourse  for  several  evenings  in  tlie  various 
societies  of  the  town,  but  more  especially  in  the  inimi- 
cal salon  of  du  Croisier.  Having  sworn  the  destruc- 
tion of  the  d'Esgrignon  family,  the  purveyor  and  the 
chief-justice  and  their  adherents  saw  their  prey  slipping 
through  their  fingers.  Their  vengeance  had  clung  to 
a  hope  founded  on  the  vices  of  the  young  spendthrift, 
who  was  now  beyond  their  reach. 

A  natural  tendency  of  the  human  mind,  which  some- 
times makes  a  depraved  woman  of  the  daughter  of  a 
devote,  and  a  devote  of  the  daughter  of  an  unworthy 
mother,  the  law  of  contraries,  — which  is  no  doubt  the 
resultant  of  the  law  of  similars,  —  drew  Victurnien 
toward  Paris  by  a  desire  to  which,  sooner  or  later,  he 
would  surely  have  succumbed.  -  Brought  up  in  a  pro- 
vincial home,  surrounded  by  gentle,  tranquil  faces  that 
smiled  upon  him,  by  servants  gravely  affectionate  to 
tlieir  masters,  all  in  keeping  with  the  antique  tones  of 
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that  old  dwelling,  the  lad  had  seen  none  but  persons 
worthy  of  respect  and  veneration.  Except  the  worldly 
old  Chevalier,  all  those  who  surrounded  him  were  com- 
posed in  manner,  and  their  talk  was  decent  and  becom- 
ing. He  had  been  petted  by  those  women  in  gray 
gowns  and  silk  mittens  that  Blondet  has  described  to  us. 
The  interior  of  his  father's  house  was  decorated  with 
an  old-fashioned  luxury  which  inspired  no  lavish  de- 
sires. Taught  by  an  excellent  abb;'  who  was  free 
from  eaut  and  full  of  that  amenity  of  old  men  of  a 
past  age  who  bring  into  ours  the  dried  rose-leaves  of 
their  experience  and  the  pressed  flowers  of  the  customs 
of  their  own  youth,  Victurnien,  whom  every  influence 
should  have  trained  to  sei'ious  habits,  whom  all  things 
urged  to  continue  the  glory  of  an  historic  house  by 
taking  life  as  a  grand  and  noble  thing,  —  Victurnien 
listened  to  none  but  the  most  dangerous  notions. 

■  He  saw  in  his  nobility  simply  a  stepping-stone  made 
to  raise  him  above  his  fellows.  Tapping  that  idol  so 
worshipped  in  his  paternal  home,  he  found  it  hollow. 
He  had  become,  young  as  he  was,  that  most  horrible 
of  social  beings  and  the  commonest  to  be  met  with, 
a  consistent  egotist.  Led  by  the  aristocratic  religion 
of  the  /  to  follow  his  fancies,  indulged  by  those  who 
had  charge  of  his  childhood  and  by  the  first  companions 
of  his  youthful  follies,  he  had  come  by  this  time  to 
estimate  all  things  solely  by  the  pleasure  that  they 
gave  him,  and  to  see  kind  souls  repairing  his  misdeeds, 
—  a  dangerous  compliance  which  was  certain  to  injure 
him.  His  education,  though  excellent  and  pious,  had 
the  defect  of  keeping  him  too  isolated,  of  hiding  from  his 
knowledge  the  spirit  and  ways  of  the  life  of  his  epoch, 
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—  which  were  certainly  not  those  of  a  provincial  town, 
above  which  his  true  destiny  led  him.  He  had  con- 
tracted the  habit  of  not  estimating  a  fact  at  its  broad 
social  value,  but  by  its  relative  value  to  himself ;  he 
thought  his  actions  good  according  to  their  personal 
utility.  Like  other  despots,  he  made  his  laws  to  suit  his 
circumstances,  —  a  system  which  is  to  vicious  actions 
what  fancy  is  to  works  of  art,  a  perpetual  cause  of 
irregularities.  Gifted  with  a  very  piercing  and  rapid 
perception,  he  saw  clearly  and  justl}',  but  he  acted 
hastily  and  ill. 

There  was  something  incomplete  about  Victurnien 
which  cannot  be  explained,  but  is  often  met  with  in 
young  men,  —  something  which  affected  his  conduct. 
In  spite  of  his  active  powers  of  thought,  so  sudden  in  its 
manifestations,  let  sensation  speak,  and  the  darkened 
brain  seemed  no  longer  to  exist.  He  was  capable  of 
surprising  a  wise  man,  and  equally  capable  of  pleasing 
a  fool.  His  desire,  like  the  rising  of  a  tiny  storm-cjoud, 
overspread  in  a  moment  the  clear  and  lucid  spaces  of 
his  brain ;  then,  after  periods  of  dissipation  against 
which  he  felt  himself  powerless,  he  would  drop  into 
such  depressions  of  mind  and  heart  and  body,  such 
utter  prostrations,  as  to  be  for  the  time  being  semi- 
imbecile.  Such  a  nature  must  inevitably  lead  a  man 
into  the  mire  if  he  is  left  to  himself ;  or  it  will  take 
him  to  the  summits  of  life  and  power  jf  he  is  supported 
by  the  hand  of  a  pitiless  friend.  Neither  Chesnel,  nor 
the  father,  nor  the  aunt  had  ever  fathomed  that  soul, 
which  held  by  several  of  its  corners  to  greatness  and 
poesy,  but  was  cursed  with  a  truly  awful  weakness  at 
its  centre. 
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When  Victurnien  had  driven  a  few  leagues  from  hia 
native  town,  he  ceased  to  feel  any  regrets  over  the 
parting;  he  thought  no  more  of  his  old  father,  who 
cherished  him  as  the  darling  of  ten  generations,  or  of 
his  aunt,  whose  devotion  was  almost  insanity.  He 
longed  for  Paris  with  passionate  violence ;  it  was  the 
fairyland  of  his  dreams,  the  scene  of  his  most  glorious 
visions.  He  expected  to  reign  there  as  he  leigned  iu 
his  native  town  and  in  the  department,  through  the 
name  of  liis  father.  Filled,  not  with  pride,  but  with 
vanity,  his  expectations  of  enjoyment  grew  to  the  pro- 
portions of  the  great  city.  He  crossed  the  intervening 
distance  rapidly.  His  carriage,  like  his  thought,  made 
no  delay  in  its  transition  between  the  limited  horizon 
of  his  province  and  the  vast  unbounded  world  of  the 
capital. 

The  count  took  up  his  quarters  in  the  rue  de  Richelieu, 
in  a  fine  hotel  near  the  boulevard,  and  hastened  to  take 
possession  of  Paris  as  a  famished  horse  rushes  to  grass. 
He  soon  distinguished  the  difference  between  the  two 
regions.  Surprised  more  than  intimidated,  he  recog- 
nized, with  the  natural  quickness  of  his  mind,  how 
little  of  a  person  he  was  iu  the  midst  of  that  vast 
Babylonian  world,  and  how  foolish  he  should  be  to  put 
himself  in  opposition  to  the  ideas  and  ways  of  the  new 
sj'Stem.     One  fact  was  enough  to  convince  him  :  — 

On  his  first  evening  in  Paris,  he  took  his  father's 
letter  to  the  Due  de  Lenoncourt,  one  of  the  seigneurs 
most  in  favor  with  the  king.  He  found  him  in  his 
magnificent  hotel,  in  the  midst  of  aristocratic  spleiidor; 
but  the  next  day  he  met  him  on  the  boulevard,  on  foot, 
with  an  umbrella  under  his  arm,  and  no  distinctive  sign 
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of  rank,  not  even  the  blue  ribbon,  which  in  former 
days  a  chevalier  of  the  orders  would  never  have  laid 
aside.  This  duke  and  peer,  first  gentleman  of  the 
Bedchamber,  bad  not  been  able  to  restrain  a  smile, 
notwithstanding  his  lofty  politeness,  on  reading  the 
letter  of  his  relation  the  marquis.  That  smile  in- 
formed Victurnien  that  there  was  more  than  sixty- 
leagues  between  the  Gallery  of  Antiquities  and  the 
Tuileries,  —  a  distance,  in  fact,  of  several  centuries. 

At  each  epoch  the  throne  and  the  court  surround 
themselves  with  favorite  families  who  bear  no  resem- 
blance in  name  or  character  to  those  of  other  reigns. 
In  that  sphere  it  seems  as  though  it  were  the  condition 
and  not  the  individual  which  is  perpetuated.  If  his- 
tory were  not  at  hand  to  prove  this  observation,  it 
would  be  incredible.  The  court  of  Louis  XVIII.  was 
at  this  time  bringing  into  relief  men  who  were  almost 
strangers  to  those  who  surrounded  Louis  XV.  ;  take, 
for  instance,  such  names  as  Riviere,  Blacas,  Avaray, 
Dambray,  Vaublanc,  Vitrolles,  d'Autichamp,  Laroche- 
jaquelin,  Pasquier,  Decazes,  Laine,  de  Villele,  La 
Bourdonnaye,  etc.  If  you  compare  the  court  of  Henri 
IV  with  that  of  Louis  XIV.,  you  will  not  find  six  great 
families  holding  over.  Villeroy,  the  favorite  of  Louis 
XIV.,  was  the  grandson  of  a  secretary  who  came  to 
the  surface  under  Charles  IX.  Richelieu's  nephew 
was  of  almost  no  account.  The  d'Esgrignons,  quasi- 
princes  under  the  Valois,  and  all-powerful  under  Henri 
IV.,  had  no  chance  at  all  at  the  court  of  Louis  XVIII., 
who  did  not  even  think  of  them.  To-day,  names  as 
illustrious  as  those  of  sovereign  houses,  like  that  of 
Foix-G-railly  and  Herouville,  are,  for  want  of  •  money 
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(the  only  power  in  our  time),  in  an  obscurity  equiva- 
lent to  extinction. 

As  soon  as  \'icturnien  had  formed  his  opinion  of 
this  new  society,  —  and  he  judged  it  only  from  the  so- 
cial point  of  view,  —  feeling  himself  injured  by  Parisian 
equality,  a  monster  which  devoured  under  the  RL^stora- 
tion  the  last  morsel  of  the  old  social  order,  he  re- 
solved to  win  a  position  with  the  dangerous,  though 
blunted  weapons  which  the  present  age  allowed  to 
the  nobility.  He  imitated  the  habits  and  ways  of  those 
to  whom  Paris  accorded  its  costly  attention  ;  he  felt 
the  necessity,  in  default  of  the  prestige  of  name,  to 
acquire  the  prestige  of  display;  he  wanted  horses, 
fine  carriages,  all  the  accessories  of  modern  luxury. 
As  de  Marsay,  the  first  dandy  to  whom  he  was  intro- 
duced, told  him,  he  felt  he  must  "  put  himself  on  the 
level  of  his  times." 

Unhappily  for  him,  he  fell  into  the  ranks  of  Parisian 
men  of  the  world,  such  as  de  Marsay,  Ronquerolles, 
Maxirae  de  Trailles,  Lupeaulx,  Eastignac,  Vandenesse, 
Adjuda-Pinto,  Beaudenord,  La  Eoche-Hugon,  iManer- 
ville,  —  all  men  whom  he  found  at  tlie  houses  of  the 
Marquise  d'Espard  and  de  Listomere,  the  Duchesse  de 
Grandlieu,  de  Carigliano,  de  Chaulieu,  Madame  Fir- 
miapi,  the  Comtesse  de  Serizy,  at  t!ie  Opera,  at 
the  embassies  ;  in  short,  wherever  his  name  and  his 
apparent  wealth  made  him  welcome.  In  Paris  a  noble 
name  recognized  by  the  faubourg  Saint-Germain  (which 
knows  its  provinces  by  heart)  is  a  passport  that  opens 
doors  which  will  not  turn  upon  their  hinges  for 
strangers,  or  members  of  a  secondary  society.  Victur- 
nien  found  his  relations  and  those  to  whom  his  father 
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recommended  him  extremely  amiable  and  friendly  as 
soon  as  tbey  saw  that  he  did  not  solicit  favors.  He 
had  seen  at  once  with  his  quick  observation  that 
the  way  to  obtain  nothing  was  to  ask  for  something. 
Pride,  vanity,  self-esteem,  all  the  good  as  well  as  the 
evil  sentiments  of  the  young  man,  led  him  to  assume  an 
independent  attitude.  The  Uucs  de  Verneuil,  d'He- 
rouville,  Lenoncourt,  Chaulieu,  Graudlieu,  and  the 
Princes  de  Cadignan  and  Blamont-Chauvry  were  all 
ready,  the  moment  they  found  he  made  no  claims,  to 
present  to  the  king  this  handsome  relic  of  an  ancient 
family. 

Victurnien  went  to  the  Tuileries  in  a  handsome  equi- 
page with  the  arms  of  his  family  on  its  panels ;  but 
his  presentation  proved  to  him  immediately  that  the 
people  occupied  the  mind  of  the  king  to  the  exclusion 
of  the  nobility.  He  sudden!}'  divined  the  helotism  to 
which  the  Restoration,  clogged  with  its  old  deputies 
and  its  old  courtiers,  had  condemned  the  youth  of  the 
French  nobility.  He  saw  plainly  that  there  was  no 
place  for  him  either  at  court,  or  in  the  State,  or  in 
the  army,  —  in  short,  anywhere.  Consequently,  he 
threw  himself  with  all  the  more  eagerness  into  a  life 
of  pleasure.  Invited  to  the  llllysee-Bourbon,  to  the 
salons  of  the  Duehesse  d'Angouleme,  to  the  Pavilion 
Marsan,  he  received  everywhere  that  superficial  polite- 
ness which  was  due  to  the  heir  of  an  old  family  re- 
membered only  when  seen.  Even  that  slight  memory 
was  something,  and  it  might  perhaps  have  led  to  a 
good  marriage  and  the  peerage  in  due  course  of  time  ; 
but  Victurnien's  vanity  kept  him  from  making  his  posi- 
tion plain.     He  chose  to  remain  under  the  panoply  of 
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false  opulence.  He  was,  moreover,  so  cotnplimented 
on  his  style,  his  carriages,  his  horses,  he  was  so  proud 
of  his  first  success,  that  a  shame  not  endurable  to 
young  men,  —  the  shame  of  abdicating, — counselled 
him  to  maintain  his  position.  He  therefore  took  an 
apartment  in  the  rue  du  Bac,  with  a  stable,  coach-house, 
and  all  the  accompaniments  of  the  life  of  elegance  to 
which  be  found  himself  relegated. 

This  putting  himself,  as  it  were,  on  the  stage  of 
Parisian  fashionable  life,  required  an  outlay  of  fifty 
thousand  francs ;  and  the  young  count  obtained  that 
sum,  in  spite  of  the  precautions  of  the  wise  old  notary, 
through  a  series  of  unforeseen  circumstances.  Chesnel's 
letter  reached  the  office  of  his  brother  notary,  but  the 
latter  was  dead.  Seeing  that  the  letter  was  on  busi- 
ness, the  widow,  a  matter-of-fact  person,  turned  it 
over  to  her  husband's  successor,  Maitre  Cardot,  the  new 
notary,  who  told  the  count  that  the  treasury  note  for 
sixty  thousaud  francs  enclosed  in  Chesnel's  letter,  being 
to  the  order  of  his  predecessor,  was  void.  In  reply  to 
the  carefully  meditated  epistle  of  the  old  provincial 
notary,  Maitre  Cardot  wrote  Chesuel  three  lines.  In 
reply,  Chesnel  drew  the  note  to  the  order  of  the  young 
notarj',  who,  not  espousing  the  sentimentality  of  his 
correspondent,  and  delighted  to  oblige  a  Conite  d'Es- 
grignon,  gave  Victurnien  all  he  wanted. 

Those  who  know  Paris  are  aware  that  fifty  thousand 
francs  does  not  provide  an  unlimited  amount  of  fur- 
niture, equipages,  horses,  -aud  elegance  of  all  kinds ; 
and  they  will  not  be  astonished  to  hear  that  Victurnien 
was  immediately  in  debt  to  his  tradespeople  to  the 
further  amount  of  some  twenty  thousand  francs,  the 
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tradesmen  in  the  first  instance  not  being  desirous  of 
payment  from  a  rich  young  man ;  his  fortune  having 
swelled  immensely  in  public  opinion,  assisted  by  Jose- 
phin,  a  species  of  Chesnel  in  livery. 

A  month  after  his  arrival,  Victurnien  was  obliged 
to  take  the  last  ten  thousand  francs  from  his  notary. 
He  had  merely  played  whist  at  the  houses  of  the  Dues 
de  Lenoncourt,  Chaulieu,  Navarreins,  and  at  the  club. 
After  winning  some  thousands,  he  lost  several  thou- 
sands more,  and  felt  the  necessity  of  making  himself  a 
card  fund.  V^icturnien  had  the  sort  of  cleverness  which 
pleases  society  and  enables  a  young  man  of  good  family 
to  put  himself  on  a  level  with  all  whom  he  meets.  Not 
only,  therefore,  was  he  admitted  as  a  personage  into  the 
ranks  of  the  gilded  j'outh  of  Paris,  but  he  was  greatly 
envied  there.  When  he  felt  himself  an  object  of  envy, 
his  satisfaction  was  too  intoxicating  to  allow  him  to 
think  of  retrenchment.  He  became,  in  that  respect, 
beside  himself :  he  would  not  even  think  of  ways  and 
means ;  he  put  his  hand  into  his  sack  as  if  it  were  sure 
of  being  replenished,  and  forbade  himself  to  reflect  on 
what  would  be  the  end  of  such  a  system. 

A  young  man  like  Victurnien,  introduced  by  the 
leading  powers  of  the  faubourg  Saint-Germain,  to 
wliom  these  protectors  themselves  attributed  a  fortune 
superior  by  far  to  what  he  really  had ;  in  short,  a 
marriageable  count,  a  handsome  man,  witty  and  Men 
pensant,  that  is  to  say,  of  royalist  opinions,  and  whose 
father  still  possessed  the  estates  of  his  marquisate  and 
the  hereditary  chateau,' — such  a  young  man  was  cer- 
tain to  be  well  received  in  houses  where  there  were  idle 
and  bored  young  women,  mothers  with  daughters  tu 
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marry,  or  handsome  partners  without  a  clot.  Society 
therefore  welcomed  him,  smiling,  to  the  front  benches 
of  her  theatre,  —  benches  that  the  marquises  of  the 
olden  time  were  wont  to  occupy  on  the  stage  of  Paris, 
where  names  alone  are  changed,  not  things. 

Victurnien  fouud,  in  the  society  of  the  faubourg  Saint- 
Germain,  the  double  of  the  old  Chevalier  in  the  person 
of  the  Vidame  de  Pamiers.  The  vidame  was  a  Cheva- 
lier de  Valois,  raised  to  the  tenth  ranif,  surrounded  by 
the  prestige  of  fortune,  and  enjoj'ing  the  advantages 
of  a  really  high  position.  The  dear  vidi^nie  was  the 
repository  of  secrets,  the  gazette  of  the  faubourg ; 
discreet  withal,  and,  like  other  gazettes,  never  saj'ing 
anything  but  what  might  safely  be  published.  Victur- 
nien heard  once  more  from  the  lips  of  the  vidame  the 
doctrines  of  the  Chevalier  ;  the  old  gentleman  told  him, 
without  mincing  his  language,  to  choose  his  mistresses 
among  well-bred  women,  and  he  recounted  to  him  his 
own  youthful  exploits.  What  the  Vidame  de  Pamiers 
permitted  himself  to  do  in  those  daj^s  is  so  entirely 
outside  of  our  modern  manners  and  morals,  in  which 
soul  and  passion  play  so  large  a  part,  that  it  is  useless 
to  relate  these  things  to  persons  who  would  never 
believe  them. 

However,  the  vidame  did  something  more  useful 
than  bestow  his  advice ;  he  said  to  Victurnien  by  way 
of  conclusion  :  — 

"  I  invite  you  to  dinner  to-morrow  at  an  eating- 
house.  Afterwards  we  will  go  to  the  Opera  to  digest, 
and  then  I  '11  take  you  to  a  salon  where  you  will  find 
a  number  of  persons  who  are  all  desirous  of  meeting 
you." 
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The  vidame  gave  him  a  delicious  dinner  at  the 
Rocher  de  Caucale,  where  lie  found  only  three  other 
guests,  —  de  Marsay,  Eastignac,  and  Blondet.  li)mile 
Blondet  was  a  compatriot  of  the  young  count,  a  writer 
who  had  entered  the  upper  ranks  of  society  through 
his  intimacy  with  a  charming  young  woman  also  from 
Victurnien's  province,  —  a  Demoiselle  de  Troisville  mar- 
ried to  the  Comte  de  Montcornet,  one  of  Napoleon's 
generals  who  had  since  gone  over  to  the  Bourbons. 
The  vidame  professed  a  great  dislike  for  dinners  of 
more  than  six  persons.  Accordiiiu;  to  him,  there  could 
be  no  conversation,  no  cooking,  no  wines  properly 
understood  and  enjoyed  with  a  greater  number. 

"  I  have  n't  yet  told  you  where  I  shall  take  yon  this 
evening,  my  dear  boy,"  he  said,  taking  ^'icturnien's 
hand  and  tapping  it.  "  You  are  to  go  to  the  house  of 
Mademoiselle  des  Touches,  where  you  will  find  a 
little  company  of  young  and  pretty  women  who  all 
have  pretensions  to  intellect.  Literature,  art,  poesy, 
in  short,  all  the  talents,  are  there  held  in  honor.  It  is 
one  of  our  old  circles  of  wit  and  cleverness,  though 
lately  varnished  with  the  new  monarchical  morality,  the 
livery  of  these  days." 

"  As  fatiguing  and  trying  occasionally  as  new  boots," 
said  de  Marsay,  "  but  women  are  present  whom  we 
have  no  chance  to  speak  to  elsewhere." 

"If  all  the  poets  who  trot  out  their  muses  in  that 
house  were  like  Blondet,"  said  Eastignac,  tapping 
familiarly  on  his  friend's  shoulder,  "  we  might  be  very 
well  amused  there.  But  odes,  ballads,  meditations 
on  petty  sentiments,  romances  with  wide  margins,  infest 
the  brains  and  the  sofas  too  much  as  a  general  thing." 
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"  Well,  provided  they  don't  spoil  the  women  and  do 
corrupt  the  young  girls,  I  don't  dislike  them,"  said  de 
Marsa}'. 

"Messieurs,"  said  Blondet,  laughing,  "don't  poach 
on  my  ground." 

"Your  ground!  why,  you  have  come  upon  ours,  and 
taken  possession  of  the  most  charming  woman  in 
society,"  cried  Rastignac  ;  "  we  can  take  what  we  please 
from  you." 

"  Ah!  he's  a  lucky  dog,"  said  the  vidame,  twisting 
Blondet's  ear  ;  "  but  Victurnien  may  perhaps  be  another 
this  evening." 

"  Already  !  "  cried  de  Marsay  ;  "  why,  he  has  n't  had 
time  to  shake  off  the  dust  of  his  old  manor,  or  get  rid 
of  the  brine  in  which  his  aunt  pickled  him  ;  he  has  only 
just  got  a  passable  English  horse,  a  tilbury,  and  a 
groom." 

"No,  he  hasn't  even  a  groom,"  said  Rastignac, 
interrupting  de  Marsay  ;  "  he  has  a  queer  little  peasant, 
brought  from  remote  regions,  whom  Buisson  the  tailor, 
being  employed  to  make  him  a  livery,  declares  inca- 
pable of  wearing  a  jacket." 

"  The  fact  is,  you  ought  all,"  said  the  vidame, 
gravely,  "to  model  yourselves  on  Beaudenord,  who 
has  the  advantage  over  the  whole  of  you,  my  little 
friends,  in  possessing  a  real  English  tiger." 

"  So,"  cried  Victurnien,  "  it  is  to  this  that  the  gentle- 
men of  B'rance  have  come !  To  them  the  greatest  of 
all  questions  is  to  have  an  English  horse,  a  tiger,  and 
gewgaws  I  " 

"Hey-day!  "  cried' Blondet,  pointing  to  Victurnien, 
"  the  good  sense  of  some  men  is  truly  awful.     Yes, 
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young  moralist,  you  are  right.  We  have  n't  even,  like 
our  dear  vidaine,  the  credit  of  the  life  that  made  hiiii 
famous  some  fifty  years  ago.  No  war  with  cardinals, 
no  Field  of  the  Cloth  of  Gold.  Even  you,  Comte  d'Es- 
grignon,  —  you  are  dining  with  a  Sieur  Blondet,  young- 
est son  of  a  poor  little  provincial  judge,  with  whom 
you  would  n't  shake  hands  in  your  own  province,  but 
who  may  possibly  take  his  seat  beside  you  ten  years 
hence  among  tlie  peers  of  France.  After  that,  believe 
in  j'our  heaven-born  rights,  if  you  can." 

"Well,"  said  Rastignac,  "we  have  passed  from 
facts  to  ideas,  from  brute  force  to  intellectual  strength ; 
we  speak  —  " 

"  Now  don't  talk  of  our  disasters,"  cried  the  vidame. 
"  I  am  determined  to  die  gayly.  If  our  friend  has  n't 
a  tiger,  he  comes  of  a  race  of  lions,  and  that  will  do 
as  well." 

"No,  he  can't  do  without  a  tiger,"  said  Blondet; 
"  he  is  too  much  of  a  new-comer." 

"  Never  mind  ;  though  his  elegance  is  rather  fresh,  we 
adopt  him,"  said  de  Marsay.  '"  He  is  worthy  of  us  :  he 
understands  his  epoch ;  he  has  wit ;  he  is  noble,  also 
agreeable.  We  like  him  ;  we  will  serve  him ;  we  will 
push  him  —  " 

"  Where?  "  said  Blondet. 

"  Inquisitive  !  "  exclaimed  Rastignac. 

"  Whom  will  he  meet  to-night?  "  asked  de  Marsay. 

"Oh,  the  whole  seraglio,"  replied  the  vidame. 

After  the  dinner,  which  was  very  lively  on  the  key 
of  social  gossip  and  elegant  corruption,  Rastignac 
and  de  Marsay  accompanied  the  vidame  and  Victurnien 
to  the  Opera,  intending  to  follow  them  later  to  the  salon 
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of  Mademoiselle  des  Touches,  where  the  two  roues  pre- 
fferred  to  make  their  appearance  at  an  hour  when,  accord- 
ing  to  their  calculations,  the  reading  of  a  certain  tragedy 
would  be  over,  —  an  exercise  of  the  mind  which  they 
considered  most  unwholesome  between  the  hours  of 
eleven  o'clock  and  midnight.  Thej'  really  went  to 
watch  Victurnieu  and  embarrass  him  by  their  presence, 
—  a  bit  of  true  schoolboy  mischief,  envenomed,  how- 
ever, by  the  gall  of  jealous  dandyism. 

Victurnien  had  by  nature  that  species  of  j'outhful 
boldness  which  helps  to  ease  of  manner.  "Watching 
the  new-comer  to  the  great  world,'  Eastignac  was 
surprised  to  see  his  quick  imitation  of  the  manners  of 
the  day. 

"  That  little  d'Esgrignon  will  go  far,"  he  said  to 
his  companion. 

"  That's  as  it  may  be,"  replied  de  Marsay ;  "  but  at 
any  rate,  he  goes  well  now." 
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THE    DITCHESSE    DE    MAUFRIGNEUSB. 

The  vidame  pvesented.  the  young  count  to  one  of  the 
most  amiable,  but  also  the  most  volatile  of  the  duchesses 
of  that  period,  .whose  adventures  did  not,  however, 
explode  upon  the  public  ear  until  five  years  later.  In 
all  the  brilliancy  of  her  fame,  suspected  even  now  of 
certain  levities  that  were  never  proved,  she  gained  the 
notoriety  which  Parisian  calumny  lends  to  women  as  it 
does  to  men  ;  calumny,  be  it  said,  does  not  meddle  with 
mediocrities,  who,  for  their  parts,  would  rather  not 
live  in  such  peace. 

This  person  was  the  Duchesse  de  Maufrigneuse, 
born  an  Uxelles,  whose  father-in-law  was  still  living, 
and  who  was  therefore  not  Princesse  de  Cadignan  till 
some  years  later.  A  friend  of  the  Duchesse  de  Lan- 
geais,  and  also  of  the  Vicomtesse  de  Beauseant,  two 
orbs  who  had  renounced  society  and  disappeared,  she 
was  also  intimate  with  the  Marquise  d'Espard,  whom  at 
this  moment  she  was  proceeding  to  dispossess  of  the 
frail  royalty  of  fashion.  Her  widespread  and  very 
important  connections  protected  her  for  a  long  time ; 
but  the  duchess  belonged  to  the  class  of  women  who, 
without  its  being  known  in  what  way,  where,  and  how 
they  do  it,  will  spend  all  the  revenues  of  earth  and 
those  of  the  moon,  if  they  could  get  them.     Her  char- 
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acter  was  as  yet  scarcely  known;  de  Marsay  alone  had 
fathomed  it.  Seeing  the  vidame  leading  Victurnien  up 
to  this  charming  personage,  the  redoubtable  dandy 
stooped  to  Eastignac's  ear  and  said,  — 

"  He'll  be  uist!"  giving  a  long  whistle  like  a  coach- 
man's cat-call. 

That  horribly  vulgar  word  expressed  admirably  the 
elements  of  the  passion  which  now  ensued.  The 
Duehesse  de  Maufrigneuse,  after  seriously  studying 
Victurnien,  was  bewitched  by  him.  The  angelic  look 
of  thanks  which  she  gave  to  the  vidame  would  have 
made  a  lover  jealous,  could  he  have  seen  it;  but 
women  are  like  horses  let  loose  on  a  steppe  when  they 
find  themselves,  as  the  duchess  did,  in  presence  of  a 
man  like  the  vidame,  —  that  is,  on  ground  without  dan- 
ger. They  are  then  wholly  natural ;  in  fact,  they  like 
to  give  out  specimens  of  their  inward  tenderness.  The 
look  was  discreet,  from  eye  to  eye,  not  reflected  in  any 
mirror,  and  no  one  could  possibly  intercept  it. 

"  How  she  has  armed  herself  !  "  said  llastignac  to  de 
Marsay.  "  Look  at  that  girlish  gown  ;  what  swanlike 
grace  in  that  snowy  neck  !  what  an  air  of  inviolate 
purity!  See  that  innocent  white  fichu  with  its  baby 
belt !  Who  would  ever  suppose  you  had  been  her 
lover?  " 

"That  is  what  makes  her  what  she  is,"  said  de 
Marsay,  with  an  air  of  triumph. 

The  young  men  smiled.  Madame  de  Maufrigneuse 
detected  the  smile  and  guessed  their  discourse.  She 
gave  the  two  roues  a  glance  such  as  Frenchwomen 
knew  nothing  of  before  the  peace,  —  glances  which  were 
imported  into  J'rance  by  Englishwomen,  together  with 
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Engiissh  plate,  English  harnesses,  horses,  and  mouuds 
of  Britannic  ice,  which  congeals  a  salon  the  moment  a 
certain  number  of  those  ladies  of  the  isle  are  in  it. 
The  two  young  men  grew  serious  as  clerks  who  expect 
a  present  after  their  director  has  delivered  them  a 
lecture. 

In  pretending  to  fall  in  love  with  Victurnien,  the 
duchess  proposed  to  herself  to  play  the  part  of  the 
romantic  Agnes,  —  a  part  which  several  women  have 
imitated,  to  the  great  detriment  of  the  youth  of  our 
(lay.  jMadame  de  JMaufrigneuse  improvised  hei'self  an 
angel  for  the  present  moment,  very  much  as  she  in- 
'  tended  to  take  to  literature  and  science  when  she 
reached  the  forties,  in  preference  to  taking  to  religion. 
She  made  it  a  point  to  resemble  no  one.  She  per- 
formed her  own  part,  invented  her  own  gowns,  hats, 
bonnets,  opinions,  and  methods  of  behavior.  After  her 
marriage,  and  while  still  a  mere  girl,  she  played  the 
knowing  and  almost  perverted  woman ;  she»  permitted 
herself  certain  speeches  which  were  compromising 
enough  to  superficial  persons,  but  only  proved  her 
ignorance  to  men  of  the  world. 

As  the  period  of  her  marriage,  which  was  well- 
known,  prevented  her  from  subtracting  a  single  little 
year  from  her  age,  and  as  she  was  now  twenty-six 
years  old,  it  occurred  to  her  to  make  herself  an  immacu- 
late being.  She  seemed  to  be  hardly  of  this  earth  ;  she 
shook  her  large  sleeves  (then  the  fashion)  as  though 
they  were  wings.  Her  glance  flew  upward  to  heaven 
at  a  word,  an  idea,  a  look  too  ardent.  The  Madonna 
of  Piola  —  a  great  Genoese  painter,  stabbed  out  of 
jealousy   at  the  moment  when   he   was    becoming   a 
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second  Eaffaelle  —  that  Madonna  of  infinite  purity, 
whom  we  can  hardly  see  behind  her  glass  in  the  little 
street  in  Genoa,  was  a  ilessaliiia  compared  to  the 
Duchesse  de  Maufrigneuse.  Women  asked  themselves 
how  it  was  that  the  giddy  young  woman  had  become, 
by  means  of  one  gown,  the  veiled  seraph  who,  to  use  a 
simile  then  in  vogue,  seemed  to  have  a  soul  as  white 
as  the  last  Alpine  snowfall  on  the  highest  peaks.  How 
had  she  managed  to  solve  the  Jesuitical  problem  of 
showing  a  bosom  whiter  even  than  her  soul,  while 
hiding  it  under  gauze  ;  how  could  she  make  herself  so 
immaterial  and  yet  let  her  glances  glide  about  her  in 
so  killing  a  way?  She  seemed  to  be  promising  a  thou-' 
sand  delights  to  the  senses,  while  an  ascetic  sigh  for 
the  better  life  issued  from  her  lips.  Some  innocent 
young  fellows,  and  there  were  some  at  that  epoch  in 
the  Royal  guard,  asked  themselves  if  in  moments  of 
the  closest  intimacy  that  White  lady,  that  sidereal 
vapor  fallen  from  the  Milky  Waj',  could  ever  be  spoken 
to  familiarly. 

This  system,  which  had  a  vogue  of  several  years, 
was  very  advantageous  to  women  whose  charming 
bosoms  were  lined  with  stout  philosophy,  and  who  con- 
cealed certain  pressing  exigencies  beneath  these  saintly 
manners.  Not  one  of  those  celestial  creatures  was 
unaware  of  the  benefits  to  be  derived  from  the  love  of 
a  well-born  man  desirous  of  recalling  them  to  earth. 
The  application  of  this  system,  divined  by  de  Marsay, 
explains  his  last  speech  to  Eastignac,  whom  he  saw  on 
the  point  of  becoming  jealous  of  Victurnien. 

"My  dear  fellow,"  he  said,  "stay  where  you  are. 
Nncingen  will  make  your  fortune  ;  but  the  Duchesse  de 
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Maufrigneuse  would  ruin  you.  That  woman  is  alto- 
gether too  dear." 

Rastignac  let  de  Marsay  leave  him  without  another 
word :  he  knew  his  Paris.  He  Imew  that  the  most 
precieuse,  noblest,  and  most  disinterested  woman  in  the 
world,  one  who  can  hardly  be  brought  to  accept  a  bou- 
quet, often  becomes  as  dangerous  to  a  young  man  as 
the  opera-girls  of  the  olden  time.  In  fact,  opera-girls 
have  now  passed  into  the  condition  of  myths.  The 
present  manners  and  morals  of  a  theatre  make  the 
danseuses  and  actresses  connected  with  it  about  as 
amusing  as  a  declaration  of  women's  rights ;  virtuous 
and  respectable  mothers  of  family  may  be  seen  trund- 
ling their  babies  in  the  morning  and  showing  their  legs 
in  tights  or  trousers  at  night. 

In  the  depths  of  his  provincial  office,  the  worthy 
Chesnel  had  foreseen  at  least  one  of  the  reefs  on  which 
the  young  count  might  be  wrecked.  The  poetic  halo 
with  which  Madame  de  Maufrigneuse  crowned  herself 
completely  dazzled  Victurnien,  who  was  caught  from 
the  first  moment,  hooked  to  the  belt  of  that  innocent 
creature,  twined  in  those  beauteous  locks  curled  by  the 
fingers  of  fairies.  The  youth,  already  corrupted,  be- 
lieved in  that  assemblage  of  purities  robed  in  white 
muslin,  in  that  sweet  look  as  carefully  deliberated  as 
a  law  in  the  two  Chambers.  In  such  a  situation  it  is 
all-sufficient  if  the  man  who  is  expected  to  believe  in 
the  lies  of  women  does  believe  in  them.  The  rest  of 
the  world  are  of  no  more  consequence  than  figures  in 
a  tapestry  to  two  lovers. 

The  duchess  was,  without  flattery,  one  of  the  ten 
acknowledged    and    recognized    prettiest    women   in 
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Paris,  though  we  all  know  that  there  are  in  the  world 
of  lovers  as  many  "  prettiest  women  "  as  "  finest  books 
of  the  age "  in  literature.  At  Victurnieu's  time  of 
life,  the  conversation  he  now  had  with  the  duchess 
could  be  sustained  without  much  fatigue.  Young,  and 
little  aware  of  Parisian  "life,  he  felt  no  need  of  being 
on  his  guard,  nor  of  watching  his  everj'  word  and  liis 
every  look.  The  religious  sentimentalism  of  the  duch- 
ess, which  conveyed  to  the  mind  of  each  party  ex- 
tremely droll  under-meanings,  excluded,  of  course, 
tlie  soft  familiarity,  the  witty  laisser-aller  of  the  old- 
fashioned  French  causeries ;  the  lovers,  in  fact,  made 
love  in  a  cloud. 

Victuruien  had  precisely  enough  provincial  innocence 
to  be  thrown  into  a  state  of  ecstasy,  very  suitable  and 
not  assumed,  which  pleased  the  duchess.  Madame  de 
Maufrigneuse  estimated  the  error  of  the  young  count 
— ■  not  perhaps  without  some  dread  —  at  six  good 
months  of  the  game  of  pure  love.  She  was  so  delicious 
in  her  role  of  dove,  veiling  the  light  of  her  eyes  be- 
neath their  silken  fringes,  that  the  Marquise  d'Espard, 
on  bidding  her  good-night,  whispered,  "  "Well  done, 
capitally  done,  my  dear."  After  which  comprehend- 
ing speech,  the  handsome  marquise  allowed  her  rival 
to  continue  her  new  journey  through  our  modern  map 
of  the  "  Pays  du  Tendre,"  —  a  conception,  by  the  bye, 
which  is  not  as  ridiculous  as  some  people  think  it. 
That  map  is  re-engraved,  age  after  age,"  with  different 
names,  all  leading,  however,  to  the  same  capital. 

In  an  hour's  public  tete-a-tete,  on  a  sofa  in  a  corner, 
the  duchess  led  d'Esgrignon  through  all  the  Amadi- 
sian  devotions,  Scipionesque  generosities,  and  ascetic 


"'Well,  adiem;  if  we  talk  together  longer,  people 
will  talk  of  us.'  " 
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abnegations  of  the  middle  ages,  then  just  beginning 
to  reveal  its  halberds,  turrets,  coats  of  mail,  pointed 
shoes,  and  other  romantic  paraphernalia  in  painted 
cardboard.  She  was  inimitable  also  in  the  ideas  she 
did  not  express,  but  which  she  stuck  into  Victurnien's 
heart,  like  pins  into  a  cushion,  one  by  one,  in  a  dis- 
creet, unconscious  way.  She  was  reticent,  charmingly 
hypocritical,  prodigal  of  suggested  promises,  which 
melted  on  closer  examination  like  ice  in  the  sun.  This 
delightful  first  meeting  ended  in  the  slip-noose  of  an 
invitation  to  come  and  see  her,  given  with  a  certain 
demure  manner  which  written  words  in  vain  attempt 
to  describe. 

"  You  will  forget  me,"  she  said;  "  you  will  meet  so 
man}'  women  anxious  to  court  you  instead  of  helping 
you  —  But  you  will  come  back  to  me  undeceived  — 
Will  you  come  sooner?  No.  Ah  !  as  you  will —  P"or 
myself,  I  say  frankly  that  your  visits  will  please  me 
very  much.  Men  with  souls  are  so  rare ;  and  I  believe 
in  yours  —  Well,  adieu  ;  if  we  talk  together  longer, 
people  will  talk  of  us." 

So  saying,  the  angel  flew  away.  Victurnien  did  not 
stay  long  after  her  departure ;  but  he  remained  long 
enough  to  let  the  rest  of  the  company  guess  his  infatu- 
ation by  that  demeanor  of  happiness  which  has  some- 
thing of  the  calm  assurance  and  concentrated  beatitude 
of  a  devote  issuing  absolved  from  the  confessional. 

"  Madame  de  Maufrigneuse  went  straight  to  her  end 
this  evening,"  said  the  Duchesse  de  Lenoncourt,  when 
only  some  half-dozen  persons  remained  in  the  salon  ; 
namely,  Mademoiselle  des  Touches  herself,  des  Lu- 
peaulx,  a  master  of  petitions,  Charles  de  Vandenesse, 
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the  Vieomtesse  de  Grandlieu-Canalis,  and  ^ladame  de 
Serizy. 

"  D'Esgiigiion  aud  Maufrigneuse  are  two  names 
that  were  sure  to  hook  together,''  said  iladame  de 
Ssrizy,  who  was  supposed  to  say  witty  things. 

"  She  has  fairly  turned  herself  out  to  grass  on  Pla- 
tonisra,"  said  des  Lupeaulx. 

"  She  will  ruin  that  poor  innocent,"  remarked  Charles 
de  Vandenesse. 

"In  what  way?"  asked  Mademoiselle  des  Touches. 

"Oh,  morally  and  ilnaucially ;  not  a  doubt  of  it," 
said  the  viscountess,  rising. 

That  cruel  remark  was  the  forerunner  of  cruel  reali- 
ties for  the  young  Comte  d'Esgrignon. 

The  next  day  he  wrote  his  aunt  a  letter,  describing 
his  debut  in  the  highest  ranks  of  the  faubourg  Saint- 
Germain  in  the  most  iridescent  colors  cast  by'  the 
prism  of  love.  He  explained  the  reception  he  had  met 
with  everywhere  in  a  manner  to  gratify  his  father's 
pride.  The  marquis  had  the  letter  read  over  to  him 
twice,  and  rubbed  his  hands  as  he  listened  to  the  tale 
of  the  dinner  given  by  the  Vidame  de  Pamiers,  one 
of  his  old  acquaintances,  and  of  the  presentation  that 
followed  to  the  Duchesse  de  JIaufrigneuse ;  but  he  lost 
himself  in  conjectures  as  to  the  presence  in  such  societj' 
of  the  younger  son  of  a  judge,  a  Sieur  Blondet,  who 
had  been  a  public  prosecutor  under  the  Eepublic. 

There  was  joy  that  evening  in  the  Gallery  of  Antiq- 
uities, and  much  talk  of  the  success  of  the  young  count. 
This  letter  had  no  financial  postscript,  no  unpleasant 
conclusion  about  the  sinews  of  war,  which  yonng  men 
are  apt  to  add  in  such  cases.     Mademoiselle  Armande 
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communicated  the  letter  to  Cbesnel.  Chesnel  was 
happy,  and  raised  no  doubts.  It  was  clear,  as  the 
Chevalier  and  the  marquis  said,  that  a  young  man  who 
was  liked  by  the  Duchesse  de  Maufrigneuse  and  taken 
up  by  her  would  become  a  hero  at  court,  where,  as 
they  judged  from  the  olden  time,  success  was  obtained 
through  women.  The  young  count  had  certainly  chosen 
well.  The  dowagers  present  related  the  gallant  ad- 
ventures of  the  house  of  Maufrigneuse,  from  Louis  XIII, 
to  Louis  XIV.,  sparing  their  hearers  the  earlier  reigns. 
In  short,  every  one  was  elated.  That  particular  as- 
semblage of  the  Gallery  of  Antiquities  ought  to  have 
had  a  dramatic  author  present  who  would  have  made 
a  scene  of  the  highest  comedy  out  of  it. 

Victurnien  received  charming  letters  from  his  father 
and'  aunt,  also  from  the  Chevalier,  who  asked  to  be 
remembered  to  the  vidame,  with  whom  he  had  gone  to 
Spa  at  the  period  of  a  journey  made  there  in  1778  by 
a  celebrated  Hungarian  princess.  Every  page  of  these 
letters  was  filled  with  the  adulation  to  which  these  tender 
friends  had  too  long  accustomed  the  unhappy  youth. 
Mademoiselle  Armande  seemed  to  enter  especially  into 
the  matter  of  ^Madame  de  Maufrigneuse. 

Glad  of  the  approbation  of  his  family,  the  young 
count  plunged  vigorously  into  the  perilous  and  costly 
path  of  dandyism.  He  had  five  horses  ;  but  in  that 
he  was  moderate,  for  de  Marsay  had  fourteen.  He  re- 
turned to  the  vidame,  de  Marsay,  Eastignac,  and  even 
Blondet  the  dinner  received.  That  dinner  alone  cost 
him  five  hundred  francs.  The  young  provincial  was 
entertained  by  all  these  gentlemen  on  the  same  scale, 
grandly.     He  played  much,  and  with  great  ill-luck,  at 
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whist,  then  the  fashionable  game.  He  organized  his 
leisure  and  kept  himself  busj'  all  the  time.  Every 
morning  from  twelve  to  three  he  was  with  the  duchess 
in  her  own  house  ;  then  he  met  her  again  in  the  Bois 
de  Boulogne, — he  on  horseback,  she  in  her  carriage. 
If  the  handsome  pair  occasionally  rode  out  together,  it 
was  always  in  the  mornings.  In  the  evenings,  balls, 
fetes,  theatres,  and  general  society  filled  his  time. 
Victurnien  shone  wherever  he  went,  for  he  cast  the 
pearls  of  his  wit  about  him  easily,  and  he  often  used 
pregnant  words  in  judging  of  men  and  things  and 
events.  He  was  like  a  fruit-tree  as  yet  only  in  blos- 
som. The  debilitating  life  he  led  was  likely  to  dissi- 
pate more  soul  than  even  money ;  in  such  a  life  the 
noblest  talents  are  liuried,  the  most  incorruptible  honor 
fails,  the  firmest  wills  are  emasculated. 

Tlie  duchess.,  that  white  creature,  so  fragile,  so  an- 
gelic, took  delight  in  the  pleasures  of  young  men  ;  she 
liked  to  see  first  representations ;  she  loved  drollery, 
and  amusements  that  were  not  of  the  common  run. 
A  restaui'ant  was  as  yet  unknown  to  her,  and  d'Es- 
grignon  ai-ranged  a  cliarming  party  at  the  Rocher  de 
Cancale  composed  of  the  lively  young  roues  whose 
company  she  affected  while  she  preached  to  them 
morality.  The  gayety,  wit,  and  fun  of  this  supper 
equalled  its  cost.     It  led  to  others  of  the  same  kind. 

Nevertheless,  Vieturnien's  passion  remained  angelic. 
Yes,  Madame  de  Maufrigneuse  continued  an  angel 
whom  the  corruptions  of  earth  could  never  touch ; 
an  angel  at  the  Varietes,  in  presence  of  those  semi- 
obscene  and  popular  farces  which  made  her  laugh ;  an 
angel  in  the  midst  of  a  cross-fire  of  questionable  jests 
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and  scandalous  gossip  ;  an  angel  at  the  Vaudeville,  in 
a  screened  box ;  an  angel  watching  the  poses  of  a 
danseuse  at  the  Opera  and  criticising  them  with  the 
knowingness  of  old  men ;  an  angel  at  the  Porte-Saint- 
Martin  ;  an  angel  at  the  little  boulevard  theatres ;  an 
angel  at  a  masked  ball,  where  she  amused  herself  like 
a  collegian,  — an  angel  who  talked  of  love  as  existing 
only  on  privations,  heroisms,  sacrifices,  and  made 
d'Esgrignon  change  a  horse  whose  color  she  did  not 
fancy,  and  expected  him  to  keep  up  the  style  of  an 
English  lord  with  a  million  a  year.  INIoreover,  she  was 
always  an  angel  at  cards ;  for  who  could  say  to  Victur- 
nien  more  angelically,  "Play  for  me"?  She  was  so 
enchantingly  delightful  in  her  follies  that  every  man 
was  ready  to  sell  his  soul  to  the  devil  to  minister  to 
the  terrestrial  joys  of  such  a  celestial  being. 

By  the  time  his  first  winter  in  Paris  was  over,  the 
count  had  drawn  upon  Maitre  Cardot  (who  was  careful 
not  to  remonstrate)  for  the  trifling  sum  of  thirty  thou- 
sand francs  over  and  above  th6  sum  forwarded  by 
Chesnel.  An  extremely  polite  refusal  from  the  notary 
of  a  further  demand  warned  Victuruien  of  this  debt. 
The  refusal  was  all  the  more  annoying  because  he  had 
just  lost  six  thousand  francs  at  the  club,  and  he  could 
not  play  there  again  without  paying.  After  expressing 
great  offence  at  Maitre  Cardot's  refusal,  although  the 
latter  had  really  shown  thirty  thousand  francs'  worth 
of  confidence  in  hira,  he  was  reduced  to  ask  the  notary's 
advice  as  to  what  he  should  do,  inasmuch  as  the  matter 
concerned  a  debt  of  honor. 

"  Draw  notes  on  your  father's  banker,  take  them  to 
his  correspondent  in  Paris,  who  will  doubtless  cash 
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them  ;  then  write  to  your  family  and  ask  them  to  pay 
in  that  amount  to  their  banker's." 

In  this  emergency  the  count  heard  an  inward  voice 
uttering  to  his  soul  the  name  of  du  Croisier,  whose 
private  sentiments  as  to  the  aristocracj-,  at  whose  beck 
and  call  Victurnien  had  always  seen  the  man,  were 
wholly  unknown  to  him.  He  therefore  wrote  to  the 
banker  and  told  him  in  a  free  and  easj'  manner  that  he 
had  drawn  upon  him  for  the  sura  of  ten  thousand 
francs,  which  would  be  remitted  to  him  by  Monsieur 
Chesnel  or  Mademoiselle  Armande  d'Esgrignon  as  soon 
as  his  letter  of  advice  should  reach  them.  He  then 
wrote  two  touching  letters  to  Chesnel  and  his  aunt. 
"When  it  becomes  a  question  of  plunging  into  gulfs  of 
misery,  young  men  give  proofs  of  the  utmost  clever- 
ness;  luck  attends  them.  Victurnien  ascertained  in 
the  course  of  the  morning  the  name  and  address  of 
the  Parisian  bankers  who  did  business  for  du  Croisier, 
namely,  the  Kellers.  De  Marsay,  who  knew  all  Paris, 
gave  him  the  information.  The  Kellers  paid  d'Esgri- 
gnon the  amount  of  the  note,  less  the  discount,  without 
comment. 

The  amount  of  this  gambling-debt  was,  however, 
nothing  in  comparison  with  other  and  more  legitimate 
debts.     It  rained  bills  at  Vietnrnien's  house. 

"  Bless  me !  do  you  bother  yourself  with  those 
things?  "  said  Eastignac  one  morning,  laughing.  "You 
don't  pay  them,  do  you,  my  dear  fellow?  I  didn't 
think  you  so  bourgeois." 

"  My  dear  Eastignac,  I  must  bother  about  them  ;  I 
owe  twenty-odd  thousand  francs.'' 

De  Marsay,  who  had  come  to  ask  Victornien  to  go 
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to  a  steeple-chase,  pulled  an  elegant  little  wallet  from 
his  pocket  and  took  out  twenty  thousand  francs. 

"This,"  he  said,  "  is  the  best  way  of  saving  them  ; 
I  am  all  the  more  pleased  at  having  won  them  yester- 
day from  my  honorable  father.  Lord  Dudley." 

This  graceful  French  act  completely  won  Victurnien, 
who  now  believed  in  friendship.  He  took  the  money, 
did  not  pay  his  debts,  and  spent  it  on  his  pleasures.  De 
Marsay  saw  with  extreme  pleasure  that  d'Esgrignon 
was,  in  the  language  of  dandyism,  "  plunging  "  deeper 
and  deeper,  and  he  took  delight  in  pressing,  with  every 
sign  of  friendship,  a  hand  upon  his  shoulder  to  bear 
him  down,  and  get  him  the  sooner  out  of  sight. 
Secretly  he  was  jealous  of  the  open  distinction  the 
duchess  gave  to  d'Esgrignon,  while  to  him  she  had 
insisted  on  concealment.  Later,  on  the  same  daj', 
after  the  steeple-chase,  de  ^Jlai'say  said  to  Victurnien, 
laughing :  — 

"Those  bills  yon  were  troubling  about  are  certainly 
not  yours." 

"He  would  not  trouble  about  them  if  they  were," 
said  Rastignac. 

"Whose  are  they,  then?"  asked  d'Esgrignon. 

"Don't  you  know  the  position  of  the  duchess?" 
asked  de  Marsay. 

"  No,"  said  d'Esgrignon,  puzzled. 

"  Well,  here  it  is,  then,"  responded  de  Marsay, 
"  Thii'ty  thousand  francs  to  Victorine,  eighteen  thou- 
sand to  Houbigant,  a  large  bill  at  Herbault's,-  another 
at  Nattier's,  another  at  Nourtier's,  another  at  the  little 
Latours',  —  in  all,  over  a  hundred  thousand  francs." 

"An  angel !  "  said  d'Esgrignon,  looking  up  to  heaven. 
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"  And  that 's  the  cost  of  her  wings,"  cried  Rastignac. 

"  She  owes  all  that,  my  dear  fellow,"  replied  de 
Marsay,  "  precisely  because  she  is  an  angel.  But  we 
have  all  met  angels  in  that  situation,"  he  added,  look- 
ing at  Rastignac.  "  Women  are  sublime  in  one  thing; 
they  never  understand  anything  about  money ;  it 
does  n't  concern  them  and  they  don't  meddle  with  it, 
except  to  spend  it.  They  are  invited  to  the  '  banquet 
of  life,'  as  that  poet  who  died  in  a  hospital  called  it." 

"  How  should  you  know  all  this  if  I  do  not?  "  asked 
d'Esgrignou,  naively. 

"  You  would  be  the  last  to  know  it,  just  as  she  will 
be  the  last  to  know  you  are  in  debt." 

"I  thought  she  had  a  hundred  thousand  francs  a 
year,"  said  d'pjSgrignon. 

"  Her  husband,"  replied  de  Marsay,  "  has  separated 
from  her ;  he  lives  with  his  regiment  and  economizes, 
for  he  is  in  debt  too,  the  dear  little  duke  !  Where  do 
you  come  from?  You  must  learn  to  do  like  the  rest  of 
ns  ;  we  all  keep  one  another's  accounts.  Mademoiselle 
Diane  (I  loved  her  for  her  name)  —  Diane  d'Uxelles 
had  a  dot  of  sixty  thousand  francs  a  year  settled  on  her- 
self. Her  house  for  the  last  six  years  has  been  kept 
on  a  footing  that  requires  at  least  two  hundred  thou- 
sand ;  it  is  consequently  quite  certain  that  her  property 
is  mortgaged  to  its"  full  value.  Some  fine  day  the  bell 
must  be  melted  and  the  dear  angel  will  be  made  to  fly 
by  —  shall  I  say  the  word?— the  sheriff's  officer,  who 
will  have  the  brazen  impudence  to  lay  hold  of  an  angel 
as  he  would  of  one  of  us." 

"Poor  angel !  " 

"  Ah  !  my  dear  boy,  it  costs  a  good  deal  to  live  in  a 
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Parisian  paradise ;  angels  are  forced  to  whiten  tlieir 
skins,  and  plume  their  wings,  every  morning,"  said 
Rastignac. 

As  it  had  passed  through  Victurnien's  head  to  reveal 
his  embarrassments  to  his  dear  Diane,  a  shudder  came 
over  him  on  reflecting  that  he  owed  at  that  moment 
sixty  thousand  francs,  and  that  bills  for  ten  thousand 
more  would  be  presently  coming  in.  He  went  home 
rather  melancholy.  His  ill-disguised  uneasiness  was 
noticed  by  his  friends,  who  said  to  each  other  at 
dinner :  — 

"  That  little  d'Esgrignon  is  plunging  ;  he  has  n't  the 
Parisian  tread ;  he  '11  blow  his  brains  out.  He 's  a 
little  fool,"  etc.,  etc. 

When  Victurnien  reached  home,  his  valot  gave  him 
two  letters.  First,  one  from  Chesnel,  filled,  he  sup- 
posed, with  reproachful  fidelity  and  the  rubric  of  pro- 
bity and  honor ;  he  respected  it,  but  he  laid  it  aside 
for  future  reading.  In  the  second  letter  he  read  with 
satisfaction  the  Ciceronian  phrases  in  whicli  du  Croisier, 
on  his  knees  to  him,  like  Sganarelle  before  Geronte, 
entreated  him  never  to  think  of  depositing  monej' 
before  doing  him  the  honor  to  draw  upon  him.  The 
letter  ended  with  a  phrase  which  looked  so  like  an 
open  monej'-box  filled  with  coin,  placed  at  the  service 
of  the  noble  house  of  d'Esgrignon,  that  Yieturnien 
made  the  gesture  of  Sganarelle,  of  Mascarille,  of  all 
those  who  feel  the  prickings  of  conscience  at  their 
finger  ends. 

Knowing  that  he  now  had  unlimited  Credit  with  the 
Kellers,  he  gayly  picked  up  and  opened  Chesnel's 
letter.     He  expected  four  pages,  brimming  over  with 
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remonstrances  ;  he  could  see  the  usual  words,  prudence, 
honor,  proper  sense  of  behavior,  etc.  For  a  minute  he 
turned  giddy  on  reading  these  few  lines :  — 

MoxsiEUR  LE  CojiTE, — I  have,  out  of  my  whole  for- 
tune, only  two  handled  thousand  francs  left.  I  entreat  you 
not  to  go  beyond  that  sum  if  you  dp  me  the  honor  to  accept 
it  from  the   most   devoted  servant   of    your   family,   who 

presents  to  you  his  respects. 

Chesxel. 

"  A  man  out  of  Plutarch,"  thought  Victurnien, 
throwing  the  letter  on  the  table.  He  felt  annoyed,  or 
rather  he  felt  small  in  presence  of  such  grandeur. 

"  Come,  come  !  "  thought  he,  "  I  must  reform." 

Instead  of  dining  at  a  restaurant  where  he  usually 
spent  fifty  or  sixty  francs  for  his  meal,  he  went  to 
dine  with  the  Duchesse  de  Maufrigneuse,  to  whom  he 
related  the  affair  of  the  letter. 

"  I  wish  I  could  see  that  man,"  she  said. 

"  What  would  yon  do  with  him?  " 

"  Put  hiui  in  charge  of  my  affairs." 

Diane  was  enchantingly  dressed  ;  she  wished  to  do 
honor  t«  Victurnien.  The  handsome  pair  went  to  the 
Opera.  Never  did  the  beautiful,  seductive  being  look 
more  seraphic,  more  ethereal.  No  one  seeing  her  could 
■have  believed  in  the  debts  de  Marsay  had  figured  up 
to  d'Esgrignon  that  morning.  The  cares  of  earth  had 
surely  never  touched  that  heavenly  brow,  instinct  with 
womanly  pride.  Her  dreamy  air  seemed  tlie  reflection  of 
terrestrial  love  that  was  nobly  stifled.  The  men  laid 
wagers  that  Victurnien  would  have  his  trouble  for  his 
pains  ;  but  the  women  were  sure  that  their  rival  would 
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succumb.  A  circumstance  which  depicts  the  morals  of 
Paris  in  a  surprising  manner  was  this :  The  men  were 
convinced  that  the  duchess  paid  for  Victurnien's  luxury, 
while  the  women  asserted  that  ^'icturnien  bore  the 
cost  of  what  Rastignac  had  called  the  "  angel's  wings." 
Victurnien,  on  whom  the  debts  of  the  duchess  weighed 
as  heavilj'  as  his  own,  was  twenty  times  on  the  point  of 
opening  the  subject  with  a  question  ;  but  twenty  times 
did  the  question  die  upon  his  lips  in  presence  of  that 
angelic  being,  as  if  such  mundane  doubts  were  an 
insult  offered  to  her  madonna-like  purity.  The  duchess, 
we  maj'  remark,  never  committed  the  fault  of  talking 
about  her  virtue  or  her  condition  of  angel,  as  many  pro- 
vincial women  who  imitated  her  have  been  known  to  do. 
She  was  far  more  clever ;  she  inspired  that  belief  in  her 
lovers.  Some  persons  tried  to  diminish  her  credit  in 
this  respect  by  declaring  that  she  was  the  dupe  of  her 
own  sorcery.  A  great  calumny  !  —  the  duchess  thor- 
oughly understood  herself. 
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VI. 

FOREWAENINGS. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  winter  of  1823  and  1824, 
Victurnien  had  a  balance  against  him  at  tlie  Kellers  of 
two  hundred  thousand  francs,  of  which  neither  Chesnel 
nor  Mademoiselle  Armande  had  the  faintest  suspicion. 
To  hide  the  fact  that  he  was  obtaining  money  in  this 
way,  he  drew  from  time  to  time  for  a  few  thousand 
francs  from  Chesnel,  and  he  wrote  deceptive  letters  to  his 
aunt  and  father,  who  lived  contented  —  and  deceived, 
like  most  contented  persons.  One  man  only  knew  the 
horrible  catastrophe  that  the  fascinations  of  Parisian 
life  were  slowly  but  surely  bringing  down  upon  that 
great  and  noble  family. 

Du  Croisier,  passing  nightly  before  the  Gallery  of 
Antiquities,  would  rub  his  hands  with  joy,  finding  his 
ends  in  sight.  Those  ends  were  not  alone  the  ruin, 
but  the  disgrace  of  the  house  of  Esgrignon.  He  had 
the  instinct  of  his  vengeance ;  one  might  even  say  he 
scented  it.  A  catastrophe  was  certain  now  that  the 
count  was  burdened  with  a  debt  under  which  that  young 
soul  must  break  down.  And  the  time  had  come  when 
the  crisis  could  be  brought  about. 

Du  Croisier  began  operations  by  crushing  the  enemy 
who  was  personally  most  offensive  to  him,  the  worthy 
Chesnel.  The  good  old  man  lived  in  the  rue  du  Ber- 
cail,  in  a  house  with  a  very  steep  roof  arui  a  small 
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paved  courtyard,  the  walls  of  which  were  covered  with 
roses  to  the  second  story.  Behind  the  house  was  a 
tiny  provincial  garden,  inclosed  by  damp  and  dismal 
walls,  and  divided  into  beds  with  box  edgings.  The 
gate,  gray  and  clean,  had  the  protection  of  a  grated 
opening  provided  with  a  sharp  bell  which  said,  as 
plainly  as  some  escutcheons,  "Here  lives  and  breathes 
a  notary." 

It  Avas  half-past  five  in  the  afternoon.  The  old  man 
was  digesting  his  dinner,  seated,  before  the  fire  in  his 
old  black  leather  chair.  He  had  put  on  a  certain 
pasteboard  armor  in  the  form  of  a  boot,  with  which  he 
protected  his  legs  from  the  heat  of  the  flames ;  for  the 
old  gentleman  was  i'n  the  habit  of  putting  his  feet  on 
the  fender  and  poking  the  fire  as  he  digested.  He 
liked  good  eating,  and  he  ahvaj's  ate  too  much.  Alas ! 
without  that  small  defect  would  he  not  have  been 
more  perfect  than  it  is  given  to  man  to  be?  He  had 
taken  his  cup  of  coffee,  brought  by  his  old  housekeeper, 
who  had  just  retired,  bearing  with  her  the  tray  which 
had  served  this  purpose  a  score  of  years ;  he  was  now 
awaiting  his  clerks  before  going  out  as  usual  to  spend 
the  evening;  he  was  thinking — no  need  to  ask  of 
what  or  of  whom.  Never  a  day  passed  that  he  did  not 
say  to  himself,  "Where  is  he?.  What  is  he  doing?" 
He  believed  him  now  to  be  travelling  in  Italy  with  the 
beautiful  Duchesse  de  Maufrigneuse. 

Among  the  sweetest  enjoyments  of  men  who  possess 
a  fortune  earned,  not  inherited,  is  the  recollection  of  the 
toil  it  cost  them,  and  the  forecasting  of  the  future  they 
can  give  to  their  money ;  they  enjoy  through  every 
tense  of  that  verb.     So  this  old  man,  whose  feelings- 
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were  concentrated  in  one  attachment,  found  a  double 
enjoyment  in  thinking  that  his  well-selected  landed 
property,  now  highly  cultivated,  bought  by  years  of 
toil,  would  some  day  swell  the  domains  of  the  house 
of  Esgrignon.  In  the  ease  of  his  old  arm-chair,  he 
hugged  this  hope  to  his  soul ;  he  loolced  in  turn  to  the 
edifice  of  lighted  brands  and  embers  he  was  raising 
with  the  tongs,  and  then  to  that  other  edifice  of  the 
d'Esgriguon  family  raised  from  its  misfortunes  by  his 
care.  He  congratulated  himself  on  the  meaning  and 
object  he  had  given  to  his  life,  imagining  the  young 
count  happy. 

Chesnel,  however,  was  not  without  intelligence  ;  his 
soul  did  not  act  alone  in  this  great  devotion.  He  had 
his  own  pride.  He  was  like  those  nobles  who  rebuild 
the  pillars  of  a  cathedral  and  carve  the.ir  names  upon 
them ;  his  name  should  be  inscribed  upon  the  memory 
of  the  house  of  Esgrignon  ;  yes,  the  family  would  talk 
of  old  Chesnel.  At  that  moment  his  housekeeper  came 
hurrying  in  with  every  sign  of  extreme  alarm. 

"  Is  the  house  afire,  Brigitte?"  asked  Chesnel. 

"  Something  like  it,"  she  answered;  "  Monsieur  du 
Croisier  wants  to  see  you." 

"Monsieur  du  Croisier,"  repeated  the  old  man,  so 
cruelly  stabbed  by  the  blade  of  suspicion  that  he  let 
fall  the  tongs  on  the  hearth.  "  Monsieur  du  Croisier 
here !  "  he  thought,  —  "our  worst  enemy  !  " 

Du  Croisier  entered  with  the  gait  of  a  cat  that  smells 
milk  in  the  pantry.  He  bowed,  took  the  arm-chair  the 
notary  placed  for  him,  sat  down  very  meekly,  and 
presented  an  account  for  two  hundred  and  twenty- 
seven  thousand  francs,  forming  the  total,  interest  in- 
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eluded,  of  moneys  advnnced  to  Monsieur  Victurnien 
on  notes  drawu  by  him  and  accepted ;  payment  of 
wliich  he  now  demanded,  under  pain  of  proceeding  with 
the  utmost  rigor  of  the  law  against  the  heir  of  the 
house  of  Esgrignon. 

Chesnel  looked  over  the  fatal  notes  one  by  one,  and 
requested  silence  on  the  subject  from  the  family  enemy. 
The  enemy  promised  to  be  silent  if  he  were  paid  within 
forty-eight  hours ;  he  was  embarrassed  himself ;  he 
was  involved  with  manufacturers.  Du  Croisier  went 
through  a  series  of  those  pecuniary  falsehoods  which 
never  deceive  either  borrowers  or  notaries.  Poor 
Chesnel's  eyes  grew  blurred  ;  he  could  scarcely  repress 
his  tears.  He  could  only  meet  this  demand  by  mort- 
gaging his  entire  property  to  its  full  value.  The 
moment  du  Croisier  learned  of  this  difficulty,  he  ceased 
to  talk  of  his  own  pressure  for  money,  and  bluntly 
proposed  to  the  old  notary  to  sell  the  whole  property 
outright  to  him.  The  proposal  was  accepted,  the  sale 
made,  and  in  two  days  the  papers  were  signed.  Poor 
Chesnel  could  not  endure  the  thought  of  the  child  of 
the  house  in  a  debtor's  prison. 

A  few  days  later,  and  nothing  was  left  to  the  no- 
tary but  his  practice,  his  outstanding  bills,  and  his 
little  house.  He  stood,  despoiled  of  his  property, 
beneath  the  old  oak  ceiling  of  his  study,  looking  at 
the  carved  beams,  looking  at  the  arbor  in  his  garden, 
thinking  no  more  of  his  fine  farms  nor  of  his  dear 
countr3'-place  Le  Jard  —  no  ! 

"  What  will  become  of  him?  "  he  was  saying  to  him- 
self with  troubled  eyes  and  a  heavy  head.  "  We 
must  bripg  him  home  and  marry  him." 
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He  knew  not  how  to  approach  Mademoiselle  Ar- 
mande  with  this  fatal  news.  He,  who  had  just  with 
his  own  means  paid  the  debt  in  the  name  of  the  family, 
he  trembled  to  speak  of  these  things.  As  he  went 
from  the  rue  du  Bercail  to  the  h6tel  d'Esgrignou,  the 
■good  old  notary's  heart  was  throbbing  like  that  of  a 
young  girl  as  she  leaves  her  father's  home,  never  to 
return  till  a  mother  and  deserted. 

Mademoiselle  Armande  had  just  received  a  charming, 
hypocritical  letter,  in  which  her  nephew  seemed  the 
happiest  and  most  light-hearted  man  in  the  universe. 
He  had  been  to  Italy  and  to  various  Baths  with 
'Madame  de  Maufrigneuse,  and  he  now  sent  to  his 
family  a  journal  of  their  trip.  Happiness  was  in  every 
sentence.  Here  a  ravishing  description  of  Venice,  with 
intelligent  appreciation  of  the  beauties  of  Italian  art ; 
there  delightful  pages  on  the  Duomo  of  Milan,  and 
that  of  Florence ;  sketches  of  the  Apennines,  compar- 
ing them  with  the  Alps,  of  villages  like  that  of  Chia- 
vari,  where  happiness  seems  ready-made  about  us,  — 
all  these  things  fascinated  the  poor  aunt,  who  drank  in 
the  letter  with  long  draughts,  as  the  pure  woman, 
ripened  in  the  fire  of  repressed  passions,  the  victim  of 
desires  offered  as  a. holocaust  upon  the  domestic  altar 
with  unending  joy,  might  well  be  supposed  to  do.  She 
had  not  the  angel  semblance  of  the  duchess;  she 
resembled  those  straight,  thin,  elongated  figures,  yel- 
lowish in  tone,  which  the  wonderful  builders  of  cathe- 
drals placed  in  niches  at  various  angles,  at  the  feet  of 
which  perpetual  dampness  permits  the  bind-weed  to 
grow  and  twine  until,  on  some  fine  day,  behold,  its 
blue  bells  crown  the  saintly  head. 
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At  this  moment  the  blueness  was  glowing  iu  the 
eyes  of  the  living  saint.  Mademoiselle  Armande  loved 
the  beautiful  couple ;  she  did  not  think  it  reprehensi- 
ble that  a  married  woman  sliould  love  Victurnien  ;  in 
all  others  she  would  instantly  have  blamed  it,  but  here 
the  wrong  would  be  in  not  loving  her  nephew.  Aunts 
and  mothers  and  sisters  have  a  certain  jurisprudence  of 
their  own  about  their  nephews,  sons,  and  brothers.  She 
fancied  herself  beside  the  handsome  pair  among  those 
palaces  built  by  fairies  on  either  side  of  the  Grand 
Canal  of  Venice.  She  was  in  a  gondola  with  Victur- 
nien, who  was  telling  her  how  happy  he  was  to  feel  the 
beautiful  hand  of  the  duchess  in  his  own,  and  to  be  so 
loved  as  he  floated  on  the  bosom  of  that  amorous  queen 
of  the  Italian  waters.  At  that  moment  of  angelic 
beatitude  Chesnel  appeared  at  the  end  of  a  garden 
path,  the  gras'el  creaking  beneath  his  tread  like  a 
harsh  foreboding.  That  sound,  and  the  sight  of  the 
old  man  in  a  state  of  dire  distress  filled  the  poor 
woman  with  the  cruel  emotion  which  follows  a  recall 
of  the  soul  from  worlds  imaginary. 

"  What  is  it?  "  she  cried,  as  if  struck  to  the  heart. 

"All  is  lost!"  said  Chesnel.  "Monsieur  le  comte 
will  bring  disgrace  upon  the  family  if  we  do  not  bring 
him  to  order." 

He  -showed  her  the  notes  with  Victurnien's  signature ; 
he  described  the  tortures  he  had  gone  through  for  the 
last  four  days  in  few  and  simple,  but  strong  and  touch- 
ing words. 

"Unhappy  boy,  he  is  deceiving  us!"  cried  Jlade- 
moiselle  Armande,  whose  heart  dilated  from  the  rn,sh 
of  blood  that  flowed  there  in  waves. 
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"Let  us  say  our  med  cidpi^,  mademoiselle,"  replied 
the  old  man,  in  a  firm  voice.  "We  trained  him  to 
follow  his  own  will ;  he  needed  a  stern  guide,  and 
neither  you,  an  unmarried  woman,  nor  I,  to  whom  he 
would  not  listen,  could  be  that  to  him ;  he  has  had 
no  mother." 

"  There  are  terrible  fatalities  for  the  falling  race  of 
nobles,"  said  Mademoiselle  Armande,  in  tears. 

At  this  moment  the  marquis  appeared.  He  had  just 
come  in  from  his  daily  walk  and  was  reading  a  letter 
from  his  son  describing  his  journey  from  the  aristo- 
cratic point  of  view.  Wherever  he  had  gone  Victur- 
nien  had  been  received  by  the  great  Italian  families. 
He  had  presented  ;i  distinguished  appearance  worthy 
of  a  d'Esgrignon. 

Mademoiselle  Armande  made  a  sign  to  Chesnel, 
eager  and  terrible,  w^ll  understood  by  the  notary. 
The  poor  father,  that  flower  of  feudal  honor,  must  be 
allowed  to  die  in  his  illusions.  A  compact  of  silence 
and  devotion  was  made  between  the  noble  notary  and 
the  noble  lady  by  a  mere  inclination  of  the  head. 

"Ah!  Chesnel,  that  is  not  exactly  the  way  a 
d'Esgrignon  went  to  Italy  in  the  fifteenth  century, 
when  Marechal  Trivulce,  in  the  service  of  France, 
fought  under  a  d'Esgrignon  who  had  a  Bayard  also 
under  him.  Other  times,  other  ways.  The  Duchesse 
de  Maufrigneuse  may  be  fully  as  handsome  as  a  Mar- 
chesa  Spinola." 

The  old  man,  thinking  of  his  genealogical  tree, 
walked  away,  gesticulating  as  though  he  were  talking 
to  himself.  The  two  afflicted  friends  remained  alone, 
sitting  on  the  same  bench,  united  by  the  same  thought. 
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"What  will  become  of  him?"  said  Mademoiselle 
Armande. 

"  Du  Croisier  has  given  orders  to  the  Messrs.  Keller 
to  accept  no  furthci'  notes,"  replied  Chesnel. 

"  He  must  have  debts,"  continued  the  aunt. 

"I  fear  so." 

"  If  he  has  no  resources  what  can  he  do?  " 

"  I  dare  not  answer  that  question  to  myself." 

"But  we  must  rescue  him  and  bring  him  home;  he 
will  certainly  come  to  want." 

"And  to  worse,"  muttered  Chesnel,  lugubriously. 

Mademoiselle  Armande  did  not  understand,  she  could, 
not  understand,  the  meaning  of  the  words. 

"  How  can  we  get  him  awaj'  from  that  woman,  that 
duchess,  who,  no  doubt,  entices  him  on?"  she  said. 

"He  would  commit  crimes  to  stay  with  her,"  said 
Chesnel,  trying  to  reach  by  endurable  transitions  an 
unendurable  thought. 

"  Crimes  !  "  repeated  Mademoiselle  Armande.  "Ah  ! 
Chesnel,  such  an  idea  could  come  to  none  but  you," 
she  added  with  a  crushing  glance.  "Noblemen  com- 
mit no  crimes  but  what  is  called  high  treason,  for  which 
they  lose  their  heads  like  kings,  on  a  black  scaffold." 

"Times  have  changed,"  said  Chesnel,  shaking  his 
head.  "  Even  our  king-martyr  did  not  die  like 
Charles  I." 

This  reflection  calmed  her  anger ;  she  shuddered, 
though  without  admitting  the  possibility  of  Chesnel's 
idea. 

"  To-morrow  we  must  take  some  course,"  she  said, 
"  but  it  needs  reflection.  We  have  our  remaining 
property  in  case  of  the  worst." 
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"Yes,"  replied  Chesnel,  "the  property  is  still  un- 
divided between  you  and  Monsieur  le  marquis ;  but 
yours  is  the  larger  share,  —  you  could  mortgage  it 
unknown  to  him." 

During  the  evening  the  players  at  whist,  reversis, 
boston,  and  backgammon,  noticed  a  peculiar  agitation 
on  the  usually  calm,  pure  features  of  Mademoiselle 
Armande. 

"  Poor,  sublime  girl !  "  said  the  old  Marquise  de  Cas- 
terau,  "  it  is  not  surprising  that  she  suifers  still.  A 
woman  never  knows  to  what  she  condemns  herself 
in  after  life  by  making  such  sacriiices  as  she  has  made 
for  her  family." 

The  next  day  it  was  decided  between  Mademoiselle 
Armande  and  Chesnel  that  the  former  should  go  to 
Paris  aud  drag  her  nephew  from  perdition.  If  any  one 
could  succeed  in  carrying  off  Victurnien  it  was  surely 
the  woman  who  had  a  mother's  yearning  for  him. 
Mademoiselle  Armande  made  up  her  mind  to  go  direct 
to  the  Duchesse  de  Maufrigneuse  and  declare  the 
whole  state  of  things  to  that  woman. 

But  it  was  absolutely  necessary  to  find  a  pretext  for 
this  journey,  in  the  eyes  of  the  marquis  and  of  the  town. 
Mademoiselle  Armande  sacrificed  all  her  personal  feel- 
ings by  giving  out  that  a  serious  malady  required  a 
consultation  of  doctors  of  noted  skill  whom  it  was 
impossible  to  bring  from  Paris.  God  knows  what 
talk  this  made ;  but  the  devoted  aunt  saw  only  a 
nephew's  honor  to  be  saved,  more  precious  than  her 
own  feelings.  She  started.  Chesnel  brought  her  his 
last  bag  of  louis,  which  she  took  without  paying  heed 
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to   them,    very   much   as    she    might  have   taken    her 
bonnet  and  mittens. 

' '  Generous  creature  !  what  grace !  "  thought  Ches- 
nel,  as  he  put  her  into  the  carriage  with  her  waiting- 
woman,  who  resembled  a  Gray  Sister. 


98  The   Gallery  of  Antiquities. 


VII. 


A     CRIJIE. 


Dc  Croisier  had  calculated  his  vengeance  -as  a  pro- 
vincial calculates  all  things.  None  but  savages, 
peasants,  and  provincials  study  their  affairs  to  the  very 
bottom  and  in  every  direction ;  consequently,  when 
they  pass  from  thought  to  act  their  scheme  will  be 
found  complete.  Diplomatists  are  babes  in  presence 
of  those  three  classes  of  mammifers,  who  have  time  on 
their  hands,  —  an  element  which  is  lacking  to  persons 
obliged  to  think  of  many  things  and  to  prepare  and 
conduct  the  great  affairs  of  statecraft. 

Had  du  Croisier  so  fathomed  the  heart  of  poor  Vic- 
turnien  that  he  foresaw  the  facility  with  which  the 
young  man  would  help  him  to  his  vengeance?  or  did 
he  profit  bj'  a  chance  watched  and  waited  for  during 
many  years?  Who  had  kept  du  Croisier  informed? 
Was  it  the  Kellers?  Was  it  the  son  of  du  Ronceret, 
who  was  now  at  the  Law-school  in  Paris  ? 

Du  Croisier  wrote  to  ^'icturnien  informing  him  that 
the  Kellers  were  forbidden  to  advance  him  any  further 
sums  at  the  moment  when,  as  the  provincial  banker 
knew,  the  Duchesse  de  Maufrigneuse  was  in  the  last 
extremity  of  debt  and  embarrassment,  and  the  Comte 
d'Esgrignon  was  equally  pressed  by  horrible  though 
carefully    concealed    necessities.        The    unfortunate 
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young  man  was  in  fact  employing  all  the  powers  of  his 
mind  in  feigning  opulence.  This  letter,  telling  him 
that  the  Kellers  would  pay  him  no  more  money  until 
their  late  advances  were  made  good,  ended  with  the 
formulas  of  conventional  respect  between  which  and 
the  signature  a  somewhat  wide  space  of  blank  paper 
was  left.  By  cutting  off  this  portion  containing  the 
signature  a  draft  could  be  made  of  it,  by  which  to 
obtain  a  considerable  sum  of  money. 

When  the  letter  reached  him  Victurnien  fell  into  the 
depths  of  despair.  After  two  years  of  the  happiest, 
most  sensual,  least  thoughtful,  most  luxurious  life,  he 
suddenly  found  himself  face  to  face  with  inexorable 
poverty  and  an  absolute  impossibility  of  obtaining 
money.  His  journej'  to  Italy  was  not  accomplished 
without  some  twinges  of  anxiety.  The  count  had  ex- 
torted with  difHculty,  the  duchess  aiding,  certain 
sums  from  various  bankers.  These  sums,  represented 
by  notes  of  hand,  would  presently  rise  up  before  him 
with  the  implacability  of  banks  and  commercial  law. 
In  the  midst  of  his  enjoyments  the  unfortunate  young 
man  had  felt  the  point  of  the  Commander's  sword. 
As  he  supped  he  heard,  like  Don  .Juan,  the  Statue's 
heavy  tread  mounting  the  stairs.  He  felt  those  in- 
describable cold  chills  which  the  siroccos  of  debt  alone 
produce.  All  he  could  look  to  now  was  chance.  So 
far  he  had  been  lucky  in  the  lottery  of  life ;  his  purse 
had  been  kept  full.  He  told  himself  that  after  Ches- 
nel  had  come  du  Croisier,  and  after  du  Croisier  another 
mine  of  gold  would  turn  up.  Besides,  he  had  always 
won  large  sums  at  play.  Play  had  saved  him  in  sev- 
eral straits ;  though  often,   impelled  by  foolish  hope, 
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he  would  lose  at  his  club  the  money  ■won  at  whist  in 
private  houses. 

His  life,  for  the  last  two  months,  had  resembled  the 
immortal  end  of  Jlozart's  Don  Juan.  The  music  of 
that  opera  ought  to  make  young  men  in  Victurnien's 
position  tremble.  If  anything  can  prove  the  mighty 
power  of  music,  it  is  this  magnificent  rendering  of  a 
disorderly  existence  and  the  troubles  that  come  of 
a  life  exclusively  voluptuous,  —  this  terrifying  picture 
of  a  man  turning  a  deaf  ear  to  all  warnings,  making 
himself  indifferent  to  debts,  duels,  deceptions,  dangers. 
Mozart  m  this  opera  is  the  successful  rival  of  Molifere. 
The  terrible  finale,  fiery,  vigorous,  desperate,  jovial, 
full  of  horrible  phantoms  and  goblin  women,  ending 
in  a  last  effort  made  amid  the  fumes  of  wine  in  frantic 
self-defence,  —  all  this  infernal  poem  Victurnien  was 
beginning  to  play  in  his  secret  soul.  He  saw  himself 
alone,  abandoned,  without  friends,  before  a  stone  on 
which  was  written,  as  at  the  close  of  some  delightful 
book,  the  word  finis. 

Yes  !  all  was  indeed  coming  to  an  end  for  him.  He 
saw,  in  advance,  the  cold  and  scornfully  sarcastic  look 
and  smile  with  whicli  his  late  companions  would  receive 
the  news  of  his  disaster.  He  knew  that  among  them 
all,  men  who  threw  away  their  money  on  the  green 
tables  which  Paris  offers  everywhere,  at  the  Bourse, 
the  clubs,  the  salons,  not  one  would  part  with  a  single 
bank-bill  to  rescue  a  fallen  friend.  Chesnel  must  be 
ruined ;  yes,  he  had  sucked  Chesnel  dry.  When  he 
thought  of  the  duchess  all  the  Furies  were  in  his  heart, 
dividing  it  among  them.  As  he  rolled  down  this  pre- 
cipice of  doubt,  despair,  and  helplessness,  he,  who  loved 
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life  to  the  point  of  cowardly  action  to  save  it,  even  he 
looked  at  his  pistols ;  he  went  so  far  as  to  think  of 
suicide,  —  he,  that  worthless  voluptuary,  unworthy  of 
his  name.  And  he  knew  his  unworthiuess ;  he,  who 
had  never  endured  the  mere  semblance  of  blame,  now 
overwhelmed  himself  with  those  dreadful  reproaches 
wliieh  the  human  heart  never  hears  except  from  itself. 

What  remained  to  him  now  but  flight?  Alas!  in 
three  days  he  must  be  gone,  if  he  would  escape  arrest ; 
for  his  notes  were  now  falling  due.  An  atrocious 
thought  suddenly  flashed  into  his  brain ;  he  would  fly 
with  the  duchess,  live  in  some  unknown  place,  in  the 
wilds  of  North  or  South  America ;  but  —  he  would  fly 
with  a  fortune,  leaving  his  creditors  to  face  their 
losses.  To  accomplish  this  plan  he  had  only  to  cut 
off  the  end  of  the  letter  signed  by  du  Croisier,  make  a 
draft  of  it,  and  carry  it  to  the  Kellers.  The  struggle 
in  his  soul  was  awful ;  tears  were  shed,  and  the  honor 
of  his  race  triumphed  momentarily,  but  only  on  con- 
ditions. Victurnien  resolved  to  be  sure  of  his  Diane ; 
he  made  the  execution  of  his  scheme  contingent  on 
her  consent  to  their  flight.  He  went  to  the  duchess 
and  found  her  in  one  of  those  elegant  and  coquettish 
morning  toilets,  requiring  as  much  care  and  thought 
as  money,  which  enabled  her  to  begin  her  role  of  angel 
by  eleven  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

Madame  de  Maufrigneuse  was  somewhat  pensive ; 
the  same  anxieties  consumed  her,  but  she  bore  them 
courageously.  Among  the  divers  organizations  which 
physiologists  have  remarked  in  women  there  is  one 
which  is,  I  may  say,  terrible  ;  which  combines  vigor 
of  soul,  clearness  of  perception,  promptitude  of  decision 
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with  cool  composure,  or  rather  a  settled  purpose  about 
certain  things  that  a  man  fears.  These  faculties  ai'e 
concealed  by  an  external  show  of  graceful  weakness. 
Such  women,  and  they  alone  among  women,  represent 
the  union,  or  rather  the  struggle,  of  two  beings  in  one 
which  Buffon  reports  aS  existing  only  in  the  human 
race.  Other  women  are  wholly  women ;  they  are  en- 
tirely tender,  entirely  mothers,  entirely  devoted,  entirely 
dull  and  wearisome ;  their  nerves  are  in  harmony  with 
their  blood,  and  their  blood  with  their  heads.  But 
women  like  the  duchess  can  attain  to  the  loftiest  sensi- 
bility, and  yet  give  proofs  of  an  utterly  selfish  insensi- 
bility. One  of  Moliere's  glories  is  to  have  painted 
wonderfully  the  nature  of  such  women,  in  one  of  the 
greatest  figures  which  he  carved  in  marble, —  Celimene  ; 
Celimene,  who  represents  the  aristocratic  woman,  just 
as  Figaro,  that  second  edition  of  Panurge,  represents 
the  people. 

Crushed  beneath  the  weight  of  enormous  debts,  the 
duchess  had  ordered  herself,  precisely  as  Napoleon 
took  up  and  laid  down  at  will  the  burden  of  his 
thoughts,  not  to  think  of  that  avalanche  of  cares  for 
more  than  a  single  moment  in  which  to  choose  a 
definite  course.  She  had  the  faculty  of  separating 
herself  from  herself,  and  of  contemplating  disaster  at 
arm's  length,  instead  of  letting  it  overwhelm  her.  This 
was  certainly  fine,  but  also  horrible  in  a  woman.  The 
perils  of  her  position  had  now  culminated.  Between 
the  hour  when  she  woke  and  began  to  think  of  them, 
and  the  hour  wlien  she  rose  and  made  that  charming 
toilet,  she  had  contemplated  her  danger  under  all  its 
aspects  and   recognized   the    possibility  of  a   terrible 
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end.  She  meditated :  should  she  fly  to  foreign  coun- 
tries ;  or  go  to  the  king  and  declare  her  debts?  Should 
she  seduce  a  du  Tillet,  or  a  Nucingen,  and  gamble 
through  them  at  the  Bourse?  Those  bourgeois  bankers 
would  have  the  wit  to  share  the  profits  with  her  and 
make  no  talk  of  losses.  These  various  means  and  the 
impending  catastrophe  were  coldly  and  calmly  deliber- 
ated in  her  mind,  without  the  least  trepidation.  As 
a  naturalist  puts  the  finest  of  his  lepidoptera  aside  and 
fastens  it  on  cotton  with  a  pin,  so  Madame  de  Mau- 
frigneuse  took  her  love  out  of  her  heart. in  order  to 
think  over  her  necessities,  intending  to  take  back  her 
emotions  and  her  role  of  angel  as  soon  as  she  had 
saved  her  ducal  coronet.  There  was  no  such  hesita- 
tion in  her  mind  as  Eichelieu  confessed  to  Pere  Joseph, 
and  Napoleon  concealed  from  all  the  world.  She  said 
to  herself  distinctly,   "  Either  this  or  that." 

She  was  sitting  beside  the  fire  in  her  dressing-room, 
choosing  her  toilet  for  the  Bois,  if  the  weather  per- 
mitted, when  Vieturnien  wasannounced. 

In  spite  of  his  stifled  capacities  and  his  clever  mind, 
the  count  was  now  in  a  condition  which  ought  to  have 
been  that  of  the  duchess.  He  trembled,  his  heart 
throbbed,  he  perspired  in  his  dandj'  trappings,  he  dared 
not  as  yet  lay  hands  upon  that  corner-stone  which,  if 
withdrawn,  would  bring  down  the  tottering  pyramid 
of  their  mutual  existence.  It  would  cost  him  so  much 
to  gain  certainty.  The  strongest  men  like  to  deceive 
themselves  about  certain  things  when  the  naked  truth 
would. humiliate  them  in  their  own  minds.  Vieturnien 
forced  himself  out  of  his  hesitation  by  launching  at 
once  a  revealing  sentence. 
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"  What  is  the  matter?"  were  Diane's  first  words  as 
she  saw  the  troubled  aspect  of  her  dear  Victurnien. 

' '  My  dear  Diane,  I  am  in  such  distress  that  a  man 
at  the  bottom  of  the  sea,  at  his  last  gasp,  is  better  off 
than  I." 

"Pooh!"  she  cried,  "some  foolishness;  you  are 
nothing  but  a  child.     What  is  it?     Tell  me.'' 

"  I  am  overwhelmed  with  debt,  and  I  have  come  face 
to  face  with  a  wall." 

"Is  that  all?"  she  said,  laughing.  "All  money 
matters  can  be  arranged  in  one  way  or  another ; 
nothing  is  irreparable  but  the  disasters  of  the  heart." 

Consoled  by  this  immediate  acceptance  of  his  posi- 
tion, Victurnien  unfolded  the  brilliant  tapestry  of  his 
life  for  the  last  thirty  months,  showing  the  wrong 
side,  with  much  talent  and,  above  all,  much  wit.  His 
tale  was  full  of  that  poesy  of  the  moment  which  never 
fails  a  person  in  great  crises,  and  which  he  varnished 
with  an  elegant  contempt  for  men  and  things. 

This  was  aristocratic.  The  duchess  listened  as  she 
knew  how  to  listen,  with  her  elbow  on  her  knee,  which 
was  raised  quite  high.  Her  foot  was  on  a  stool,  her 
fingers  prettily  clasping  her  pretty  chin.  She  kept  her 
eyes  on  the  count,  but  myriads  of  sentiments  flitted 
across  their  blue,  like  flashes  of  lightning  in  the  still 
heavens.  Her  forehead  was  calm,  her  mouth  gravely 
attentive,  its  lips  hanging  on  those  of  Victurnien. 
To  be  listened  to  thus  was  surely  enough  to  make  a 
man  believe  that  love  divine  was  emanating  from  that 
heart.  Accordingly,  when  Victurnien  proposed  flight 
to  this  soul  bound  to  his  soul,  the  beautiful  duchess 
answered  without  having  spoken,  and  so  led  the  young 
man  to  cry  out  once  more, — 
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"  You  are  an  angel !  " 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  the  duchess,  who,  instead  of  giving 
way  to  the  love  she  was  expressing,  was  busy  with 
calculations  which  she  kept  to  herself  ;  ' '  but  that 's  not 
the  point  now,  my  friend.  Let  us  think  of  you.  Yes, 
we  will  go,  and  tlie  sooner  the  better.  Arrange  it  all, 
and  I  will  follow  you.  It  will  be  a  fine  act  to  leave 
Paris  and  society  altogether.  I  will  make  my  prep- 
arations in  a  way  that   no  one  can  suspect." 

The  words  "I  will  follow  you"  were  said  as  the 
Mars  of  that  epoch  would  have  said  it  to  make  thou- 
sands of  spectators  thrill.  When  a  Diichesse  de  Mau- 
frigneuse  offers  in  such  a  sentence  such  a  sacrifice  to 
love,  she  has  paid  all  debts. 

Victurnien  was  the  better  able  to  hide  the  means  he 
intended  to  employ  because  Diane  took  care  to  make 
no  inquiries.  She  was  a  guest,  as  de  Marsay  quoted, 
"at  the  banquet  of  life,"  crowned  with  the  roses  all 
men  were  bound  to  bring  her.  Victurnien  did  not  go 
until  that  promise  was  reiterated ;  he  wanted  pledges 
of  his  happiness  from  which  to  draw  courage  for  the 
action  which  would  surely  be,  he  said  to  himself, 
misinterpreted.  But  he  relied,  when  the  worst  came, 
on  his  aunt  and  father  to  stifle  scandal ;  he  counted 
upon  Chesnel  to  invent  some  compromise.  Besides, 
tlie  affair  was  the  only  possible  way  in  which  he  could 
raise  a  forced  loan  upon  the  family  estates.  With 
three  hundred  thousand  francs  he  and  the  duchess 
could  go  away  and  live  happily ;  hidden  in  a  "\"eiietian 
palazzo  they  could  forget  the  world. 

The  next  day  Victurnien  made  a  draft  of  three 
hundred  thousand  francs  and  took  it  to  the  Kellers. 
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The  Kellers  paid  it.  They  had  funds  of  du  Croisier's 
in  their  hands ;  but  they  wrote  him  that  he  must  not 
draw  again  for  such  large  sums  without  giving  them 
due  notice.  Du  Croisier,  much  astonished,  asked  for 
his  account,  which  was  sent  to  him.  The  account  ex- 
plained all.     Vengeance  had  come  indeed ! 

When  Victumien  obtained  the  money  he  carried  it 
to  Madame  du  Maufrigneuse  for  safe-keeping.  She 
locked  the  bank-bills  in  her  secretary,  and  then  de- 
clared she  must  go  to  the  Opera  for  the  last  time  and 
bid  it  adieu.  Victurnien  was  uneasy  and  absent-minded  ; 
he  wfis  beginning  to  reflect.  He  thought  that  his  place 
beside  the  duchess  at  the  Opera  might  cost  him  dear ; 
and  that  after  putting  his  three  hundred  thousand  francs 
in  safet}-,  he  had  better  have  gone  post-haste  to  Chesnel 
and  confessed  his  position. 

The  next  day,  at  three  o'clock,  he  was  at  the  hotel 
de  Maufrigneuse  to  take  his  Diane's  last  oi-ders  for 
their  flight,  which  she  desired  should  take  place  after 
midnight. 

"  Why  should  we  go?  "  she  said.  "  I  have  thought 
over  your  project.  The  Yicomtesse  de  Beauseant  and 
the  Duchesse  de  Langeais  fled  and  disappeared.  My 
flight  would  be  such  a  very  commonplace  thing.  No. 
it  is  better  to  stay,  and  face  the  storm.  That  wiU  be 
much  finer.     I  am  sure  of  success." 

Victurnien  turned  giddy;  he  fancied  his  skin  was 
melting  and  all  the  blood  in  his  body  flowing  out. 

"What  is  the  matter?"  cried  the  beautiful  Diane, 
noticing  a  hesitation  she  was  the  last  woman  in  the 
world  to  forgive. 

Clever  men  ought  at  once  to  say  ves  to  all  a  woman's 
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caprices,  and  merely  suggest  reasons  against  them, 
leaving  her  to  exercise  her  right  of  changing  ad  in- 
finitrim  her  ideas,  resolutions,  and  sentiments.  But 
Victurnien  for  the  first  time  showed-  anger,  the  auger 
of  a  weak  nature,  a  storm  of  rain  and  lightning, 
but  no  thunder.  He  maltreated  his  angel,  trusting  in 
whom  he  had  sacrificed  more  than  life,  the  honor  of  his 
house. 

"  So,"  she  said,  "  this  is  my  return  for  eighteen 
months  of  tenderness  !  You  have  hurt  me  —  hurt  me 
very  much.  G-o  away  !  I  do  not  wish  to  see  you 
again.  I  believed  that  you  loved  me,  but  you  do  not 
love  me." 

"Not  love  you!"  he  exclaimed,  amazed  at  the 
reproach. 

"  No,  monsieur." 

"  But  —  "  he  cried.  "  Ah  !  if  you  only  knew  what  I 
have  just  done  for  you  !  " 

"And  pray,  what  have  you  done  for  me?  "  she  said. 
"  Are  you  not  bound  to  do  all  for  a  woman  who  has 
done  so  much  for  you  ?  " 

"  You  are  not  worthy  to  know  it !  "  cried  Victurnien, 
furiously. 

"Ah!" 

After  that  sublime  "  ah  !  "  Diane  bowed  her  head,  sup- 
ported it  on  her  hand,  and  remained  cold,  motionless, 
implacable,  as  the  angels,  who  do  not  share  in  human 
feelings,  ought  to  be. 

When  Victurnien  beheld  her  in  that  terrible  pose",  he 
forgot  his  anger.  Was  he  not  maltreating  the  most 
angelic  creature  upon  earth?  He  begged  for  pardon, 
he  threw  himself  at  Diane's  feet  and  kissed  them ;  he 
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implored,  he  wept.  For  two  hours  the  unfortunate  man 
committed  all  these  follies  only  to  meet  a  frigid  face, 
and  eyes  from  which  a  tear  rolled  silently  now  and 
then,  wiped  instantly  away  as  if  to  prevent  that  "un- 
worthy lover  from  drying  it.  The  duchess  played  with 
much  success  one  of  those  griefs  which  make  a  woman 
august  and  sacred.  Two  more  hours  succeeded  the  first 
two ;  at  the  end  of  which  time  the  count  obtained  the 
hand  of  his  mistress,  but  it  was  cold  and  soulless.  That 
beautiful  hand  was  limp;  it  said  nothing.  He  had 
taken  it ;  it  was  not  given.  Life  departed  from  him ; 
he  could  not  think;  he  could  see  nothing,  not  even 
the  sun.  What  was  he  to  do?  Where  could  he  go? 
What  course  must  he  take?  Victurnien  simply  dropped 
into  a  doltish  stupor,  the  darkness  of  which  enveloped 
his  brain.  Through  that  gloomy  mist  passed  visions 
like  those  that  Eaffaelle  painted  on  dark  backgrounds, 
visions  of  sensual  pleasures  to  which  he  was  now  to  bid 
adieu  forever. 

Inexorable  and  contemptuous,  the  duchess  played  with 
an  end  of  her  scarf,  casting  irritated  glances  at  Vic- 
turnien. She  recalled  her  early  memories ;  she  talked 
of  her  former  lovers,  as  if  Victurnien's  anger  decided 
her  to  let  one  of  them  displace  a  man  who  after  eigh- 
teen months  of  devotion  on  her  part  could  so  ill-treat 
her. 

"Ah!"  she  said,  "that  dear,  charming  Felix  de 
Vandenesse,  so  faithful  to  Madame  de  ^Mortsauf,  would 
never  have  made  her  such  a  scene  as  this,  —  he  knew 
how  to  love  !  And  de  Marsay,  that  terrible  de  Marsay 
whom  all  the  world  thinks  so  tigerish,  is  one  of  those 
strong  souls  who  are  rough  with  men,  but  all  delicacy 
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with  women.  Montriveau  crushed  underfoot  poor 
Antoinette  de  Laageais,  as  Othello  killed  Desdemona, 
in  a  fit  of  anger,-  which  only  proved  his  love,  —  not 
meanly,  in  a'petty  quarrel !  There 's  pleasure  in  being 
bruised  in  that  way  !  But  all  small,  fair,  thin,  slim 
men  like  to  torture  women ;  they  can  only  reign  over 
such  weak  beings ;  the  tyranny  of  love  is  their  only 
chance  of  power.  Why  had  she  ever  put  herself  under 
the  dominion  of  such  a  man?  De  Marsay,  Montriveau, 
Vandenesse,  those  handsome  brown  men,  had  sunlight 
in  their  eyes." 

A  storm  of  such  sarcasms  whistled  round  him  like 
bullets.  Diane  delivered  three  arrows  in  each  speech ; 
she  humiliated,  she  piqued,  she  wounded  as  a  dozen 
savages  know  how  to  wound  an  enemy  they  have  tied 
to  a  stake. 

The  count  at  last  cried  out,  in  fury,  "You  are 
crazy ! "  and  rushed  out,  Heaven  knows  in  what  a 
state !  He  drove  his  horse  unconscious  where  he 
went ;  he  jostled  other  carriages  and  struck  against  a 
post  in  the  Place  Louis  XV.,  until  at  last  his  horse, 
feeling  that  no  one  held  him,  ran  off  along  the  Quai 
d'Orsaj'  to  his  stable.  As-  he  turned  into  the  rue  de 
rUniversite,  the  cabriolet  was  stopped  by  Josephin. 

"  Monsieur,"  said  the  old  servant,  with  a  terrified 
look,  "  you  'cannot  go  home,  the  officers  are  there  to 
arrest  you." 

Victurnien  supposed  the  arrest  to  be  in  consequence 
of  his  draft  on  the  Kellers,  not  reflecting  that  it 
could  not  possibly  have  got  into  the  hands  of  the  law 
by  that  time.  The  cause  was,  of  course,  the  notes  he 
had  drawn  on  the  various  bankers,  which  after  going 
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through  the  usual  legal  process  were  now  in  the  hands 
of  the  commercial  police,  with  an  accompaniment  of 
gendarmes  and  other  representatives  of  social  order. 
But,  like  most  criminals,  Victurnien  thought  only  of 
his  crime. 

"  I  am  lost !  "  he  cried. 

"No,  Monsieur  le  comte,  drive  on;  go  to  the  hotel 
du  Bou  La  Fontaine,  rue  de  Grenelle.  You  will  find 
Mademoiselle  there  ;  the  horses  are  put  to  her  carriage  ; 
she  is  expecting  you,  and  will  take  you  at  once  out 
of  Paris." 

In  his  trouble  Victurnien  seized  this  plank  offered  to 
his  hand  in  the  midst  of  the  shipwreck.  He  drove 
to  the  hotel,  found  his  aunt,  who  was  weeping  like 
a  Magdalen  as  if  she  were  the  accomplice  of  her 
nephew's  misdeeds.  They  both  got  into  Mademoiselle 
Armande's  carriage,  and  a  few  moments  later  they 
were  out  of  Paris  on  the  road  to  Brest.  Victurnien, 
completely  broken  down,  was  silent ;  and  when  at  last 
the  aunt  and  nephew  said  a  few  words  to  each  other, 
they  were  still  misled  b}'  the  quqvoquo  which  had  flung 
Victurnien  into  his  aunt's  arms.  The  nephew  was  think- 
ing of  his  forgery  ;  the  aunt,  of  his  debts  and  the  bills 
of  exchange. 

"  Do  you  know  all,  aunt?"  he  asked. 

"  Yes,  my  poor  child ;  but  we  are  here.  At  this 
moment  I  will  not  scold  you ;  take  courage." 

' '  I  must  hide  myself." 

"Perhaps.     Yes,  the  idea  is  a  good  one." 

"  If  I  could  enter  Chesnel's  house  without  being 
seen  —  We  might  manage  to  arrive  in  the  middle  of 
the  night." 
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"It  would  be  better;  we  should  be  more  able  to 
conceal  the  affair  from  ray  brother.  My  poor  angel! 
how  he  suffers ! "  she  said,  caressing  her  unworthy 
nephew. 

"  Oh  !  I  now  understand  dishonor,  —  it  has  chilled 
my  love." 

"Unhappy  boy!  so  much  happiness,  and  so  much 
misery !  " 

Mademoiselle  Armande  held  the  burning  head  of  her 
nephew  upon  her  breast ;  she  kissed  that  forehead 
bathed  in  sweat  notwithstanding  the  cold,  as  the 
saintly  women  kissed  the  brow  of  the  Christ  when 
they  wrapped  him  in  his  shroud.  By  her  excellent 
management,  the  prodigal  son  was  brought  to  Ches- 
nel's  peaceful  house  at  midnight ;  but  chance  provided 
that  by  going  there  he  was  flung,  as  the  proverb  says, 
into  the  jaws  of  the  wolf. 

Chesnel,  the  evening  before,  had  sold  his  practice 
to'  the  head  clerk  of  Monsieur  Lepressoir,  the  notary 
of  the  liberals,  as  he  himself  was  the  notary  of  the 
aristocrats.  This  young  man  belonged  to  a  family 
rich  enough  to  give  Chesnel  one  hundred  thousand 
francs  on  account  for  the  purchase. 

"  "With  one  hundred  thousand  francs,"  thought  the 
worthy  man,  rubbing  his  hands,  "we  can  wipe  out 
many  debts.  The  young  count  must  owe  to  usurers ; 
we  '11  shut  him  up  here,  and  I  '11  go  to  Paris  and  com- 
promise with  those  dogs.'' 

Chesnel,  the  honest,  virtuous  Chesnel,  called  the 
legitimate  creditors  of  the  family  darling  "  dogs  !  " 

The  new  notary  was  leaving  the  rue  du  Bercail,  after 
making  these   arrangements,  just   as  the  carriage   of 
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Mademoiselle  Avmande  entered  it.  The  natural  curi- 
osity of  the  young  man,  who  saw  at  that  hour  a  travel- 
ling carriage  drawing  up  before  the  door  of  the  old 
notary,  was  sufficiently  aroused  to  induce  him  to  stop 
in  the  shadow  of  a  doorway  and  watch  the  result.  He 
recognized  Mademoiselle  Armande. 

"Mademoiselle  d'Esgrignoo  here, — at  this  hour! 
"What  can  have  happened  to  the  d'Esgrignons  ?  "  he 
thought. 

When  Chesnel,  who  came  to  his  door,  saw  Made- 
moiselle Armande,  he  received  her  mysteriously,  putting 
out  the  light  he  held  in  his  hand.  Seeing  Victurnien, 
the  good  man  understood  the  matter.  He  looked  up 
and  down  the  street,  thought  it  deserted,  and  made  a 
sign  to  the  young  count,  who  sprang  from  the  carriage 
into  the  courtyard.  In  that  moment  all  was  lost. 
Victurnien's  hiding-place  was  known  to  Chesnel's 
successor. 

"  Oh !  Monsieur  le  comte !  "  cried  the  old  man,  when 
Victurnien  was  installed  in  a  chamber  within  Chesnel's 
study,  where  no  one  could  enter  without  passing  over 
the  body  of  that  faithful  guardian. 

"  Yes,  monsieur,"  replied  the  young  mau,  compre- 
hending the  exclamation  of  his  old  friend,  "I  did  not 
listen  to  you,  and  now  I  have  fallen  into  a  pit  —  where 
I  shall  perish." 

"No,  no!"  said  Chesnel,  looking  triumphantly  at 
Mademoiselle  Armande  and  the  count;  "I  have  sold 
my  practice.  I  have  worked  long  and  I  was  thinking 
it  was  time  to  retire.  To-morrow,  at  twelve  o'clock,  I 
sliall  have  a  hundred  thousand  francs  with  which  we 
can  soon  settle  matters.     Mademoiselle,"  he  continued. 
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"you  must  be  tired;  go  home  now  and  go  to  bed. 
We  will  attend  to  business  to-morrow." 

"Is  he  safe?  "  she  asked,  looking  at  Victurnien. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  old  man. 

She  kissed  her  nephew,  left  a  few  tears  on  his  fore- 
head, and  went  away. 
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VIII. 

CHESNEL    TO     THE     RESCUE. 

"My  dear  Chesnel,  what  good  will  your  hundred 
thousand  francs  do  in  my  present  situation?"  said  the 
count  to  his  old  friend,  when  his  aunt  had  left  them. 
"  I  think  you  don't  know  the  extent  of  my  disaster." 

Victurnien  explained  his  deed.  Chesnel  was  horror- 
struck.  AYithout  the  strength  his  devotion  gave  him 
he  would  have  broken  down  completelj'  under  the  blow. 
Two  streams  of  tears  flowed  from  his  eyes,  so  long 
dry.  He  was  childish  for  a  few  moments ;  during 
those  moments  he  was  beside  himself,  like  a  man  whose 
house  is  burning  and  who  sees  through  a  window  the 
cradle  of  his  child  on  Are  and  the  flames  lapping  his 
hair.  He  stood  up,  seemed  to  grow  taller,  raised  his 
aged  hands,  and  waved  them  with  insane,  despairing 
gestures. 

' '  May  your  father  die  in  ignorance  of  this,  young 
man.  It  is  enough  to  be  a  forger;  God  grant  you  be 
not  a  parricide.  Fly?  No;  you  would  be  condemned 
by  default.  Unhappy  boy,  why  not  have  forged  my 
signature  ?  I  would  have  paid  ;  that  paper  would  never 
have  fallen  into  the  hands  of  the  law.  I  can  do  nothing 
more.  You  have  driven  me  to  the  last  corner  of  hell. 
Du  Croisier !  our  worst  enemy  !  What  will  become  of 
us?     What  can  be  done?     If  you  had   killed   a  man 
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there  might  be  some  excuse,  but  forgery !  forgery ! 
And  time  is  going,  time  is  going!  "he  cried,  point- 
ing with  a  frantic  gesture  to  the  old  clock.  ' '  "We 
must  forge  a  passport  —  one  crime  leads  to  another. 
We  must  —  "  He  paused,  and  then  added,  "Before 
all  else,  we  must  save  the  house  of  Esgrignou." 

"  The  money  is  still  with  Madame  de  Maufrigneuse," 
said  Victurnien. 

"  Ah  !  "  cried  Chesnel.  "  Well,  there  's  a  faint  hope 
in  that.  Could  we  only  soften  du  Croisier,  buy  him  off ; 
he  shall  have  every  penny  of  the  family.  I  '11  go  to  him 
now  ;  I  '11  wake  him  up,  and  offer  all.  Besides,  it  was 
not  you  who  committed  the  deed,  it  shall  be  I  —  I  will 
go  to  the  galleys  —  No,  I  have  passed  the  age  for  the 
galleys,  they  can  only  send  me  to  prison." 

"  But  the  body  of  the  draft  is  in  my  handwriting," 
said  Victurnien,  not  amazed  at  the  insane  devotion  of 
the  old  man. 

"Idiot! — ah!  forgive  me.  Monsieur  le  comte. 
You  ought  to  have  made  Josephin  write  it,"  cried  the 
old  notary,  beside  himself.  ' '  He  's  a  good  f  ellow ,  he  'd 
have  taken  all  upon  himself.  Ah  !  it  is  all  over  ;  the 
earth  is  crumbling  at  our  feet,"  he  continued,  sitting 
down.  "  Du  Croisier  is  a  tiger;  we  must  not  rouse 
him.  What  o'clock  is  it?  Where  is  the  draft?  If 
it  is  in  Paris  we  can  buy  it  back  of  the  Kellers ;  they 
would  agree  to  it.  All  is  peril,  peril !  one  false  step 
would  ruin  us  !  In  any  case  we  must  have  that  money. 
Let  no  one  know  you  are  here ;  live  in  the  cellar  if 
necessary.  As  for  me,  I  am  going  to  Paris,  now,  at 
once ;  the  mail-coach  from  Brest  will  be  here  in  an 
hour." 
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Instantly  the  old  man  recovered  the  faculties  of  his 
youth,  agility  and  vigor.  He  hastily  made  a  bundle  of 
clothes,  took  some  money,  put  a  loaf  of  bread  in  the  lit- 
tle room,  and  shut  the  door  on  the  child  of  his  adoption. 

"  No  noise,"  he  said.  "  Stay  there  till  my  return  , 
burn  no  light,  or  you  will  go  to  the  galleys.  Do  you 
hear  me,  Monsieur  le  comte?  I  say  the  galleys,  if  in 
a  town  like  ours  a  single  soul  knows  you  are  here." 

Then  the  old  man  left  the  house,  after  telling  his 
housekeeper  to  say  that  he  was  ill,  and  to  send  away 
all  visitors,  put  off  all  household  affairs  for  three  days, 
and  keep  the  door  locked.  Then  he  went  to  the  post- 
master and  told  him  a  tale  —  for  he  seemed,to  have  the 
genius  of  a  novelist  —  by  which  he  obtained  permis- 
sion to  depart  without  a  passport.  Fortunately  for  him 
the  mail-coach  was  empty. 

Arriving  the  next  night  in  Paris,  Chesnel  was  with 
the  Kellers  the  following  morning  by  nine  o'clock,  and 
there  learned  that  the  fatal  draft  had  been  returned 
to  du  Croisier.  While  making  these  inquiries,  he  was 
careful  to  say  nothing  compromising,  but  before  leav- 
ing he  asked  the  bankers  whether,  in  case  the  money 
were  paid  to  them,  they  would  send  for  the  paper  and 
return  it  to  him.  Francois  Keller  replied  that  the 
draft  was  the  property  of  du  Croisier,  and  he  alone 
could  return  it,  or  keep  it,  as  he  chose.  The  despair- 
ing old  man  then  went  to  the  duchess. 

At  that  hour  Madame  de  Maufrigneuse  received  no 
one.  Chesnel,  knowing  that  time  was  precious,  sat 
down  in  the  antechamber,  wrote  a  few  lines  which  he 
entreated,  implored,  persuaded  the  most  inaccessible  of 
lacqueys   to   carry  in   to   her.      On   receiving  it,   the 
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duchess,  although  she  was  still  in  bed;  gave  orders,  to 
the  great  astonishment  of  her  servants, -that  an  old  man 
in  black  breeches,  ribbed  socks,  and  shoe-buckles, 
should  be  admitted. 

"What  is  it,  monsieur?"  she  said,  assuming  an 
attitude  even  in  her  night-dress.  "  What  does  that 
ungrateful  young  man  desire  of  me?" 

"  This,  Madame  la  duchesse,"  cried  the  old  notary ; 
"  you  have  three  hundred  thousand  francs  of  ours." 

"  Yes,"  she  said,  "  and  what  of  that?  " 

"That  sum  is  the  result  of  a  forgery  which  will  send 
us  to  the  galleys,  and  we  committed  it  for  love  of 
you,"  said  Chesnel,  vehemently.  "  How  could  you  fail 
to  know  it,  you,  so  clever?  You  ought  to  have  ques- 
tioned him  on  the  spot  about  that  money,  and  saved 
him  while  there  was  yet  time.  Now,  God  grant  that  the 
evil  be  not  irreparable  !  We  need  your  influence  with 
the  king." 

At  the  first  words,  which  explained  to  her  the  affair, 
the  duchess  felt  ashamed  of  her  conduct  with  such  a 
lover,  and  feared  to  be  suspected  of  complicity.  In  her 
desire  to  show  that  the  money  was  intact,  she  forgot 
the  proprieties,  and  flinging  off  the  silken  quilt,  she 
ran  to  her  writing-table,  passing  the  old  notary  like 
one  of  those  angels  which  dart  across  Lamartine's 
vignettes;  then  she  returned,  blushing,  to  her  bed, 
after  giving  the  bank-bills  to  Chesnel. 

"You  are  an  angel,  madame,"  he  said.  (She  was 
fated  to  be  an  angel  to  every  one.)  "But  this  is  not 
enough.     I  rely  on  your  support  to  save  us." 

"  To  save  you  !  "  she  cried  ;  "  I  will  do  it,  or  perish. 
A  man  must  love   well  not  to  shrink  from  a  crime. 
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Ah  !  for  what  sort  of  woman  was  such,  a  thing  done  ! 
Poor  boy!  Go,  don't  lose  a  moment's  time,  dear 
Monsieur  Chesnel.  Rely  upon  me  as  you  would  upon 
yourself." 

"Madame  la  duchesse !  jMadame  la  duehesse !  " 
The  old  notary  could  say  nothing  beyond  those 
words ;  he  was  overcome.  He  wept,  he  would  fain 
have  danced,  but  he  feared  to  go  quite  mad  and  he 
restrained  himself. 

"Together  we  can  save  him,"  he  said  as  he  left 
her. 

Chesnel  went  to  Victurnien's  house  to  find  Josephin, 
who  opened  for  him  the  secretary  and  writing-table 
that  held  the  papers  of  the  young  count,  where  he 
fortunately  found  letters  from  du  Croisier  and  the 
Kellers  which  might  prove  useful.  Then  he  took  a 
seat  in  the  diligence,  which  started  immediately.  He 
paid  the  postilions  to  make  the  lumbering  vehicle  go 
at  the  pace  of  a  mail-coach,  and  the  distance  was 
rapidly  covered.  The  notary  returned  to  the  rue  du 
Bercail  after  three  days'  absence  —  alas  !  too  late.  As 
he  entered  the  street,  Chesnel  saw  the  gendarmes  at 
his  gate,  and  ivhen  he  reached  it  the  young  count  was 
in  the  courtyard,  arrested  !  Assuredly,  if  he  had  had 
the  power,  Chesnel  would  have  killed  .the  police  and 
the  soldiers  ;  but  he  was  helpless,  and  could  only  fling 
himself  on  Victurnien's  neck. 

"  If  I  do  not  succeed  in  smothering  this  matter,  you 
must  kill  yourself  before  the  indictment  is  found,"  he 
whispered  in  the  young  man's  ear. 

Victurnien  was  so  completely  stupefied  that  he  could 
only  look  at  the  notary  without  comprehending  him. 
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"Kill  myself?"  he  repeated. 

"  Yes.  If  you  have  not  the  courage,  count  on  me, 
my  child,"  replied  Chesuel,  pressing  his  hand. 

He  remained,  in  spite  of  the  anguish  the  sight  caused 
him,  standing  on  his  trembling  legs,  gazing  at  the  son 
of  his  heart,  the  Comte  d'Esgrignon,  the  heir  of  the 
great  family,  being  marched  away  between  two  gen- 
darmes followed  by  the  commissary  of  police,  the  pige 
de  jKiix,  and  the  court  sheriff.  The  old  man  did  not  re- 
cover his  nerve  and  his  presence  of  mind  until  the 
group  had  disappeared  and  the  silence  was  no  longer 
broken  by  the  sound  of  retreating  steps. 

"  Monsieur,  yoii  '11  take  cold,"  said  Brigitte. 

"  The  devil  take  you!  "  cried  the  notary,  savagely. 

Brigitte,  who  had  never  heard  such  language  in  all  the 
twenty-nine  years  she  had  lived  with  Chesnel,  let  fall 
her  candle.  But  her  master,  taking  no  notice  of  her 
fright,  suddenly  started  forth  and  began  to  run  toward 
the  Val-Noble. 

"He's  mad,"  thought  she,  "  and  it  is  no  wonder! 
But  where  is  he  going?  I  can't  follow  him.  What 
will  become  of  him?     Will  he  drown  himself?" 

Brigitte  awoke  the  head-clerk  and  sent  him  to  watch 
the  banks  of  the  river,  lately  made  cruelly  notorious  by 
the  suicide  of  a  young  man  full  of  promise,  and  the 
recent  death  of  a  poor  seduced  young  girl. 

Chesnel,  however,  had  gone  to  du  Croisier's  house. 
There  lay,  he  thought,  the  last  hope.  The  crime  of 
forgery  can  only  be  proceeded  against  on  the  complaint 
of  private  persons.  If  du  Croisier  could  be  brought  to 
consent  it  was  still  possible  to  pass  off  the  arrest  as  a 
misunderstanding.     Chesnel  hoped  to  buy  the  man. 
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During  the  preceding  evening  more  persons  than 
usual  had  called  upon  Monsieur  and  Madame  du 
Croisier.  Though  the  affair  had  been  kept  a  secret  be- 
tween the  chief-justice,  Monsieur  du  Ronceret,  Monsieur 
Sauvager,  (\e,\mty-i:)rocureiir-du-roi,  and  Monsieur  du 
Coudrai,  lately  keeper  of  the  records,  tlie  former  had 
whispered  it  to  one  or  two  intimate  friends.  The  news 
had  therefore  spread  through  the  societj'  of  the  lesser 
nobility  and  the  bourgeoisie,  who  were  drawn  to  du 
Croisier's  house  by  curiosity.  They  all  felt  the  gravity 
of  such  an  event  and  dared  not  speak  of  it  openly. 
The  attachment  of  Madame  du  Croisier  to  the  higher 
nobility  was  too  well-known  to  allow  of  their  gossip- 
ing of  a  disaster  to  the  d'Esgrignons  and  asking  ex- 
planations in  her  presence.  Those  most  interested 
waited  the  hour  when  the  good  Madame  du  Croisier 
retired  to  her  own  bedroom,  where  she  fulfilled  her 
evening  religious  duties  secure  from  the  eyes  of  her 
husband. 

The  instant  that  the  mistress  of  the  house  had  dis- 
appeared, the  adherents  of  du  Croisier  who  knew  the 
sentiments  of  their  host,  looked  round  at  one  another. 
They  saw  in  the  salon  certain  persons  whose  opin- 
ions or  interests  made  them  suspected,  and  they  con- 
tinued to  play.  At  half-past  eleven  o'clock,  however, 
no  one  remained  but  the  faithful,  — -  namely.  Monsieur 
Sauvager,  Monsieur  Camusot,  the  examining-judge  and 
his  wife.  Monsieur  and  Madame  du  Eonceret  and  their 
son  Fabien,  Monsieur  and  Madame  du  Coudrai,  and 
Joseph  Blondet,  eldest  son  of  an  old  judge, — in  all, 
ten  persons. 

It  is  told  that  Tallej'nmd,  on  a  fatal  night,  at  three 


The   Gallery  of  Antiquities.  121 

in  the  morning,  while  playing  cards  at  the  house  of  the 
Duchesse  de  Lnynes,  stopped  the  game,  laid  his  watcb 
on  the  table,  and  asked  the  players  if  the' Prince  de 
Conde  had  any  other  child  than  the  Due  d'Enghien. 

"  Why  do  you  ask  a  thing  you  know  so  well?  "  said 
Madame  de  Luynes. 

"Because  if  the  prince  has  no  other  children,  the 
house  of  Conde  is  at  an  end." 

After  a  short  silence,  he  took  up  his  cards  and  went 
on  with  the  game. 

Monsieur  du  Ronceret  now  did  something  of  the 
kind,  — whether  it  was  that  he  knew  that  historical  in- 
cident, or  that  small  minds  resemble  great  ones  in  the 
expressions  of  political  life.  He  looked  at  his  watch 
and  said,  interrupting  the  game :  — 

"  Monsieur  le  Comte  d'Esgrignon  is  now  being  ar- 
rested, and  that  proud  house  is  disgraced." 

"  Have  you  really  laid  hands  on  the  boy  ? "  cried  du 
Coudrai,  joyously. 

All  present,  except  the  chief-justice,  the  assistant- 
procureur,  and  du  Oroisier,  showed  signs  of  astonish- 
ment. 

' '  He  has  just  been  arrested  in  Chesnel's  house, 
where  he  was  hiding,"  said  the  assistant-procitreitr,  with 
the  air  of  a  capable  but  neglected  man,  who  ought  by 
rights  to  be  minister  of  police. 

This  Monsieur  Sauvager,  assistant-procMre«r,  was  a 
young  man  twenty-five  years  old,  tall  and  thin,  with  a 
long,  sallow  face,  black,  crinkled  hair,  and  sunken  eyes 
with  a  dark  half-circle  beneath  them,  the  same  repeated 
above  by  his  brown  and  wrinkled  eyelids.  He  had  a 
nose  like  the  beak  of  a  bird  of  prey,  a  pinched  mouth, 
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cheeks  flattened  by  study  and  hollow  with  ambition. 
He  was  the  type  of  those  beings  who  are  ever  on  the 
watch  for  chances,  ready  to  do  anything  that  would 
bring  him  success,  yet  always  keeping  within  the 
limits  of  the  allowable  and  the  decorum  of  legality. 

The  news  seemed  more  especially  to  surprise  the 
examining-judge,  IMousieur  Canuisot,  who,  on  the  re- 
quisition of  Sauvager,  had  signed  the  warrant  of  arrest 
so  promptlj'  executed.  Camusot  was  a  man  about 
thirt}'  years  of  age,  short,  already  fat,  fair,  and  flabbj', 
with  the  livid  complexion  of  most  magistrates  who  sit 
cooped  up  in  their  court-rooms  and  ofBces.  He  had 
light  yellow  eyes  full  of  that  distrust  which  passes  for 
caution. 

Madame  Camusot  looked  at  her  husband  as  if  she 
would  say,  "  Did  n't  I  tell  you  so?  " 

"  So  the  affair  will  really  proceed?  "  he  said. 

"  AVhy  should  you  doubt  it?"  replied  du  Coudrai ; 
"  the  count's  arrest  decides  it." 

"  There's  the  jury  to  be  considered.  In  this  affair 
the  prefect  is  very  likely  to  take  advantage  of  objec- 
tions on  both  sides  and  make  it  up  of  men  who  will 
favor  an  acquittal.     My  advice  is  to  compromise." 

"  Compromise  !  "  cried  the  chief-justice  ;  "  why,  the 
affair  is  already  before  the  court." 

"  Acquitted  or  condemned,  Comte  d'Esgrignon  is 
none  the  less  disgraced,"  said  the  assistant-procureur. 

"  I  am  the  complainant,"  said  du  Croisier ;  "  I  shall 
employ  the  elder  Dupin.  We  '11  see  if  the  house  of 
Esgrignon  can  get  out  of  his  clutches." 

"  They  know  how  to  defend  themselves  ;  they  '11  send 
to    Paris   for   a   barrister,  —  Berryer,    perhaps,"   said 
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Madame  Camusot.  "You'll  see  they'll  give  you  lit 
for  tat." 

Du  Croisier,  Sauvager,  and  du  Ronceret  all  three 
looked  at  the  examining-judge,  struck  with  the  same 
idea.  The  tone  and  manner  in  which  the  young  wife 
flung  her  proverb  in  the  face  of  the  eight  persons  who 
were  plotting  the  fall  of  the  house  of  Esgrignon 
caused  them  au  emotion  which  each  endeavored  to  hide, 
like  true  provincials  in  wliom  there  still  remains  much 
of  monkish  life.  Little  Madame  Camusot  observed 
the  change  that  came  over  the  faces  present  at  the 
suggestion  of  a  probable  opposition  to  du  Croisier's 
scheme.  Seeing  that  her  husband  had  betrayed  his 
,  secret  thoughts,  she  became  anxious  to  fathom  the 
depth  of  these  hatreds,  and  to  discover  by  what  bait  da 
Croisier  had  influenced  the  assistant-proc?i)-e?(?'  to  act 
with  such  haste  and  in  a  manner  so  contrary  to  the 
views  of  the  government. 

"  At  any  rate,"  she  said,  "  if  this  affair  brings  down 
any  of  the  celebrated  lawyers  of  Paris,  it  will  give  us 
some  very  interesting  sessions  in  the  court  of  assizes. 
But  yon  may  be  sure  the  matter  will  drop  between  the 
justice  court  and  the  royal  court.  The  government 
will  do  all  it  can  secretly  to  save  a  young  man  belong- 
ing to  the  great  families,  and  a  friend  of  the  Duchesse 
de  Maufrigneuse.  Therefore  I  predict  we  shall  have 
no  scandal  about  it." 

"  How  you  run  on,  madame  !  "  said  the  chief-justice, 
severely.  "Do  you  suppose  that  the  court  which 
examines  into  the  affair  in  the  first  instance  can  be  in- 
fluenced by  considerations  outside  of  the  law?  " 

"  Facts  prove  the  contrary,"  she  replied  maliciously, 
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looking  straight  at  the  chief-justice  and  the  assistant- 
procureur,  who  replied  to  the  look  with  a  stony 
stare. 

"  Explain  yourself,  madame,"  said  Sauvager.  "  You 
speak  as  if  we  were  not  doing  our  duty." 

"  My  wife's  words  are  of  no  consequence,"  inter- 
posed Camusot. 

"But  those  of  the  chief-justice  prejudge,  as  I  think, 
a  case  which  has  not  yet  been  examined,"  she  said. 
"The  examination  has  not  been  made,  and  the  court 
has  rendered  no  decision  on  the  question  of  indictment." 

"  We  are  not  at  the  Palais,"  said  the  assistant- 
procurev.r,  sharply.     "Besides,  we  know  all  that." 

"  Well,  the  procureur-du-roi  as  yet  knows  nothing," 
she  retorted,  looking  at  Sauvager  satirically.  "  He  '11 
come  down  from  the  Chamber  of  Deputies  in  all  haste. 
You  have  cut  him  out  a  little  work,  and  he  will  no 
doubt  have  a  word  to  say  about  it." 

The  bushy  eyebrows  of  the  assistant-procMrew/- 
frowned  heavily,  and  those  present  saw  written  on  his 
forehead  the  signs  of  a  tardy  regret.  Silence  fol- 
lowed, during  which  no  sound  was  heard  but  the  tak- 
ing up  and  throwing  down  of  cards.  Monsieur  and 
Madame  Camusot,  who  saw  that  they  were  very  coldly 
treated,  went  away  to  leave  the  conspirators  at  their 
ease. 

"  Camusot,"  said  his  wife,  as  soon  as  they  were  in 
the  street,  "you  went  ahead  too  fast.  Why  did  you 
let  those  people  suspect  you  did  not  share  their 
schemes?  —  they  '11  play  you  some  evil  trick." 

"  How  can  they  injure  me?  I  am  the  only  examin- 
ing-judge." 
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"  Can't  they  slander  you  underhand  and  get  you 
dismissed  ? " 

At  that  instant  the  couple  were  violently  jostled  by 
Chesnel.  The  old  notar}'  recognized  the  examiniug- 
judge.  AVith  the  clear-sightedness  of  a  man  long 
trained  to  manage  all  sorts  of  interests,  he  felt  that  the 
fate  of  the  Esgrignou  family  lay  in  the  hands  of  this 
young  man. 

"Ah,  monsieur!''  he  exclaimed,  "we  need  you 
very  much.  Let  me  say  a  word  in  your  ear.  Pardon 
me,  madanie,"  he  added  to  the  judge's  wife,  dragging 
her  husband  away  from  her. 

Like  the  good  conspirator  that  she  was,  Madame 
Camusot  looked  toward  the  Croisier  house  in  order  to 
break  up  the  interview  if  an3'  one  should  come  out  of 
it;  but,  as  she  rightly  supposed,  they  were  all  too 
deeply  occupied  in  discussing  the  suggestions  she  had 
thrown  among  them  to  break  ujd  as  yet.  Chesnel 
drew  the  judge  into  a  dark  corner  of  the  street,  beside 
a  wall,  and  said  in  his  ear :  — 

"  The  support  and  influence  of  the  Duchesse  de 
Manfrigneuse,  the  Prince  de  Cadignan,  the  Dues  de 
Navarreins  and  de  Lenoncourt,  the  Keeper  of  the 
Seals,  the  chancellor,  the  king,  are  all  yours  if  you 
stand  by  the  house  of  Esgrignou.  I  have  just  come 
from  Paris.  I  knew  what  had  happened,  and  I  went  to 
explain  it  to  the  court.  We  count  on  you,  and  you 
may  rely  on  me  for  secrecy.  If  you  are  inimical  to  us, 
I  will  return  to  Paris  and  lay  a  complaint  in  the  hands 
of  his  Highness,  stating  legitimate  suspicions  as  to 
the  integrity  of  your  court,  several  members  of  whom 
have  spent  the  evening  at  the  house  of  the  complainant. 
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du  Croisier,  and  have  drunk  and  eaten  there  in  defiance 
of  the  law." 

Chesnel  would  have  invoked  the  help  of  the  Father 
Eternal  could  he  have  managed  it.  He  left  the  judge 
without  waiting  for  an  answer,  and  darted  like  a  deer 
to  du  Croisier's  house. 

Summoned  by  his  wife  to  repeat  to  her  the  notary's 
words,  the  judge  obeyed,  and  was  immediately  assailed 
with  the  customary  speech :  — 

"Didn't  I  tell  you  so,  my  friend?"  —  a  speech 
which  women  also  utter  when  they  are  wrong;  but 
then  they  say  it  much  more  vehemently. 

Chesnel  encountered  the  group  of  his  enemies  on  du 
Croisier's  threshold,  just  starting  to  go  home. 

"  Open,  in  the  king's  name,"  he  said  to  the  sei-vant 
who  was  locking  the  vestibule  door. 

He  had. just  used  the  king's  name  to  the  examining- 
judge;  the  word  still  stuck  upon  his  lips;  he  was  half 
delirious.  The.  door  opened .  The  notary  rushed  like 
a  thunderbolt  into  the  antechamber. 

'■  My  lad,"  he  said  to  the  footman,  "  a  hundred  francs 
for  you.  if  you  will  wake  up  Madame  du  Croisier  and 
send  her  down  to  me  at  once.    TfU  her  what  j'ou  like." 

Chesnel,  excited  as  he  was,  became  suddenly  calm 
and  cold  as  the  door  opened  into  the  brilliant  salon 
where  du  Croisier  was  walking  up  and  down.  The 
two  men  measured  each  other  for  an  instant  with  a 
look  which  had  in  it  twenty  years  of  hatred  and 
enmitj'.  One  had  his  foot  upon  the  heart  of  the 
house  of  Esgrignon,  the  other  was  advancing  with  the 
force  of  a  lion  to  drive  him  from  it. 

•' Monsieur,"  said.  Chesnel,  "1  saluteyou  humbly. 
Is  your  complaint  lodged?  " 
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"  Yes,  -monsieur." 

"  Since  when?" 

"  Since  yesterday." 

•"No  other  writ  has  been  issued  but  the  warrant  of 
arrest?" 

"  I  think  not,"  replied  du  Croisier. 

"  I  have  come  to  negotiate." 

"The  affair  is  before  the  court;  tlie  prosecution 
must  take  its  course  ;  nothing  can  now  arrest  it." 

"  jVo  matter  for  that  —  I  am  here,  at  your  orders,  at 
your  feet." 

The  old  man  fell  upon  his  knees  and  stretched  out 
his  supplicating  hands. 

"  What  is  it  you  want?  "  he  said.  "  Our  property? 
our  chateau?  Take  all,  everything,  witlidraw  your 
complaint,  and  leave  us  life  and  honor.  In  addition  to 
what  I  offer,  I  will  be  your  servant,  you  shall  dispose 
of  me  as  you  will." 

Dli  Croisier  left  the  old  man  kneeling  on  the  ground 
and  took  a  chair. 

"  You  are  not  vindictive  ;  you  will  be  kind  ;  you  are 
not  too  bitter  against  us  to  come  to  some  agreement," 
continued  Chesuel.  "  Let  the  young  man  go  free  be- 
fore daylight." 

"The  whole  town  knows  of  his  arrest,"  said  du  Croi- 
sier, tasting  the  sweets  of  vengeance. 

"That  is  a  great  misfortune.  But  if  there  is  no 
verdict,  no  proofs,  we  can  still  arrange  matters." 

Du  Croisier  reflected.  Chesnel  thought  that  he  was 
consulting  his  interests,  and  he  hoped  he  could  still 
hold  his  enemy  by  that  great  motor  power  of  human 
actions. 
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At  this  crucial  moment  Madame  du  Croisier  entered 
tbie  room. 

"Madame,  help  me  to  soften  your  husband,"  said 
Chesnel,  still  on  his  l;nees. 

Madame  du  Croisier  raised  the  old  man,  testifjiug 
the  utmost  surprise.  Chesnel  related  the  affair.  'When 
the  noble  daughter  of  the  follower  of  the  Due  d'Aleneou 
knew  the  circumstances,  she  turned  with  tearful  eyes 
to  her  husband. 

"Ah,  monsieur!  can  you  hesitate?  The  d'Esgri- 
gnons  !  the  honor  of  the  province  !  "  she  said  to  him. 

"  That  has  nothing  to  do  with  it !  "  cried  du  Croisier, 
rising,  and  walking  up  and  down.  •  " 

"  Xothiug  to  do  with  it!"  echoed  Chesnel,  aston- 
ished. 

"Monsieur  Chesnel,  the  question  concerns  France; 
it  concerns  the  nation,  the  people.  It  is  a  question  of 
teaching  your  nobles  that  there  are  such  things  as  jus- 
tice, laws,  a  bourgeoisie,  and  a  lesser  nobility,  which  is 
worth  far  more  than  thej',  and  will  control  them.  They 
must  be  taught  that  they  cannot  destroy  ten  fields  of 
wheat  to  cdurse  one  hare,  nor  dishonor  families  by 
seducing  poor  girls,  nor  despise  those  who  are  better 
men  than  they,  without  such  acts  swelling  to  an  ava- 
lanche which  will  descend  and  crush  and  bury  them, 
nobles  though  they  be.  You  want  a  return  to  the  old 
order  of  things ;  you  want  to  tear  up  the  social  com- 
pact, the  Charter  in  which  our  rights  are  written." 

"  Go  on,"  said  Chesnel. 

"  We  have  a  sacred  mission  to  enlighten  the  people," 
continued  du  ('loisier.  "  It  will  open  their  eyes  to  the 
morality  of  your  side  when  they  see  the  nobles  in  the 
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prisoners'  dock  like  Jack  and  Peter.  They  will  say  to 
themselves  that  poor  men  who  have  honor  are  worth 
far  more  than  great  men  who  dishonor  themselves. 
The  court  of  assizes  sheds  light  on  these  matters.  I 
am  here  as  the  defender  of  the  people,  the  friend  of 
law  and  justice.  You  have  yourself  twice  cast  me  over 
to  the  people's  side,  first  by  rejecting  my  alliance,  and 
next  by  denying  me  an  entrance  to  your  society.  You 
are  only  reaping  that  you  sowed." 

This  outburst  alarmed  Chesnel  as  well  as  Madame 
du  Croisier.  The  wife  acquired  a  horrible  knowledge 
of  her  husband's  character ;  that  speech  was  a  gleam 
cast  not  only  upon  the  past,  but  on  the  future.  It 
seemed  impossible  to  bring  this  colossus  to  terms,  but 
Chesnel  would  not  j'ield  to  the  impossible. 

"Oh,  monsieur!  if  you  will  not  forgive,  how  can 
you  be  a  Christian?"  said  Madame  dn  Croisier. 

"  I  forgive  as  God  forgives,  madarae,  on  conditions." 

"What  are  they?"  asked  Chesnel,  who  thought  he 
saw  a  ray  of  hope. 

"The  elections  are  coming  on;  I  want  the  votes 
your  party  controls." 

"  You  shall  have  them,"  said  Chesnel. 

"I  wish  to  be  received,  my  wife  and  I,  familiarly, 
every  evening,  in  a  friendly  manner,  or  apparently  so, 
by  the  Marquis  d'Esgrignon  and  liis  circle." 

"I  don't  know  how  we  can  bring  him  to  consent, 
but  it  shall  be  done." 

"  I  wish  a  bond  for  four  hundred  thousand  francs 
based  on  an  agreement  in  writing  which  shall  relate 
the  circumstarices  of  this  affair,  in  order  to  make  sure 
of  your  fulfilling  these  pledges." 

9 
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"We  consent,"  said  Chesnel,  not  revealing  the  fact 
that  he  had  three  hundred  thousand  francs  then  upon 
him.  "But  the  paper  must  be  placed  iu  the  hands  of 
thii'd  parties  and  returned  to  the  familj'  after  your  elec- 
tion and  the  payment  of  the  money.'' 

"  No,  not  until  after  the  marriage  of  my  grandniece, 
Mademoiselle  Duval,  who  may  one  day  be  the  heiress 
of  four  millions.  That  young  woman  shall  be  made 
my  heiress  and  that  of  my  wife  in  her  marriage  con- 
tract, and  you  are  to  arrange  her  marriage  with  your 
young  count." 

"Never!"  cried  Chesnel. 

"Never?"  returned  du  Croisier,  rejoicing  in  his 
triumph.      "Then  good-night!" 

"Fool  that  I  am!"  thought  Chesnel ;  "why  did  I 
shrink  from  lying  to  such  a  man  ?  " 

Du  Croisier  went  off,  happy  in  sacrificing  all  to  his 
wounded  pride,  in  beholding  the  humiliation  of  the  old 
man,  in  controlling  the  fate  of  the  noble  family  which 
represented  in  itself  the  aristocracy  of  the  province, 
and  in  printing  the  mark  of  his  boot-heel  on  their  vitals. 
He  went  to  his  bedroom,  leaving  his  wife  with  Chesnel. 
In  his  mad  joy  he  saw  nothing  to  mar  his  triumph ;  he 
believed  firmly  that  the  three  hundred  thousand  francs 
were  spent.  To  obtain  that  sum,  the  d'Esgrignons 
must  sell  or  mortgage  their  entire  property.  To  his 
mind  nothing  coukl  save  the  count  from  the  court  of 
assizes.  Forgeries  can  always  be  hushed  up  if  the 
money  is  returned.  The  victims  of  this  crime  are 
usually  rich  persons  who  do  not  care  to  be  the  ruin 
of  some  imprudent  man.  But  du  Croisier  would  not 
resign  his  rights  without  some  good  equivalent.     He 
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went  to  bed,  therefore,  thinking  of  the  magnificent 
accomplishment  of  his  hopes,  either  bj'  the  court  of 
assizes  or  bj'  means  of  this  marriage,  and  he  pleased 
himself  by  thinking  of  Chesuel  lamenting  over  the 
alternative  with  his  wife. 

Deeplj'  religious  and  Catholic,  a  royalist,  and  attached 
to  the  nobility,  Madame  du  Croisier  shared  the  feelings 
of  Chesnel  in  relation  to  the  d'Esgrignons.  Therefore 
her  heart  had  been  cruelly  wrung  by  her  husband's 
words.  This  good  royalist  had  now  heard  the  howling 
of  liberalism,  which,  in  the  opinion  of  her  confessor, 
aimed  at  the  destruction  of  Catholicism.  To  her  the 
Left  side  meant  1793,  with  its  riots  and  scaffolds. 

"  What  would  your  uncle  say,  that  saint  who  is  now 
listening  to  us  ?  "  said  Chesnel.     [See  "An  Old  Maid."] 

Madame  du  Croisier  replied  by  the  large  tears  which 
rolled  from  her  eyes. 

"  You  have  already  caused  the  death  of  a  poor  young 
man,  and  the  lifelong  grief  of  his  mother,"  continued 
Chesnel,  observing  that  he  struck  true  (he  would  bave 
struck  until  he  crushed  that  heart  to  save  Victurnien)  ; 
"will  you  also  kill  Mademoiselle  Armande,  who  could 
never  survive  the  infamy  of  her  family?  Will  you 
kill  poor  Chesnel,  your  old  notary,  who  is  prepared  to 
poison  the  young  count  in  his  prison  before  he  can  be 
indicted,  and  then  to  kill  himself  rather  than  be  tried 
as  a  murderer  ?  " 

"My  friend,  enough!  enough!  I  am  capable  of 
anything,  of  everything,  to  hush  up  this  miserable 
affair ;  but  I  did  not  know  Monsieur  du  Croisier  until 
this  moment.  To  you  I  may  speak  frankly ;  there  is 
no  hope." 
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"  But  suppose  a  way  were  found?  " 

"  I  would  give  half  my  blood  to  have  it  so,"  she 
said,  with  a  motion  of  her  head  which  plainly  showed 
a  desire  to  seize  it. 

Like  the  First  Consul,  who,  defeated  at  ilarengo 
until  five  in  the  evening,  at  six  obtained  a  victory 
through  the  desperate  attack  of  Desaix  and  the  ter- 
rible charge  of  Kellermann,  Chesuel  perceived  the 
elements  of  triumph  amid  the  ruins.  It  needed 
Chesnel,  it  needed  an  old  notary,  it  needed  the  illumi- 
nation of  despair,  to  make  this  old  man  as  great  as 
Napoleon,  nay,  greater;  for  this  battle  was  not 
Marengo,  bat  Waterloo,  and  Chesnel  was  resolved  to 
conquer  the  Prussians  as  they  advanced. 

"  Madame,  you  who  have  trusted  me  with  your 
affairs  for  the  last  twenty  years,  you  who  do  honor  to 
the  bourgeoisie  as  the  d'Esgriguous  do  honor  to  the 
nobility  of  this  province,  hear  me  saj'  that  on  you 
alone  depends  the  salvation  of  the  house  of  Esgrignon. 
Answer  me !  Will  you  allow  the  memory  of  your 
uncle,  the  d'Esgriguons,  your  poor  Chesnel,  to  be  dis- 
graced forever?  Will  you  kill  Mademoiselle  Armaude, 
who  will  weep  herself  away?  Or  will  you  redeem  the 
wrong  you  have  done  and  rejoice  the  souls  of  your 
ancestors,  those  faithful  servants  of  the  dukes  of 
AlenQon,  by  comforting  the  departed  spirit  of  our  dear 
abbe  ?  —  who  if  he  could  rise  from  his  grave  would  bid 
you  do  that  which  I  ask  of  you  on  my  knees." 

"  What  is  it?  "  cried  Madame  du  Croisier. 

"  This,"  he  said,  "  here  are  the  three  hundred  thou- 
sand francs,"  taking  the  bank-bills  from  his  pocket 
"  Accept  them,  and  that  ends  the  matter." 
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"  If  that  is  all,"  she  said,  "  if  no  harm  can  result  to 
my  husband  —  " 

"Nothing  but  good  can  result,"  he  cried,  interrupt- 
ing her.  "  You  will  spare  him  the  eternal  torments  of 
hell  at  the  cost  of  a  slight  disappointment  here 
below." 

"  You  are  sure  he  will  not  be  compromised  ?  " 

Chesnel  read  to  the  bottom  of  the  soul  of  this  poor 
woman.  Madame  du  Croisier  hesitated  between  two 
religions,  —  between  the  commands  the  Church  has  given 
to  wives,  and  her  duties  to  the  throne  and  altar.  She 
thought  her  husband  blamable,  but  dared  not  blame 
him  ;  she  wanted  to  save  the  d'Esgrignons,  but  wanted 
also  to  do  nothing  against  the  interests  of  her  husband. 

"In  no  way,"  replied  Chesnel;  "your  old  notary 
swears  it  on  the  Holj'  G-ospel." 

Chesnel  had  nothing  left  to  sacrifice  to  the  house  of 
Esgrignon  but  his  eternal  salvation,  and  he  now  risked 
that  by  uttering  a  lie.  But  he  knew  he  must  either 
deceive  Madame  du  Croisier  or  perish. 

He  now  rapidly  wrote  down  and  dictated  to  Madame 
du  Croisier  a  receipt  for  three  hundred  thousand  francs, 
dating  it  five  days  before  the  fatal  forgery,  at  a  time 
when,  as  he  remembered,  du  Croisier  had  been  absent 
from  the  town. 

"Promise  me,"  said  Chesnel,  when  Madame  du 
Croisier  held  the  money  and  he  the  receipt,  "  that  you 
will  declare  to  the  examining-judge  that  you  received 
the  money  on  the  daj'  named." 

"  But  will  not  that  be  a  lie?  " 

"  Only  a  formality." 

"  I  cannot  do  it  without 'consulting  my  confessor." 
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"Very  good,"  said  Chesnel ;  "do  nothing  iu  this 
affair  but  what  he  advises." 

"  I  will  promise  that." 

"  Don't  give  the  money  to  Monsieur  du  Croisier  un- 
til after  you  have  appeared  before  the  examining- 
judge." 

"  No,"  she  said.  "  Alas  !  may  God  give  me  strength 
to  appear  before  human  justice  to  uphold  a  lie  ! " 

Chesnel  kissed  her  hand  and  then  rose  up  majesti- 
cally, like  those  prophets  of  old,  as  we  see  them  painted 
by  Eaffaelle  in' the  Vatican. 

"The  soul  of  your  uncle  quivers  with  joy,"  he  said. 
' '  You  have  forever  effaced  the  wrong  you  did  us  in 
marrying  an  enemy  of  the  throne  and  altar." 

These  words  forcibly  affected  the  timorous  soul  of 
Madame  du  Croisier.  Chesnel  had  suddenly  bethought 
himself  of  making  sure  of  the  Abbe  Couturier,  the 
director  of  Madame  du  Croisier's  conscience.  He 
well  knew  with  what  pertinacity  religious  bigots  work 
for  the  triumph  of  their  ideas  when  they  have  once 
taken  sides  for  their  party,  and  he  saw  the  importance 
of  speedily  drawing  the  Church  into  the  struggle  on 
the  d'Esgrignon  side.  He  therefore  went  straight  to 
the  hotel  d'Esgrignon,  asked  to  have  ilademoiselle 
Armande  wakened,  told  her  the  events  of  the  evening, 
and  begged  her  to  see  the  bishop  early  in  the  morning, 
and  bring  the  prelate  himself  to  the  battlefield  on  her 
side. 

' '  0  God !  save  the  house  of  Esgrignon !  "  cried 
Chesnel,  as  he  returned  to  his  home  with  dragging 
steps.  "  The  matter  is  now  a  judicial  battle.  We  are 
in  presence  of  men  who  have  passions  and  interests. 
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From  such  men,  all  can  be  obtained.  Du  Croisier  has 
profited  by  the  absence  of  the  procureur-du-7-oi,  now  in 
Paris  foi-  the  opening  of  the  Chambers  ;  he  would  have 
been  devoted  to  us.  How  did  they  manage  to  gain 
over  his  substitute?  What  did  they  promise  Sauvager 
to  induce  him  to  hurry  this  thing  through  without  con- 
sulting his  chief?  To-morrow  morning  I  must  pene- 
trate that  mystei'y.  I  will  study  the  ground;  and 
perhaps,  if  I  can  lay  m}'  hand  on  the  threads  of  the 
plot,  I  '11  go  back  to  Paris  and  appeal  to  the  higher 
powers  through  JMadame  de  Maufrigneuse." 

Such  were  the  inward  arguments  of  the  poor  old 
athlete  who  saw  so  true,  and  who  now  went  to  bed, 
half  dead  with  the  burden  of  so  much  emotion  and  such 
bodily  fatigue.  Nevertheless,  before  he  went  to  sleep, 
he  went  over  in  his  mind  the  personality  of  all  the 
magistrates  composing  the  court,  with  a  scrutinizing 
eye  to  their  secret  ambitions,  endeavoring  to  see  what 
were  his  chances  in  the  struggle  and  how  these  men 
could  be  influenced. 

By  giving  in  a  succinct  form  the  long  examination  of 
consciences  made  by  Chesnel,  we  may  perhaps  present 
a  faithful  picture  of  the  provincial  magistracy. 
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IX. 

A   PROVINCIAL    COUKT. 

The  judges  and  other  oflflcers  of  the  Eoyal  courts, 
forced  to  begin  their  career  in  the  provinces,  where  all 
judiciary  ambitions  are  nursed,  look  to  Paris  as  their 
goal ;  they  all  aspire  to  shine  on  that  vast  stage  where 
great  political  causes  are  tried,  or  where  the  magis- 
tracy deals  with  the  palpitating  interests  of  society. 
But  this  paradise  of  men  of  law  admits  but  few  elect; 
nine-tenths  of  the  magistrates  find  themselves  doomed 
for  life  to  the  provinces.  Thus  we  find  in  all  the  Royal 
provincial  courts  two  well-defined  parties,  —  that  of 
high  ambitions,  weary  of  hoping,  content  at  last  with 
the  extreme  deference  shown  in  the  provinces  to  all 
magistrates,  or  else  sleepily  dulled  by  a  quiet  life  ;  and 
that  of  young  men,  or  men  of  real  talent,  in  whom 
the  desire  to  attain  success  is  lessened  by  no  dis- 
appointments, and  whom  the  thirst  for  success  torments 
perpetually,  giving  a  sort  of  fanaticism  to  their  lay 
priesthood. 

At  the  period  of  which  we  write,  these  ardent  ambi- 
tions, stimulated  by  the  great  struggle  of  parties,  and 
convinced  of  the  necessity  of  monarchizing  France, 
were  lucid,  foreseeing,  and  clear-sighted  ;  they  watched 
the  populations  rigoronsly,  and  coerced  them  into  the 
path  of  obedience  from  which  they  were  not  to  devi- 
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ate.  Courts  of  justice,  fanaticized  by  their  monar- 
chical faith,  repaired  the  wrongs  of  the  old  Parliaments, 
going  hand  in  hand,  too  ostensibly  perhaps,  with  reli- 
gion. They  were,  indeed,  more  zealous  than  wise,  and 
sinned  less  through  Machiavellianism  than  through  the 
sincerity  of  their  views,  which  seemed  hostile  to  the 
general  interests  of  France,  while  they  were  really  try- 
ing to  guard  the  country  from  future  revolutions. 

Still,  taken  in  its  entirety,  the  magistracy  contained 
too  many  bourgeois  elements,  it  was  too  accessible  to 
the  petty  passions  of  liberalism,  to  escape  becoming, 
soQner  or  later,  constitutional,  and  falling  into  line  with 
■  the  bourgeoisie  whenever  a  real  struggle  came.  In  this 
great  body,  as  in  the  government  itself,  there  was  much 
hypocrisy,  or,  to  express  it  better,  a  spirit  of  imitation 
which  has  always  led  France  to  model  itself  upon  the 
Court,  and  thus  mislead  it  very  innocently. 

These  two  judicial  classes  existed  in  the  court  which 
was  now  to  decide  the  fate  of  young  d'Esgrignon.  The 
chief-justice,  du  Ronceret,  and  an  old  judge  named 
Blondet,  represented  the  magistracy,  resigned  to  be 
what  they  were,  settled  for  life  in  their  own  town. 
The  young  and  ambitious  class  counted  among  its 
members.  Monsieur  Camusot,  the  examining-judge,  and 
Monsieur  Michu,  appointed  a  substitute-judge  through 
the  influence  of  the  Cinq-Cygne  family,  with  the  promise 
of  promotion  on  the  first  occasion  offered  to  the  Royal 
court  of  Paris. 

Monsieur  du  Ronceret,  secure  of  his  place  by  reason 
of  the  irremovability  of  sitting  judges,  finding  liimself 
not  received  by  the  aristocracy  of  the  town,  took  sides 
with  the  bourgeoisie,  giving  to  his  disappointment  the 
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varnish  of  independence,  not  seeing  that  such  a  course 
would  condemn  him  to  remain  where  he  was  for  the 
rest  of  his  life.  Once  committed  to  this  course,  he 
was  led  by  the  logic  of  things  to  rest  his  hopes  on  the 
triumph  of  du  Croisier  and  the  Left  side.  But  he  satis- 
fied neither  side.  Compelled  to  appear  on  good  terms 
with  the  government,  he  was  suspected  by  the  liberals. 
He  had  no  place  in  either  party,  and  found  himself 
before  long  playing  a  secondary  r61e,  and  totally  with- 
out influence.  The  falseness  of  this  position  reacted 
on  his  character  ;  he  was  sour  and  discontented.  Sick 
of  such  political  nonentity,  he  was  now  secretly  resolved 
to  put  himself  at  the  head  of  the  liberal  party,  and  to 
share  du  Croisier's  dominion  over  it.  His  behavior  in 
the  affair  of  Comte  d'Esgrignon  was  his  first  step  in 
this  direction. 

The  chief-justice  was  a  tall,  thin  man  with  a  retreat- 
ing forehead,  grayish  chestnut  hair,  greenish  eyes,  a 
blotched  skin,  and  lips  tightly  compressed.  His  wheezy 
voice  had  the  choked  utterance  of  asthma.  He  had 
taken  to  wife  a  solemn,  loose-jointed,  tall  woman,  who 
affected  the  most  ridiculous  fashions,  and  bedizened 
herself  excessively.  Madame  du  Ronceret  gave  her- 
self the  airs  of  a  queen.  She  wore  high  colors,  and 
never  appeared  at  a  ball  without  being  topped  by  one 
of  those  turbans  so  dear  to  Englishwomen,  which 
French  provincial  women  also  cultivate  and  love. 
Between  them  the  husband  and  wife  could  muster  an 
income  of  twelve  thousand  francs.  In  spite  of  a  ten- 
dency to  meanness,  they  received  once  a  week,  in  order 
to  satisfy  their  vanity  by  maintaining  a-  social  position. 
Three  card-tables,  with  green  baize  covers  rather  worn, 
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and  a  backgammon  board,  sufficed  for  the  entertain- 
ment of  the  company,  to  whom  Madame  du  Ronceret 
accorded  cider,  short-cake,  chestnuts,  glasses  of  eau- 
sueree,  and  of  orgeat  made  by  herself.  Of  late  she 
had  adopted  once  a  fortnight  the  fashion  of  tea,  accom- 
panied with  confectionery  of  a  piteous  description. 
Every  three  months  the  du  Roneerets  gave  a  great 
dinner  of  three  courses,  much  talked  of  in  the  town, 
served  on  miserable  china,  but  cooked  with  the  science 
that  distinguishes  the  provinces.  This  gargantuesque 
repast  lasted  six  hours. 

Thus  life  and  its  accessories  in  the  house  of  the 
chief-justice  was  in  lieeping  with  his  character  and 
bis  false  position.  He  felt  unpleasantly  in  his  own 
home  without  knowing  why ;  but  he  dared  not  make 
an  outlay  to  improve  the  state  of  things,  lest  it  should 
diminish  the  five  or  six  thousand  francs  he  laid  by 
yearly,  in  order  to  marry  his  son  Fabien,  a  youth  who 
refused  to  be  a  magistrate,  or  a  barrister,  or  a  gov- 
ernment official,  and  whose  idleness  exasperated  his 
father. 

On  the  score  of  this  son,  the  chief-justice  was  in 
rivalry  with  his  assistant  chief-justice.  Monsieur  Blon- 
det,  an  old  judge  who  had  long  been  endeavoring  to 
ally  his  son  with  the  Blandureau  family.  These  rich 
linen  merchants  had  an  only  daughter  to  whom  the 
chief-justice  wished  to  marry  Fabien.  As  the  marriage 
of  Joseph  Blondet  depended  on  his  appointment  to  the 
functions  of  substitute- judge,  which  old  Blondet  hoped 
to  obtain  by  giving  in  his  own  resignation,  the  chief- 
justice  du  Ronceret  hampered  the  old  man's  efforts  in 
an  underhand  way,  and  secretly  made  advances  to  the 
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Blandureaus.  Possibly  if  it  had  not  been  for  this  affair 
of  Comte  d'Esgrignon,  the  Blondets  might  have  been 
supplanted  by  the  astute  chief- justice,  whose  fortune 
was  much  superior  to  that  of  his  competitor. 

The  old  judge,  Monsieur  Blondet,  one  of  those 
curious  figures  hidden  in  the  provinces  like  coins  in  a 
crypt,  was  then  about  sixty-seven  years  of  age.  He 
carried  his  age  well ;  he  was  tall,  and  his  neck  and 
shoulders  recalled  those  of  the  canons  in  the  good  old 
times.  His  face,  marked  with  countless  pits  of  the 
small-pox,  which  had  injured  the  shape  of  his  nose  and 
turned  it  into  the  likeness  of  a  gimlet,  was  not  without 
dignity.  A  ruddy  color  was  evenly  distributed  all 
over  it,  and  it  was  animated  by  two  bright  little  eyes 
habitually  satirical,  and  by  a  certain  sardonic  move- 
ment of  his  purplish  lips.  Having  been  a  barrister 
before  the  Eevolution,  he  was  made  during  the  troubles 
a  public  prosecutor ;  but  he  was  much  the  gentlest  of 
those  terrible  functionaries.  The  "  goodman  Blondet," 
as  he  was  called,  contrived  to  deaden  the  revolutionary 
action  by  acquiescing  in  everything  and  executing  noth- 
ing. Compelled  to  imprison  a  few  nobles,  he  delayed 
their  trials  until  the  9th  Thermidor  with  an  ingenuity 
which  won  him  universal  esteem. 

Certainly  the  good  man  ought  to  have  been  chief- 
justice  ;  but  he  was  set  aside  on  the  reconstruction  of 
the  courts  by  Napoleon,  whose  aversion  to  republicans 
appeared  in  every  detail  of  his  government.  In  spite 
of  the  Emperor's  repugnance,  the  arch-chancellor,  in  the 
interest  of  the  courts,  maintained  Blondet  as  judge, 
declaring  that  he  was  one  of  the  ablest  jurisconsults  in 
France.     His  great  talents,  his  knowledge  of  former 
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law,  and  now  of  the  new  legislation,  would  have  led 
bim  to  high  honors  in  the  end,  but,  like  certain  other 
great  minds,  he  thought  little  of  his  judiciary  knowledge, 
and  devoted  himself  heart  and  soul  to  an  occupation 
which  had  nothing  to  do  with  his  profession,  but  to 
which  he  gave  his  ambition,  his  time,  and  his  abilities. 
The  old  man  loved  horticulture  passionately ;  he  was 
in  correspondence  with  all  the  most  celebrated  ama- 
teurs ;  he  had  the  ambition  to  create  new  species ;  he 
was  interested  in  the  discoveries  of  botany ;  in  short, 
he  lived  in  a  world  of  flowers.  Like  other  florists,  he 
had  his  predilections ;  his  chosen  flower  was  the  pelar- 
gonium. The  court  and  its  cases,  in  short,  real  life, 
was  as  nothing  to  him,  compared  with  the  life  of  fancy, 
full  of  emotions,  in  which  he  lived,  more  and  more  in 
love  with  his  innocent  sultanas.  The  care  his  garden 
needed,  the  sweet  occupation  his  flowers  gave  him,  tied 
the  good  soul  to  his  greenhouse.  Without  that  passion 
he  would  certainly  have  been  elected  deputy  during  the 
Empire  and  doubtless  have  shone  brilliantly  in  the 
Legislative  body. 

His  marriage  was  another  reason  for  this  obscure 
life.  At  forty  years  of  age  he  committed  the  folly  of 
marrying  a  girl  of  eighteen,  by  whom  he  had  in  the 
first  year  of  the  marriage  a  son  named  Joseph.  Three 
years  later  Madame  Blondet,  then  the  prettiest  woman 
in  the  town,  inspired  the  prefect  of  the  department 
with  a  passion  that  ended  only  with  her  death.  She 
had  by  the  prefect,  to  the  knowledge  of  evej-y  one  and 
of  Blondet  himself,  a  second  son  named  Emile. 
Madame  Blondet,  who  might  have  stimulated  her  hus- 
band's   ambition   and   dragged   him    away  from    his 
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flowers,  only  encouraged  his  taste  for  botany,  not  wisb- 
ing  to  leave  the  town  where  the  prefect  lived.  Incap- 
able at  his  age  of  entering  upon  a  struggle  with  a 
young  wife,  the  magistrate  consoled  himself  in  his 
greenhouse,  taking  a  very  pretty  servant-girl  to  assist 
liim  in  the  care  of  his  seraglio  of  beauties,  which  were 
constantly  changing. 

Wliile  the  judge  repotted,  transplanted,  watered, 
layered,  grafted,  mated,  and  bunched  his  flowers, 
Madame  Blondet  spent  her  time  and  money  on  dress 
and  fashions  in  order  to  shine  in  the  salons  of  the  pre- 
fecture ;  one  interest  only,  the  education  of  Emile, 
diverted  her  mind  from  her  passion,  to  which  indeed  he 
belonged.  This  child  of  love  was  as  handsome  and 
clever  as  Joseph  was  dull  and  ugh'.  The  old  judge, 
blinded  by  fatherly  affection,  loved  Joseph  as  mucli  as 
his  wife  loved  £mile.  For  twelve  years  Monsieur 
Blondet's  resignation  was  complete.  He  closed  his 
eyes  to  his  wife's  conduct,  preserving  a  dignified  de- 
meanor, like  the  great  seigneurs  of  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury ;  but,  like  other  men  of  tranquil  tastes,  be  nursed 
a  deep  though  secret  hatred  to  his  youngest  son.  On 
the  death  of  his  wife,  in  181S,  he  expelled  the  intruder 
by  sending  him  to  Paris  to  study  law  without  other 
means  than  a  stipend  of  twelve  hundred  francs  a  year, 
to  which  sum  no  entreaties  or  appeals  could  ever  in- 
duce him  to  add  a  penny.  If  lilmile  Blondet  had  not 
found  protection  from  bis  real  father,  he  would  cer- 
tainly have  been  ruined. 

Besides  the  old  house  in  which  he  lived,  where  noth- 
ing bad  been  changed  for  a  century,  the  judge  pos- 
sessed certain  landed  property  which  brought  him  ui 
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about  four  thousand  francs  a  year.  His  vengeance, 
which  was  really  legitimate,  consisted  in  making  over 
his  house  and  other  property  and  his  seat  on  the  bench 
to  his  son  Joseph.  The  whole  town  knew  of  his  inten- 
tions. He  had  made  a  will  in  favor  of  that  son,  to 
whom  he  left  all  that  the  Code  allows  a  father  to  give 
to  one  of  his  children  to  the  detriment  of  the  others. 

Driven  thus  from  his  so-called  paternal  home, 
£niile  Bloudet  had  managed  to  acquire  a  distinguished 
position  in  Paris,  though  the  distinction  was  more 
mental  than  actual.  His  laziness,  his  easy  indifference, 
and  laisser-rdler  had  been  the  despair  of  his  real  father, 
Who,  having  been  removed  from  his  official  position 
during  one  of  the  ministerial  reactions  of  the  Eestora- 
tion,  died  almost  ruined,  and  doubtful  of  the  future  of 
a  son  gifted  by  nature  with  the  most  brilliant  qualities. 
£mile  Blondet,  however,  was  sustained  by  the  friend- 
ship of  a  Demoiselle  de  Troisville  married  to  the  Corate 
de  Montcornet,  whom  he  had  known  before  her  mar- 
riage. His  mother  was  still  living  at  the  time  the 
Troisvilles  returned  from  the  emigration.  Madame 
Blondet  was  connected  with  that  family;  distantly,  to 
be  sure,  but  enough  so  to  introduce  her  son.  Foresee- 
ing his  future,  that  of  an  orphan  at  her  death,  the 
mother  sought  some  protection  for  him.  She  con- 
trived to  throw  him  familiarly  with  the  eldest  of  the 
three  Troisville  daughters,  whom  he  pleased  exceed- 
ingl}',  although  it  was  of  course  impossible  that  a 
Troisville  should  marry  him.  The  tie  between  the  pair 
was  like  that  between  Paul  and  Virginia.  When,  in 
her  last  illness,  Madame  Blondet  heard  of  the  mar- 
riage of  Mademoiselle  de  Troisville  to  General  Mont- 
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cornet,  she  made  an  effort  to  go  to  her,  and  prayed  her, 
solemnh',  never  to  abandon  Emile,  but  to  help  him  in 
the  world  of  Paris  to  which  the  official  rank  and  fortune 
of  the  general  called  her. 

Happily  for  him  Emile  was  able  to  protect  himself. 
At  twenty  he  made  his  debut  in  literature  with  the 
hand  of  a  master.  His  success  was  not  less  great  in 
the  choice  social  life  to  which  his  father  introduced 
him,  being  able  at  first  to  supply  him  with  luxuries. 
This  precocious  celebrity,  and  Emile's  charming  per- 
sonality, may  have  tightened  the  bonds  of  friendship 
which  united  him  to  the  countess.  Perhaps  iladame 
de  Monteornet,  who  had  Russian  blood  in  her  veins  i  her 
mother  was  a  Scherbellof),  might  liave  rebuffed  the 
friend  of  her  childhood,  had  he  been  poor  and  strug- 
gling with  might  and  main  against  the  obstacles  of 
Parisian  literary  life  ;  but  by  the  time  Emile's  reverses 
came  the  attachment  between  the  two  had  grown  to  be 
unalterable.  At  the  moment,  however,  when  the  young 
Comte  d'Esgriguon  first  met  Emile  Blondet  at  the 
Vidame's  dinner,  he  was  considered  one  of  the  lights 
of  journalism.  Great  superiority  in  political  judgment 
was  imputed  to  him,  and  his  reputation  in  a  great 
measure  rested  on  it.  The  worthy  old  judge  was  com- 
pL'tely  ignorant  of  the  power  which  constitutional 
government  had  bestowed  upon  newspapers.  No  one 
ever  talked  to  him  of  a  son  he  evidently  wished  to  for- 
get; consequently  he  knew  nothing  of  the  discarded 
youth  nor  of  the  power  which  he  exercised. 

The  integrity  of  the  judge  was  on  a  par  with  his 
passion  for  flowers.  He  received  litigants,  talked 
with  them,   listened   to   them,   and   showed  them  his 
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flowers ;  he  accepted  choice  and  precious  seeds  from 
them,  but  on  the  bench  he  became  the  most  impartial 
judge  on  earth.  His  manner  of  proceediug  was  so 
well  known  that  after  a  wliile  litigants  only  came  to  see 
him  to  give  him  documents  which  might  enlighten  him. 
No  one  ever  attempted  to  deceive  him.  His  knowledge, 
and  his  indifference  to  his  real  powers  made  him  so 
invaluable  to  du  Ronceret,  that  even  without  the  latter's 
matrimonial  reasons,  he  would  still  have  opposed 
Blondet's  retirement  in  favor  of  his  son ;  for  without 
the  wise  old  man  at  his  elbow  du  Ronceret  was  unable 
to  formulate  a  judgment. 

The  old  man  lived  with  a  simplicity  worthy  of  one 
of  Plutarch's  heroes.  At  night  he  studied  his  cases,  in 
the  morning  he  cared  for  his  flowers,  and  during  the 
middle  of  the  day  he  judged.  The  pretty  servant- 
girl,  now  as  ripe  and  wrinkled  as  an  Easter  apple, 
kept  house  with  a  rigorous  economy.  To  give  an  idea 
of  the  interior  life  of  the  household,  it  is  enough  to  say 
that  father  and  son  never  ate  any  but  rotten  fruit, 
owing  to  Mademoiselle  Cadot's  habit  of  selecting  for 
dessert  those  most  likely  to  become  uneatable  ;  neither 
did  they  ever  enjoy  the  taste  of  fresh  bread,  and  they 
kept  all  the  fast  days  commanded  by  the  Church. 

The  garden,  marvellously  tended  by  a  single  gar- 
dener, had  walks  of  river  gravel,  constantly  raked ;  on 
either  side  of  which  were  borders  filled  with  the  rarest 
flowers.  All  perfumes,  all  colors  were  there;  also 
myriads  of  little  pots  exposed  to  the  sun ;  lizitrds  were 
on  the  walls  ;  hoes  and  rakes  were  stacked  like  arras ; 
in  short,  all  the  innocent  and  useful  things  which  thia 
charming    passion   necessitates   coulS   be   seen   there. 

10 
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At  the  euil  of  his  greenhouse  the  judge  had  arranged  a 
sort  of  amphitheatre  where,  on  graduated  benches, 
were  some  five  or  six  thousand  pots  of  pelargoniums  ; 
a  magnificent  spectacle,  to  which  all  persons  in  the 
town  and  circumjacent  neighborhood  were  invited 
during  the  flowering  season.  The  Empress  Marie- 
Louise,  passing  through  the  town  on  one  occasion,  had 
honored  this  beautiful  show  with  her  presence,  and 
was  so  much  struck  by  it  that  she  mentioned  it  to 
Napoleon,  who  sent  the  cross  of  the  Legion  of  honor 
to  the  old  judge. 

As  for  jNIiebu,  the  substitute-judge,  that  young  man, 
though  powerfully  protected,  was  more  interested  in 
pleasing  the  women  of  the  highest  society  to  whom  the 
introductions  of  the  Cinq-Cygne  family  had  gained 
him  admittance,  than  in  the  usually  simple  cases  of  a 
provincial  court.  He  performed  his  legal  functions  as 
a  matter  of  conscience,  just  as  he  wrote  his  themes  in 
6ollege  ;  he  voted  blindly,  saying  "  Yes,  my  dear  judge  " 
to  everything.  But  beneath  this  apparent  laisser-aller, 
he  concealed  the  superior  mind  of  a  man  who  had 
studied  and  already  distinguished  himself  in  Paris. 
Accustomed  to  take  broad  views  on  every  subject,  he 
could  do  rapidly  much  that  would  otherwise  have  taken 
the  chief-justice  and  old  Blondet  a  long  time ;  he  often 
summed  up  for  them  the  points  of  a  question  which 
they  found  difficult  to  solve.  Protected  by  the  most 
captious  of  aristocracies,  young  and  rich,  the  substi- 
tute-judge lived  entirely  outside  of  the  intrigues  of  the 
town  and  the  departmental  pettinesses.  Indispensable 
for  rural  fetes  and  picnics,  he  frolicked  with  the  young 
people,    courted    {he    mothers,    danced   at    balls,    and 
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played  cards  like  a  financier.  In  short,  he  acquitted 
himself  admirably  in  his  role  of  fashionable  magistrate, 
without,  however,  compromising  his  dignity,  which  he 
knew  how  to  bring  forward  on  occasion,  like  a  man  of 
sense. 

The  procureur-du-roi,  a  magistrate  of  the  highest 
talent,  but  now  thrown  much  into  statecraft,  awed  the 
chief-justice  du  Ronceret.  Had  he  not  been  absent  at 
this  time  in  Paris,  Victnrnien's  arrest  would  never  have 
been  made.  His  dexterity,  his  ability  in  management, 
would  certainly  have  prevented  it.  The  chief-justice 
and  du  Croisicr  had  profited  by  his  absence  at  the 
Chamber  of  Deputies  (where  he  was  one  of  the  most 
remarkable  ministerial  orators)  to  hatch  their  plot, 
believing,  with  some  justice,  that  if  the  law  were  once 
invoked,  and  the  matter  made  public,  there  would  be 
no  remedy.  At  this  period  of  our  history,  no  court 
and  no  lawyer  would  have  acted  without  long  delibera- 
tion and  reference  to  the  procureur-gineral,  on  a  com- 
plaint of  forgery  against  the  eldest  son  of  one  of  the 
noblest  families  in  the  kingdom.  In  such  a  case  the 
legal  authorities  would,  in  concert  with  the  govern- 
ment, try  all  sorts  of  compromises  to  stifle  a  scandal 
which  might  send  an  imprudent  young  man  to  the  gal- 
leys. They  would  also  have  acted  in  the  same  manner 
for  some  highly  respected  liberal  family,  unless  it  was 
too  openly  arrayed  against  the  throne  and  the  altar. 
The  reception  of  du  Croisier's  complaint  and  the  im- 
mediate arrest  of  the  young  count  were  therefore  two 
unusual  circumstances  which  could  certainly  not  have 
been  brought  about  without  difficulty.  TJiis  is  how  the 
chief-justice  and  du  Croisier  went  to  work  to  reach 
their  ends. 
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Monsieur  Sauvager,  a  young  royalist  lawyer  who  had 
reached  the  position  of  asa\sta.yxt-proGureur  by  dint  of 
obsequious  services  to  the  ministry,  reigned  in  the  law 
courts  in  the  absence  of  his  chief.  On  him  it  de- 
pended not  only  to  admit  the  complaint  of  du  Croisier, 
but  also  to  issue  a  requisition  for  the  warrant  of  arrest. 
Sauvager,  a  man  of  no  position  and  no  means  what- 
ever, lived  by  his  office.  Consequently  the  government 
regarded  him  as  a  follower  whom  nothing  could  shake. 
The  chief-justice  made  use  of  the  man's  situation.  As 
soon  as  the  forged  draft  was  in  du  Croisier's  hands, 
that  same  evening  iladame  du  Ronceret,  prompted  by 
her  husband,  had  a  long  conversation  with  Sauvager, 
to  whom  she  pointed  out  that  the  career  of  a  "  stand- 
ing judge" — that  is,  one  who  was  not  on  the  bench  — 
was  very  uncertain ;  in  fact,  a  ministerial  caprice  or 
a  single  blunder  might  ruin  the  future  of  a  man  so 
placed. 

"Be  a  man  of  conscience;  give  j'our  decisions 
against  the  government  interests  whenever  they  are 
wrong.  You  would  lose  your  place,  but  you  have  no 
security  in  your  present  position.  You  can,"  she  went 
on,  "  pi'olit  by  the  present  occasion  to  make  a  rich 
marriage,  which  would  protect  you  forever  against  such 
chances,  and  give  you  fortune  enough  with  which  to 
obtain,  sooner  or  later,  a  sitting  judgeship.  Here's  a 
line  occasion.  Monsieur  du  Croisier  will  never  have 
children  ;  every  one  knows  why.  His  fortune  and  that 
of  his  wife  will  go  to  his  niece,  Mademoiselle  Duval. 
Monsieur  Duval  is  an  ironmaster  whose  purse  is  al- 
ready plump,_  and  his  father,  a  man  of  property,  is 
still  living.    The  father  and  son  have  a  million  between 
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them.  Monsieur  and  Madame  Duval  will  certainly  give 
their  daughter  to  any  man  her  uncle  du  Croisier  pre- 
sents to  them,  in  consideration  of  the  two  fortunes  he 
will  leave  her.  Now,  you  know  the  hatred  du  Croisier 
feels  for  the  d'Esgrignons.  Do  him  a  service;  be  on 
his  side.  Eeceive  a  complaint  he  is  going  to  make  to 
you  against  young  d'Esgrignon  for  forgery ;  have  the 
count  arrested  at  once  without  consulting  the  procureur- 
du-roi;  then  pray  God  that  for  having  acted  like  an 
impartial  magistrate  against  the  wishes  of  the  govern- 
ment, the  minister  may  dismiss  you,  and  j'our  fortune 
is  made !  You  will  have  a  charming  wife  and  thirty 
thousand  a  year  in  dowry,  not  counting  four  millions 
of  inheritance,  probably  within  a  dozen  years." 

In  the  course  of  two  eveniugs  the  a.sfi\st&iit-procureur 
had  been  won  over.  The  chief-justice  and  Sauvager 
kept  the  matter  from  the  knowledge  of  the  old  judge 
Blondet,  and  from  that  of  the  substitute-judge.  Cer- 
tain of  Blondet's  impartiality  in  presence  of  the  facts 
of  the  case,  the  chief-justice  had  a  majority  without 
counting  Michu ;  but  all  was  lost  if  the  unexpected 
disloyalty  of  the  examining-judge  Camusot  continued. 
The  chief-justice  wanted  an  immediate  decision  to  send 
the  case  for  trial  before  the  procureur-du-roi  was  made 
aware  of  the  matter.  Would  Camusot  or  the  substitute- 
judge  inform  him? 
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THE   EXAJnXIXG-JODGE. 

Bt  explaining  the  private  life  of  the  examining-judge, 
Camusot,  we  shall  reveal  the  reasons  which  allowed 
Chesnel  to  consider  this  young  magistrate  as  capable 
of  being  won  over  to  the  d'Esgrignons,  and  made 
him  bold  to  attempt  to  suborn  him  in  the  open  street. 
Cainiisot,  son  of  the  first  wife  of  a  celebrated  silk  mer- 
chant in'  the  rue  des  Bourdonnais,  and  the  object  of 
bis  father's  highest  ambition,  had  always  been  destined 
for  the  uiagistracy.  lu  marrying  a  wife,  he  had  also 
married  the  influence  of  a  king's  usher, — an  under- 
ground protection,  but  efficacious,  for  it  had  already 
olitained  for  him  bis  appointment,  first  as  ordinary 
judge,  and  afterwards  as  exaraining-judge.  His  father 
had  given  him  on  his  marriage  only  six  thousand  francs 
a  year,  the  fortune  of  his  late  mother ;  and  as  Made- 
moiselle Thirion  did  not  bring  him  a  dowry  of  more 
than  twenty  thousand  francs,  the  young  household 
knew  the  miseries  of  secret  privation,  for  the  salary 
of  a  provincial  judge  is  never  more  than  fifteen  hun- 
dred francs.  Examining-judges  receive  an  additional 
stipend  because  of  the  extra  expenses  and  labor  of 
their  functions.  In  spite  of  this  extra  fatigue,  these 
places  are  much  desired,  although  their  holders  are 
removable.    It  was  for  this  reason  that  Madame  Camu- 
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sot  soolded  her  husband  for  disclosing  his  mind  to  the 
chief-justice. 

Marie-Ce'cile-Amelie  Thirion,  after  three  years  of 
marriage,  had  obtained  the  blessing  of  God  in  the 
shape  of  two  successful  confinements  with  a  sou  and 
daughter ;  but  she  prayed  to  the  Divine  Power  not  to 
bless  her  again  in  the  same  manner.  A  few  more  such 
blessings,  and  privation  would  turn  to  poverty.  The 
fortune  of  Monsieur  Camusot,  the  father,  was  likely  to 
be  long  in  coming.  Besides,  the  merchant's  four  chil- 
dren by  two  wives  would  not  in  any  case  inherit  more 
than  an  income  of  ten  thousand  francs  apiece,  and  by 
that  time  the  judge  would  have  children  of  his  own  of 
an  age  to  establish.  We  can  readily  conceive  the  situor 
tion  of  a  little  woman  of  sense  and  resolution  such  as 
Madame  Camusot.  She  had  too  deep  a  conviction  of 
the  result  of  any  mis-step  made  by  her  husband  on  his 
future  career  to  refrain  from  me^ldling  continually  in 
judiciary  matters. 

The  only  child  of  an  old  servant  of  Louis  XVIII., 
a  valet  who  had  followed  his  master  throughout  liis 
exile  in  Italy,  Courland,  and  England,  and  whom  the 
king  had  rewarded  with  the  only  place  he  was  able  to 
fill  —  that  of  an  usher  of  his  cabinet  —  Amelie  Thirion 
had  been  brought  up  in  the  reflected  light  of  a  court. 
Her  father  described  the  great  seigneurs,  the  ministers, 
the  personages  he  ushered  into  the  king's  presence  and 
saw  as  they  passed  and  repassed  him.  Living  as  it 
were,  at  the  gate  of  the  Tuileries,  this  young  woman 
had  taken  the  tone  of  ideas  that  prevailed  there,  and 
had  fully  adopted  the. doctrine  of  absolute  submission 
to  the  ruling  power.     She  had  therefore  wisely  judged 
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that  in  taking  sides  with  the  d'Esgrignons  her  husband 
would  please  the  Duchesse  de  Maufrigneuse  and  obtain, 
through  her,  the  influence  of  two  powerful  families 
on  which  her  father  could  relj'  when  the  oppor- 
tune moment  came  to  advance  her  husband  with  the 
king.  Camusot  might,  in  the  first  instance,  be  ap- 
pouiteil  judge  within  the  jurisdiction  of  Paris,  and  later 
in  the  city  itself.  This  coveted  promotion,  yearned 
for  at  every  moment  of  her  life,  would  give  them  a 
salary  of  six  thousand  francs,  the  comforts  of  a  home 
with  her  own  father  or  with  Camusot's,  and  thus  enable 
them  to  enjoy  the  benefits  of  both  .  paternal  fortunes. 
If  the  old  adage,  "out  of  sight,  out  of  mind,"  is  true 
in  the  case  of  most  women,  it  is  also  eminently  true  in 
regard  to  family  sentiments,  and  royal  and  ministerial 
favors.  From  time  immemorial  those  who  serve  kings 
personally  have  luck  in  their  own  affairs  ;  the  master 
takes  an  interest  in, a  man  whom  he  sees  daily,  be  it 
only  a  valet. 

Madame  Camusot,  who  considered  herself  only  a 
bird  of  passage  in  the  provinces,  had  taken  in  the  rue 
du  Cygne  a  little  house  of  a  poor  description ;  none 
of  the  rooms  were  ceiled,  they  all  showed  beams  or 
rafters  whitewashed.  The  judge's  study  was  that  of 
every  provincial  lawyer,  —  supplied  with  a  large  ma- 
hogany desk  and  armchair,  the  library  of  a  law-student, 
and  a  few  pieces  of  shabby  furniture  brought  from 
Paris.  Madame's  bedroom  was  an  indigenous  product, 
blue  and  white,  with  a  carpet  and  a  miscellaneous  col- 
lection of  furniture.  As  for  the  salon  on  the  ground- 
floor,  it  was  truly  provincial,  cold,  bare,  and  hung  with 
damp  and  faded  papers. 
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It  was  in  this  shabby  room,  without  other  view  than 
a  walnut-tree  in  the  middle  of  the  courtyard,  the  black- 
ened walls  of  which  divided  the  house  from  the  deserted 
street,  that  the  days  of  a  lively  and  eager  young 
woman  accustomed  to  the  pleasures  and  excitements  of 
Paris  were  now  spent;  alone  the  greater  part  of  the 
time;  or  receiving  the  wearisome  visits  of  silly 
women  who  made  her  prefer  her  dreary  solitude  to 
their  empty  talk,  during  which,  if  she  allowed  herself 
the  slightest  stroke  of  wit  or  sarcasm,  she  gave  rise  to 
interminable  comments  which  embittered  her  position. 
Occupied  with  her  children,  less  from  choice  than  to 
put  some  interest  into  her  solitary  life,  she  could  only 
eseicise  her  intellect  on  the  intrigues  which  went  on 
about  her,  on  the  underhand  dealings  and  practices  of 
provincials,  and  their  various  ambitions  cramped  into 
narrow  cii-cles.  She  was  quick  to  fathom  mysteries  that 
her  husband  did  not  even  perceive.  Her  eyes  were  on 
the  walnut-tree  as  she  sat  at  the  window  of  her  room 
holding  in  her  hand  a  piece  of  embroidery,  but  her 
mind  was  in  Paris,  where  all  was  pleasure,  all  was 
life;  she  dreamed  of  its  fetes  and  wept  to  find  herself 
in  that  cold  prison  of  the  provinces.  She  was  miserable 
also  in  the  fact  that  the  region  was  peaceful ;  no  con- 
spiracies, no  great  crimes,  no  "affairs"  took  place 
there.  She  saw  herself  indefinitely  under  the  shadow 
of  that  walnut-tree. 

Madame  Camusot  is  a  plump  little  woman,  fresh  and 
fair,  with  a  prominent  forehead,  a  pinched  mouth,  a 
forward  chin,  features  which  youth  renders  endurable, 
but  which  will  surely  make  her  seem  like  an  old  woman 
early.     Her  lively,  intelligent  eyes,  which  express  too 
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plainly  her  frank  desire  for  advancement  and  the  envy 
her  present  inferior  position  ia  rousing  in  her,  shine 
like  two  lights  in  an  otherwise  common  face,  and  ele- 
vate it  by  a  certain  force  of  sentiment  which  success 
wiU  extinguish  later.  At  this  period  of  her  life  she 
was  very  industrious  about  her  clothes ;  she  invented 
her  own  trimmings  and  even  embroidered  them  ;  she 
studied  her  toilets  with  her  charaber-niaid ,  a  woman 
brought  from  Paris,  and  thus  maintained  a  certain 
Parisian  reputation  in  the  provinces.  Her  caustic 
humor  made  her  feared;  she  was  never  loved.  With 
that  keen  investigating  spirit  which  characterizes 
women  who  are  unemploj'ed,  and  who  are  forced  to 
find  some  occupation  for  their  time,  she  had  ended  by 
discovering  the  secret  motives  and  opinions  of  the 
chief-justice  ;  and  in  consequence  of  these  discoveries, 
she  had  lately  urged  Camusot  to  declare  war  against 
him.  The  affair  of  the  young  Comte  d'Esgrignon 
seemed  to  her  an  excellent  opportunity.  Before  going 
that  evening  to  du  Croisier's  house  she  had  demon- 
strated to  her  husband  without  difficulty  that  in  this 
affair  the  de])uty-procu7-eur,  Sauvager,  was  evidently 
going  against  the  wishes  of  his  superiors.  Camusot's 
role,  she  told  him,  was  to  make  a  stepping-stone  of 
this  criminal  trial,  by  favoring  the  d'Esgrignon  family, 
who  would  prove  far  more  powerful  with  the  govern- 
ment than  the  du  Croisier  faction. 

"  Sauvager  will  never  marry  Mademoiselle  Duval ; 
they  have  only  held  that  out  to  him  as  a  bait.  He 
will  be  the  dupe  of  these  Machiavellis  of  the  Val- 
Noble,  to  whom  he  will  sacriiice  his  position. 
Camusot,  this    affair,  so   unfortunate  for  the    d'Es- 
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grignons,  and  so  treaclierously  carried  on  by  the 
chief-justice,  apparently  to  oblige  du  Croisier,  will  end 
favorably  for  no  one  but  you,"  she  said  in  conclusion. 

The  shrewd  Parisian  woman  had  fathomed  the  secret 
manoeuvres  of  the  chief-justice  toward  the  Blandureaus 
and  also  his  motives  for  thwarting  the  plans  of  old 
Blondet.  She  saw  no  profit  to  herself,  however,  in  en- 
lightening either  father  or  son  on  the  dangers  of  their 
situation ;  in  fact  she  enjoyed  this  comedy,  not  sus- 
pecting the  importance  it  might  assume  in  the  affair. 
But  in  case  her  husband's  position  was  assailed  by  the 
chief-justice,  Madame  Camusot  knew  that  she  could  in 
turn  assail  the  assailant  by  rousing  the  attention  of  the 
abstracted  horticulturist  to  the  projected  theft  of  the 
flower  he  proposed  to  transplant  to  his  own  home. 

Without  penetrating,  like  Madame  Camusot,  the 
secret  of  the  means  by  which  du  Croisier  and  the 
chief -justice  had  won  over  the  deputy -prociireur, 
Chesnel,  studying  these  divers  groups  and  interests, 
felt  that  his  reliance  must  be  on  the  procureur-du-roi, 
on  Miehu,  and  on  Camusot.  Two  judges  on  the 
d'Esgrignon  side  would  paralyze  the  affair ;  and  he 
knew  enough  of  old  Blondet's  wishes  to  feel  certain 
that  if  anything  could  warp  the  judge's  impartiality  it 
would  be  the  fulfilment  of  the  hope  of  his  life  :  namely, 
the  appointment  of  his  son  as  a  substitute-judge. 
Consequently  Chesnel  went  to  bed  that  night  full  of 
confidence,  intending  to  go  the  next  morning  and  see 
Monsieur  Blondet  and  offer  him  the  realization  of  the 
hopes  he  had  cherished  so  long,  and,  at  the  same  time, 
enlighten  him  on  the  subject  of  du  Eonceret's  treachery. 
After  winning  over  the  judge  he  would  go  diplomat!- 
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cally  to  Camusot  and  persuade  him,  if  not  of  the  inno- 
cence, at  least  of  the  mere  imprudence  of  Yicturnien, 
and  so  reduce  the  affair  to  the  simple  heedlessness  of 
a  young  man. 

Chesnel  did  not  sleep  either  peacefully  or  long ;  be- 
fore daylight  his  housekeeper  woke  him  up  to  see  a 
personage  of  some  importance  iu  this  history,  an  at- 
tractive young  man,  — •  no  other  than  the  Duchesse  de 
Maufrigueuse,  who  arrived  fi-oui  Paris  alone,  in  a 
caliche  with  post  horses,  and  dressed  in  man's  clothes. 

"  I  have  come  to  save  him  or  die  with  him,"  she  said 
to  the  notary,  who  thought  he  was  dreaming.  "I  have 
brought  a  hundred  thousand  francs  which  the  king  has 
given  me  out  of  his  private  purse  to  buy  Yicturnien 's 
innocence  if  his  adversary  is  corruptible.  Should  we 
fail,  I  have  poison  with  me  to  save  him  from  indictment. 
But  we  shall  not  fail.  The  j^^'ocureur-du-rol,  whom  I 
warned  of  what  was  going  on,  is  following  me.  He 
could  n't  accompany  me  for  he  wanted  to  get  his  orders 
from  the  Keeper  of  the  Seals." 

Chesnel,  wrapping  himself  in  his  dressing-gown,  fell 
at  her  feet  and  kissed  them. 

"  AVe  are  saved !"  he  cried;  then  he  went  to  give 
orders  to  Brigitte  to  prepare  all  the  duchess  needed 
after  her  long  night-journey.  But  before  she  rested  he 
made  an  appeal  to  her  courage  and  showed  her  the 
necessity  of  going  to  the  examining  judge  before  day- 
light, so  that  no  one  might  get  hold  of  the  secret  of  her 
coming. 

"  I  've  a  passport  in  due  form,"  she  said,  showing 
him  the  document,  in  which  she  was  described  as 
Monsieur  le  Vicomte  Felix  de  Vandenesse,  Master  of 
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Petitions,  and  private  secretary  to  the  king,  "and 
don't  I  play  my  role  of  man  exceedingly  well?"  she 
asked,  pushing  up  her  wig  a  la  Titus,  and  twirling  her 
cane. 

"Ah!  Madame  la  duchesse,  you  are  an  angel," 
cried  Chesnel,  with  tears  in  his  eyes  (she  was  fated  to 
be  an  angel,  even  in  men's  clothes).  "Button  up 
your  coat,  wrap  your  cloak  about  you  to  your  very 
nose,  take  my  arm,  and  let  us  hurry  to  Camusot  before 
it  leaks  out  that  you  are  here." 

"  Camusot !     Shall  I  see  a  man  named  Camusot?  " 

"A  man  who  has  the  nose  of  his  name,"  replied 
Chesnel. 

Though  his  heart  was  wrung  with  anxiety,  the  old 
notary  judged  it  best  to  follow  the  caprices  of  the 
duchess,  to  laugh  when  she  laughed,  to  weep  when  she 
wept ;  but  he  groaned  inwardly  at  the  levity  of  the 
woman  who,  while  doing  a  great  thing,  found  food  for 
frivolous  jesting. 

While  Chesnel  dressed,  Madame  de  Maufrigneuse 
drank  the  coffee  a  la  cr&me  which  Brigitte  served  to 
her,  and  discovered  the  superiority  of  provincial  cooks 
over  those  of  Paris,  who  disdain  such  minor  details  as 
coffee-making,  important  as  they  are  to  a  true  gour- 
mand.  Thanks  to  the  foresight  necessary  to  satisfy 
her  master's  love  of  good  eating,  Brigitte  was  able  to 
offer  the  duchess  an  excellent  collation.  After  which 
Chesnel  and  his  pretty  companion  started  for  the  house 
of  Monsieur  and  Madame  Camusot. 

"Ah!  if  there's  a  Madame  Camusot  the  affair  is 
easily  managed,''  said  the  duchess. 

"All  the  easier,"  replied  Chesnel,  "  because  madame 
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is  bored  to  death  among  provincials.  She  is  from 
Paris." 

"  Then  we  had  better  keep  no  secrets  from  her." 

"You  are  the  judge  as  to  what  we  must  hide  or 
reveal,"  said  Chesnel,  humbly.  "  I  think  she  would  be 
immensely  flattered  to  offer  hospitality  to  the  Duchesse 
de  Maufrigneuse.  In  order  not  to  compromise  us,  you 
will  have  to  stay  at  her  house  till  after  dark,  —  unless, 
of  course,  you  think  it  undesirable." 

"Is  she  handsome,  this  Madame  Camusot?"  asked 
the  duchess,  playing  the  fop. 

"  She  is  something  of  a  queen  in  her  own  home," 
replied  the  notary. 

"Then,  of  course,  she  meddles  in  her  husband's 
law  concerns.  It  is  ouly  in  France,  my  dear  Monsieur 
Chesnel,  that  j'ou  find  women  marrying  their  husbands 
so  effectually  that  they  marry  functions,  business,  and 
work  as  well.  In  Italy,  Spain,  and  England,  women 
make  it  a  point  of  honor  to  let  their  husbands  struggle 
with  sueli  cares  alone.  They  ignore  them  with  as  much 
pertinacity  as  our  bourgeoises  display  in  getting  at  the 
heart  of  such  matters.  Frenchwomen  want  to  know 
everything  in  conjugal  politics ;  they  are  incredibly 
jealous  on  that  point.  Consequently  in  all  the  difli- 
culties  of  life  in  France,  even  the  least,  you  will  invari- 
ably feel  the  hand  of  the  wife,  who  advises,  guides,  and 
inspires  her  husband.  Most  men  think  they  are  none 
the  worse  for  it.  In  England  a  married  man  might  be 
put  in  a  debtor's  prison,  and  on  his  return  home  his 
wife  would  make  him  a  scene  of  jealousy." 

"Here  we  are,"  said  Chesnel,  "without  meeting  a 
soul.     Madame  la  duchesse,  you  ought  to  have  all  the 
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more  power  here  because  the  father  of  Madame  Camu- 
sot  is  an  usher  to  the  king,  named  Thiriou." 

"And  the  king  never  remembered  it!  but  he  thinks 
of  nothing  now  !  "  ciied  the  ducliess.  "  It  was  Thirion 
who  ushered  us  in,  — the  Prince  de  Cadignan,  Monsieur 
de  Vandenesse,  and  me.  We  are  masters  here ;  no 
doubt  of  that.  Arrange  your  plans  with  the  husband 
while  I  talk  with  the  wife." 

The  maid-servant,  who  was  washing  and  dressing  the 
children,  ushered  .the  two  strangers  into  a  little  room 
without  any  fire. 

"  Carry  this  card  to  your  mistress,"  said  the  duchess 
in  the  maid's  ear,  "  and  don't  let  any  one  else  see  it. 
If  you  are  discreet  I  will  reward  you,  my  girl." 

The  woman  looked  amazed  at  hearing  a  feminine 
voice  from  the  lips  of  that  charming  young  man. 

"Wake  up  Monsieur  Camusot,"  said  Chesnel,  "and 
tell  him  I  want  to  see  him  on  a  matter  of  importance." 

The  maid-servant  went  upstairs.  A  few  minutes 
later  Madame  Camusot,  in  her  dressing-gown,  ran  down 
to  receive  the  duchess,  after  pushing  Camusot,  in  his 
night-shirt,  with  all  his  clothes  after  him,  into  his 
study,  where  she  ordered  him  to  dress  himself  and 
wait  for  her.  This  scenic  effect  was  produced  by  the 
card,  on  which  was  engraved,  "  La  Duchesse  de  Mau- 
frigneuse."  The  daughter  of  the  king's  usher  com- 
prehended the  aifair  at  a  glance. 

"Well,  well,  Monsieur  Chesnel,"  cried  the  maid, 
returning,  "  would  n't  one  think  a  hurricane  was  blow- 
ing through  the  house?  There's  monsieur  dressing  in 
his  study !     You  are  to  go  up  there  and  see  him." 

"  Silence  about  all  this,"  replied  the  notary. 
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Feeling  himself  supported  by  the  duchess,  who  had 
the  verbal  consent  of  the  king  to  measures  which  would 
save  the  Conite  d'Esgrignon,  Chesnel  now  assumed  an 
air  of  authority  which  served  him  far  better  with 
Camusot  than  the  humble  tone  he  would  have  other- 
wise taken  had  he  been  alone  and  unsupported. 

"  ilonsieur,"  he  said,  "  my  words  last  evening 
may  have  surprised  you,  but  they  were  serious.  The 
house  of  Esgrignon  counts  on  you  to  examine  this 
affair  —  from  which  it  must  issue  without  a  stain  — 
judiciously." 

"  Monsieur,"  replied  the  judge,  "I  shall  take  no  no- 
tice of  what  is  derogatory  to  me  and  subversive  of  justice 
in  youL-  words,  for,  up  to  a  certain  point,  your  position 
toward  the  d'Esgrignon  family  excuses  it.     But  —  " 

"  jNIonsieur,  pardon  me  for  interrupting  you,"  said 
Chesnel.  "I  have  come  to  tell  you  things  that  your 
superiors  think  but  cannot  say ;  things  which  able  men 
divine  at  once,  —  and  you  are  an  able  man.  Let  us 
suppose,  therefore,  that  this  young  man  has  acted  im- 
prudently ;  do  you  think  that  the  king,  the  court,  the 
ministry,  will  be  pleased  to  see  a  name  like  that  of 
Esgrignon  dragged  before  the  court  of  assizes?  Is 
it  for  the  interest  of  either  the  kingdom  or  the  coun- 
try that  the  old  historic  houses  should  fall?  Is  not 
equality',  the  great  word  of  the  Opposition  in  these 
days,  best  guaranteed  by  the  preservation  of  an  aris- 
tocracy consecrated  by  time  ?  "Well,  let  me  tell  you 
that  not  only  has  there  been  no  imprudence,  but  we 
have,  most  innocently,  fallen  into  a  trap." 

"I  am  curious  to  know  in  what  way,"  said  the 
judge. 


The   G-allery  of  Antiquities.  161 

"  Monsieur,"  replied  Chesnel,  "  for  the  last  two  years 
Monsieur  du  Croisier  has  allowed  the  Comte  d'Es- 
grignon  to  draw  upon  him  for  large  sums  of  money. 
We  can  produce  drafts  accepted  by  him  for  more  than 
three  hundred  thousand  francs,  which  sums  were  paid 
to  him  by  me  —  mark  this  —  both  before  and  after 
they  fell  due.  Monsieur  le  Comte  d'Esgrignon  is  able 
to  show  a  receipt  for  the  sum  drawn  by  him  anterior 
to  the  draft  now  called  a  forgery.  Do  you  not  see, 
therefore,  that  the  complaint  now  made  is  the  work  of 
hatred  and  partisanship?  This  accusation  of  the  heir 
of  an  old  family  by  the  most  dangerous  adversaries  of 
the  throne  and  altar  is,  in  fact,  a  vile  calumny.  There 
is  no  more  forgery  in  this  affair  than  T  am  guilty  of  in 
my  practice.  Summon  Madame  du  Croisier  before 
you ;  she  is  still  ignorant  of  this  charge  of  forgery. 
She  will  tell  you  that  I  myself  carried  the  money  to 
her  in  her  husband's  absence,  and  that  she  has  kept 
it  simply  because  he  did  not  ask  her  for  it.  Ques- 
tion du  Croisier  on  the  subject ;  he  will  tell  you  that 
he  was  not  aware  of  my  remittance  to  Madame  du 
Croisier." 

"Monsieur,"  replied  the  examining-judge,  "  such 
assertions  may  do  very  well  in  the  salon  of  Monsieur 
d'Esgrignon  or  among  persons  who  know  nothing  of 
business  ;  but  an  examining-judge,  unless  he  is  an  im- 
becile, will  not  believe  that  a  woman  so  submissive  to 
her  husband  as  Madame  du  Croisier  has  kept  in  her 
secretary  three  hundred  thousand  francs  without  a 
word  to  her  husband ;  nor  will  he  believe  for  a  moment 
that  an  old  notary  would  not  have  informed  Monsieur 
du  Croisier  of  this  remittance  on  his  return." 

11 
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"The  old  notary  was  in  Paris,  monsieur,  endeavor- 
ing to  cheek  the  dissipations  of  the  young  count." 

"I  have  not  yet  examined  the  Comte  d'Esgri- 
gnon,"  resumed  the  judge;  "  liis  answers  wUl  clear 
my  mind." 

"Is  he  in  solitary  confinement?  "  asked  the  notary. 

"  Yes." 

"  Monsieur,"  said  Chesuel,  seeing  the  danger,  "  the 
examination  may  be  conducted  either  favorably  or  un- 
favorably for  us ;  but  it  is  for  you  to  choose  between 
taking  !JIadame  du  Croisier's  deposition  as  to  the  fact 
of  the  remittance  of  the  money  before  the  draft  was 
made,  and  examining  a  poor  young  man  who,  in  his 
trouble,  may  forget  everything  and  so  commit  himself. 
You  must  consider  which  is  the  more  likely,  that  a 
woman  ignorant  of  business  should  forget  to  give  her 
husband  the  money,  or  that  a  d'Esgrignon  should  be 
guilty  of  forgery." 

"  All  that  has  nothing  to  do  with  it,"  said  the  judge  ; 
"the  question  is:  Did  Comte  d'Esgrignon  take  the 
bottom  of  a  letter  addressed  to  him  by  du  Croisier  and 
turn  it  into  a  draft  for  money?  " 

"Yes;  he  had  the  right  to  do  so,"  cried  Madame 
Camusot,  suddenly  appearing,  followed  by  a  handsome 
young  man.  "  Monsieur  Chesnel  had  paid  in  the 
money."  She  stooped  to  her  husband's  ear:  "You 
are  to  be  substitute-judge  in  Paris  at  the  first  vacancy ; 
you  are  serving  the  king  himself  in  this  affair.  T  am 
assured  of  that;  you  will  not  be  forgotten,"  she 
whispered.  "  This  young  man  is  the  Duchesse  de 
Maufrigneuse;  never  tell  that  you've  seen  her;  do  all 
they  want  for  the  young  count  boldly." 
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"Messieurs,"  said  the  judge,  "if  the  examination 
were  conducted  in  a  manner  to  show  tlie  innocence  of 
the  young  man,  how  can  I  answer  for  what  the  chief- 
justice  may  do?     Monsieur  Chesnel,  and  you,  my  dear, 
know  his  object  well  enough." 

"Ta,  ta,  ta!  "  said  Madame  Camusot,  "  go  and  see 
Monsieur  Michu  yourself  this  morning ;  tell  him  how 
the  arrest  of  the  young  count  was  made  ;  you  '11  be  two 
against  two,  at  any  rate.  Michu  is  from  Paris,  and 
you  know  his  devotion  to  the  nobility,  —  birds  of  a 
feather,  as  they  say." 

At  this  moment  the  voice  of  Mademoiselle  Cadot, 
Judge  Blondet's  housekeeper,  was  heard  at  the  door, 
saying  that  she  had  brought  an  urgent  letter.  Camusot 
went  out  and  soon  returned,  reading  these  words,  — 

"  The  assistant  chief-justice  requests  Monsieur  Camusot  to 
sit  on  the  bench  to-day  and  for  some  days  to  come  ;  so 
that  the  court  may  be  full  in  the  absence  of  the  chief- 
justice.     He  presents  his  compliments,"  etc. 

"  That  means  you  are  not  allowed  to  examine  the 
d'Esgrignon  affair,"  cried  Madame  Camusot.  "  Did  n't 
I  tell  you,  my  dear,  they  would  play  you  some  ugly 
trick?  The  chief-justice  has  gone  to  prejudice  the 
procureur-dii-roi  against  you.  They  are  delaying  the 
examination  on  that  pretext ;  and  before  you  can  make 
it,  you  will  lose  your  place.     Is  n't  that  clear?  " 

"  No,  you  will  not  lose  your  place,  monsieur,"  said 
the  duchess.  "The  procureur-du-roi  will,  I  trust,  ar- 
rive in  time." 

"When  the  procureur-du-roi  comes,"  said  little 
Madame  Camusot,  eagerly,  "  he  must  find  the  matter 
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all  settled.  Yes,  my  dear,  yes,"  she  added  to  her 
stupefied  husband.  "Ah!  old  hypocrite  of  a  chief- 
justice  !  You  think  to  play  wily  with  us,  but  you  '11 
repent  it !  you  want  to  serve  us  a  dish  of  your  own 
concoction  ;  you  shall  have  two,  cooked  by  your  hand- 
maid, Ce'cile-Amelie  Thirion  !  Poor  good  old  Blondet ! 
luckj'  for  him  that  Du  Ronceret  has  gone  off  to 
destroy  us ;  it  will  end  in  his  marrying  that  booby  of 
a  son  to  JIademoiselle  Blandureau.  I  '11  sow  some 
seeds  into  Pere  Blondet  myself.  You,  Camusot,  must 
go  at  once  to  Monsieur  Michu,  while  Madame  la 
dnchesse  and  I  go  and  talk  to  old  Blondet.  You  may 
expect  to  hear  by  nightfall  that  I  have  been  walking 
the  streets  with  a  young  lover.     Come,  madame." 
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XI. 


A   JUDICIAL   BATTLE. 


Madame  Camusot  took  the  arm  of  the  duchess  and 
led  her  through  the  loneliest  streets  of  the  town  to 
Judge  Blondet's  house.  Chesnel  during  this  time  went 
to  see  the  young  count  in  prison,  where  Oamusot  gave 
him  an  order  of  admittance  to  the  solitary  cells. 

The  cooks  and  servants  and  others  who  get  up  early 
in  the  provinces,  seeing  Madame  Camusot  and  the 
duchess  making  their  way  through  the  back  streets, 
were  certain  that  the  elegant  young  man  was  a  lover 
from  Paris.  As  Cecile-Amflie  had  foreseen,  the  news 
of  her  behavior  circulated  through  the  town,  and 
before  night  had  given  rise  to  much  gossip. 

Madame  Camusot  and  her  assumed  lover  found  old 
Blondet  in  his  greenhouse.  He  saluted  the  wife  of  his 
colleague  and  her  companion,  casting  an  uneasy  and 
scrutinizing  look  on  the  handsome  j'oung  man. 

"  I  have  the  honor  to  present  to  you  a  cousin  of 
my  husband,"  said  Madame  Camusot,  motioning  to  the 
duchess,  "  one  of  the  most  distinguished  horticulturists 
of  Paris,  now  on  his  way  back  from  Brittany,  who  can 
only  stay  with  us  for  this  one  day.  Having  heard  of 
your  beautiful  flowers  and  shrubs,  he  was  most  anxious 
to  see  them,  and  I  have  ventured  to  bring  him  here  at 
this  early  hour,  hoping  to  find  you  at  home." 
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"Ah!  monsieur  is  a  flower-lover,"  said  the  old 
judge. 

The  duchess  bowed  without  speaking. 

"Here,"  said  the  judge,  "is  my  coffee-plant,  and 
also  my  tea-plant." 

"Why,"  asjied  iladame  Camusot,  "did  the  chief- 
justice  go  to  Paris?  I'll  lay  a  wager  his  journey  con- 
cerns Monsieur  Camusot." 

"Yes,  it  does.  Here,  monsieur,  is  the  choicest 
cactus  in  existence,"  he  continued,  showing  a  plant  in 
a  pot  which  looked  like  a  rattan  cane  covered  with 
leprosy.  "It  comes  from  New  Holland.  You  are 
ver_y  young,  monsieur,  to  be  a  horticulturist." 

"  Dear  Monsieur  Blondet,  leave  your  flowers  for 
a  minute,"  said  Madame  Camusot;  "I  want  to  speak 
to  you  about  your  plans,  your  hopes.  I  mean  the 
marriage  of  your  son  to  Mademoiselle  Blandureau. 
You  are  duped  by  the  chief-justice." 

"  Pooh  !  "  said  the  judge,  incredulously. 

"Yes,"  she  continued;  "  if  j'ou  cultivated  society 
a  little  more  and  your  flowers  a  little  less,  you  would 
know  that  the  dot  and  the  hopes  j'ou  have  planted,- 
watered,  raked,  and  weeded,  are  on  the  point  of  being 
gathered  by  tricky  fingers." 

"Madame!  " 

"Ah!  nobody  of  this  town  would  have  the  courage 
to  face  the  wrath  of  the  chief-justice  by  warning  3'ou. 
But  I,  who  am  not  a  native,  and  who  hope  and  expect 
before  long  to  go  to  Paris,  I  can  tell  you  that  Chesnel's 
successor  has  formally  asked  the  hand  of  Claire  Blan- 
dureau for  that  young  du  Eonceret,  to  whom  his  father 
and  mother  give  a  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  francs. 
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As  to  Fabien  himself,  he  has  promised  to  enter  the  bar 
in  order  to  get  the  judge's  place  that  you  want  for 
your  son.'' 

The  old  judge  dropped  the  pot  he  had  taken  in  his 
liand  to  show  the  duchess. 

"Ah,  my  cactus!  oh,  my  son!  Mademoiselle 
Blandureau  !  oh,  see  !  the  flower  is  broken  off  1 " 

"  No,  it  is  n't;  3'ou  can  stick  it  up,"  said  Madame 
Camusot,  laughing.  "If  you  want  to  see  your  son 
made  judge  within  a  month,  we  will  tell  you  how  to 
manage  it." 

"  Monsieur,"  said  the  judge  to  the  duchess,  "come 
this  way;  you  shall  see  my  pelargoniums,  a  magnifi- 
cent sight  when  they  flower.  Why,"  he  asked,  return- 
ing to  Madame  Camusot,  "  do  you  talk  to  me  of  such 
matters  before  your  cousin  ?  " 

"  Because  everything  depends  on  him,"  replied 
Madame  Camusot. 

"Pooh!" 

"  That  young  man  is  a  flower." 

"Ah!" 

"That's  the  Duchesse  de  Maufrigneuse,  sent  here 
by  the  king  to  save  young  d'Esgrignon,  arrested 
yesterday  on  a  charge  of  forgery  brought  against  him 
by  du  Croisier.  Madame  la  duchesse  has  the  word  of 
the  Keeper  of  the  Seals  that  he  will  ratify  whatever 
promises  she  makes   to  us  — " 

"My  cactus  is  safe!  "  said  the  judge,  who  was  all 
the  while  examining  his  precious  plant.  "Go  on; 
I'm.  listening  to  you." 

"  Consult  with  Camusot  and  Michu  how  to  smother 
the  affair  at  once,  and  your  son  will  get  the  place.    His 
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appointment  shall  be  sent  down  in  time  to  defeat  du 
Roneei-et's  intrigues  with  the  Blandureans.  Your  son 
will  do  better  still.  Within  a  year  he  can  succeed 
Monsieur  Camusot.  The  procureur-du-roi  will  be  here 
to-day.  Monsieur  Sauvager  will  probably  be  forced  to 
send  in  his  resignation  on  account  of  his  conduct  in 
this  affair.  My  husband  will  show  you  documents 
which  establish  the  innocence  of  the  young  count,  and 
will  prove  that  the  forgery  was  a  trap  laid  for  him 
by  du  Croisier." 

The  old  judge  entered  the  Olympic  amphitheatre  of 
his  pelargoniums  and  bowed  to  the  duchess. 

"  Monsieur,"  he  said,  "  if  what  you  desire  is  legal, 
it  can  be  done." 

"Monsieur,"  replied  the  duchess,  "place  your 
resignation  in  the  hands  of  Monsieur  Chesnel  to- 
morrow, and  I  promise  to  send  down  the  appointment 
of  your  son  within  a  week.  But  do  not  give  in  your 
resignation  till  you  have  heard  the  procureur-du-roi 
confirm  what  I  say.  You  lawyers  understand  each 
other  best.  Only,  you  must  let  him  know  that  the 
Duchesse  de  Maufrigneuse  has  pledged  her  word  to 
you.  Remember  to  keep  my  visit  here  a  secret,"  she 
added. 

The  old  judge  kissed  her  hand  and  liegan  to  gather, 
pitilessly,  the  finest  flowers  of  his  collection,  which  he 
offered  to  her. 

"No,  no!"  she  cried,  "  give  them  to  roadame ;  it 
is  n't  natural  to  see  a  young  man  wearing  flowers  when 
he  has  a  pretty  woman  on  his  arm." 

"  Before  you  go  to  court,"  said  Madame  Camusot, 
"  go  to  Chesnel's  successor  and  ask  about  the  proposals 
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he  has  made  to  the  Blandureaus  iii  the  name  of  Mon- 
sieur and  Madame  du  Rouceret." 

The  old  judge,  thunderstruck  by  the  duplicity  of  the 
chief-justice,  stood  planted  on  his  legs  behind  his  iron 
gateway,  gazing  at  the  two  women  as  they  hurried 
away  through  the  side  streets.  He  saw  the  edifice  of 
his  hopes,  built  slowly  and  painfully  during  the  last 
ten  years,  undermined  and  crumbling  down.  Could  it 
be  true?  Pie  suspected  some  trieic,  and  lie  hurried  to 
the  office  of  C'besnel's  successor. 

At  half-past  nine  o'clock,  before  the  court  opened, 
the  three  judges,  Blondet,  Camusot,  and  Michu,  arrived 
with  extraordinary  punctuality  in  their  council-cham- 
ber, the  door  of  which  was  carefully  closed  by  the  old 
judge  as  the  last  two  entered  together.. 

""Well,  monsieur,"  said  Michu,  addressing  him,  "so 
Monsieur  Sauvager  has  obtained  a  warrant  against  the 
Comte  d'Esgrignon  without  consulting  the  procureur- 
du-roi,  and  solely  to  gratify  the  malice  of  du  Croisier, 
an  enemy  to  the  king's  government.  That  s  a  pretty 
topsy-turvy  !  The  chief -justice,  on  his  part,  has  gone 
away  and  stopped  the  examination ;  we  know  nothing 
of  the  facts  of  the  case.  Can  it  be  that  they  are  trying 
to  force  our  hand  ?  " 

' '  This  is  the  first  word  that  I  have  heard  of  the 
affair,"  said  the  old  judge,  furious  at  the  actions  of  the 
chief-justice  in  regard  to  the  Blandureaus. 

Chesnel's  successor,  a  tool  of  du  Ronceret's,  had 
fallen  into  a  trap  laid  for  him  by  Blondet  to  discover 
the  truth,  and  had  just  betrayed  the  secret. 

"How  fortunate  that  we  have  spoken  of  it,  my  dear 
master!  "  said  Camusot  to  the  old  judge,   "  otherwise 
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your  son  would  never  have  sat  upon  the  fleurs-de-lis  or 
married  Mademoiselle  Blaudureau." 

"But  the  point  in  question  is  not  my  son,  or  his 
marriage,"  said  the  judge;  "it  concerns  the  young 
Comte  d'Esgrignon  :  is  he  or  is  he  not  guilty?  " 

"It  seems,"  replied  Monsieur  Michu,  "that  the 
money  was  placed  in  Madame  du  Croisier's  hands  by 
Chesnel,  during  her  husband's  absence,  and  they  have 
simply  made  a  crime  out  of  an  irregularity.  The 
young  man,  as  stated  in  the  complaint,  took  the  lower 
part  of  a  letter  on  which  du  Croisier  had  signed  his 
name,  and  made  it  into  a  draft  on  the  Kellers." 

"  A  great  imprudence  !  "  said  Camusot. 

"  But  if  du  Croisier  had  already  received  the 
money,"  said  Blondet,  '•'  why  does  he  complain?  " 

"He  does  not  know,  or  he  pretends  not  to  know, 
that  his  wife  received  the  money,"  said  Camusot. 

"  A  provincial  revenge,"  said  Michu. 

"Yet  it  certainly  looks  to  me  like  forgery,"  said 
old  Blondet,  the  light  of  whose  judicial  conscience  no 
sense  of  anger  could  darken. 

"  Do  you  think  so?  "  said  Camusot.  "  But,  in  the 
first  place,  supposing  that  the  young  count  had  no 
right  to  draw  on  du  Croisier,  the  signature  is  not 
forged.  The  count,  however,  thought  himself  justified 
by  the  information  sent  him  by  Chesnel  that  the  money 
had  been  paid  in." 

"In  that  case,  where  can  any  crime  at  all  be 
charged?  The  essence  of  forgery  in  civil  matters  is 
that  it  constitutes  a  damage  to  another  person." 

"  Precisely;  but  if  we  consider  du  Croisier's  version 
as  true,  it  is  clear  that  the  signature  was  diverted  from 
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its  original  purpose  and  used  to  draw  a  sum  from  the 
Kellers,  whom  du  Croisier  had  instructed  to  advance  no 
more  money,"  replied  Camusot. 

"  This  charge,  messieurs,"  said  Blondet,  "  strikes  me 
as  trumperj'.  You  had  the  money;  I,  Comte  d'Es- 
grignon,  ought  to  have  waited  for  an  order  from  you; 
but  I  was  in  urgent  need  of  money,  and  I  —  oh, 
come  now!  that  complaint  is  spite,  or  vengeance.  The 
law  requires,  to  constitute  forgery,  that  there  shall 
be  an  intention  to  fraudulently  obtain  a  sum  of  money, 
and  gain  a  benefit  to  which  we  are  not  entitled.  There 
is  no  forgery  in  this  case,  either  under  the  terms  of 
Roman  law  or  under  those  of  existing  jurisprudence. 
Forgery  carries  with  it  the  intent  to  steal ;  but  where 
is  the  theft  in  this  case?  What  a  strange  state  of 
things!  here  is  the  chief- justice  gone  away  in  order 
to  put  a  stop  to  an  examination  which  ought  to  have 
been  made  promptly.  I  find  I  never  really  knew  the 
chief-justice  until  to-day  ;  in  future  he  may  draft  his 
own  judgments  himself.  You  ought  to  lose  no  time 
in  making  the  examination,  Monsieur  Camusot." 

"  Yes,"  said  Michu  ;  "  and  my  opinion  is  that  instead 
of  setting  the  young  man  at  liberty  under  bail  it  would 
be  well  to  clear  him  at  once.  All  depends  on  the  ex- 
aminations of  du  Croisier  and  his  wife.  You  could 
summon  them  while  the  session  is  going  on,  Monsieur 
Camusot,  receive  their  testimony  before  four  o'clock, 
make  your  report  to-night,  and  we  will  take  up  the 
case  at  once  and  decide  it  to-morrow  before  the 
session." 

"While  the  lawyers  are  pleading,  we  can  agree  on 
the  course  to  follow,"  said  Blondet  to  Camusot. 
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After  which  the  three  judges  put  on  their  robes  and 
entered  the  court-room. 

At  twelve  o'clock  Monseigneur  the  bishop  accom- 
panied Mademoiselle  Armande  to  the  hotel  d'Esgrignon, 
where  he  met  Madame  du  Croisier's  confessor,  Mon- 
sieur Couturier,  and  Chesael.  After  a  short  con- 
ference between  the  prelate  and  the  confessor,  the 
latter  left  the  house  to  visit  his  penitent. 

An  hour  earlier,  du  Croisier  had  received  a  summons 
to  appear,  between  one  and  two  o'clock,  at  the  office  of 
the  examining-judge.  He  obeyed  it  under  the  pressure 
of  legitimate  suspicions.  The  chief-justice,  unable,  of 
course,  to  foresee  the  arrival  of  the  Duchesse  de  Mau- 
frigneuse,  that  of  the  procureur-du-roi,  and  the  sudden 
confederation  of  the  three  judges,  had  forgotten  to 
trace  out  a  line  of  conduct  to  du  Croisier  in  case  the 
examination  should,  after  all,  begin.  Xeither  of  them 
expected  such  celerity.  Du  Croisier  hastened  to  obey 
the  summons,  in  order  to  discover,  if  possible,  Camusot's 
bias.     He  was  consequently  obliged  to  answer. 

The  judge  put  to  him  summarily  the  following  six 
questions :  "Was  the  signature  to  the  so-called  forged 
draft  genuine  ?  Had  he  transacted  business  with 
the  Comte  d'Esgrignon  before  the  draft  was  made? 
Was  Comte  d'Esgrignon  in  the  habit  of  drawing  bills 
of  exchange  upon  him  with  and  without  notice  ?  Had 
he  not  written  letters  in  which  he  authorized  Monsieur 
d'Esgrignon  to  draw  upon  him  at  any  time  ?  Had 
Maitre  Chesnel  paid  in  to  him  on  -several  occasions  the 
money  so  drawn?  AYas  he  absent  from  town  at  a 
certain  period? 

These  questions  were,  of  course,  answered  in  the 
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aflBrmative  by  du  Croisier.  In  spite  of  his  attempts  at 
verbal  explanation,  the  judge  held  him  steadily  to  the 
alternative  of  yes  or  no.  When  these  questions  and 
answers  were  entered  upon  the  written  report,  the  judge 
ended  the  examination  with  the  following  astounding 
question :  — 

' '  Did  du  Croisier  know  that  the  amount  of  the  so- 
called  forged  draft  had  been  deposited  with  him, 
according  to  the  declaration  of  Maitre  Chesuel  and 
a  letter  of  advice  from  the  said  Chesnel  to  Comte 
d'Esgrignon,  five  days  before  the  date  of  the  draft?" 

This  question  terrified  du  Croisier.  He  asked  what 
such  an  inquiry  meant.  Was  he  supposed  to  be  the 
guilty  man,  and  Comte  d'Esgrignon  the  coinplainaut? 
He  remarked  also  that  if  the  money  had  been  in 
his  hands  he  should  have  had  no  grounds  for  the 
charge. 

"Justice  is  enlightened,"  said  the  judge,  dismissing 
him,  and  taking  due  note  of  du  Croisier's  last  remark. 

"  But,  monsieur,  the  money  — " 

"You  will  find  it  in  your  own  possession,"  replied 
the  judge. 

Chesnel,  also  summoned,  explained  the  circum-. 
stances.  The  truth  of  his  assertion  was  corroborated 
by  Madame  du  Croisier's  deposition.  The  judge  had 
already  examined  Comte  d'Esgrignon,  who,  prompted 
by  Chesnel,  produced  the  first  letter,  in  which  du 
Croisier  requested  the  young  man  to  draw  upon  him 
without  giving  himself  the  trouble  to  deposit  the  money 
in  advance.  He  also  produced  Chesnel's  letter  to  him 
advising  him  of  the  deposit  of  three  hundred  thousand 
francs   with  du  Croisier.      With   such  testimony  and 
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documents  the  innocence  of  the  young  count  could  not 
fail  to  appear  before  the  court. 

Du  Croisier  was  white  with  anger  when  he  reached 
home  ;  his  lips  foamed  with  his  concentrated  rage.  He 
found  his  wife  sitting  in  the  salon  at  the  corner  of  the 
fireplace  doing  worsted  work.  She  trembled  when  she 
raised  her  ej-es  to  his ;  but  she  had  chosen  her  course 
and  meant  to  keep  it. 

"Madame,"  stuttered  du  Croisier,  "what  testimony 
did  you  give  before  tlie  judge?  You  have  dishonored, 
betrayed,  destroyed  me  !  " 

"I  have  saved  you,  monsieur,"  she  replied.  "If 
you  have  the  honor  some  day  to  ally  yourself  to  the 
d'Esgriguon  family  by  the  marriage  of  your  niece  with 
the  young  count,  you  will  owe  it  to  the  course  I  have 
just  taken." 

' '  A  miracle  indeed  !  Balaam's  she-ass  speaks  !  " 
he  cried.  "I  shall  never  be  surprised  again.  Where 
are  the  three  hundred  thousand  francs  Monsieur  Camu- 
sot  says  are  in  mj'  possession?" 

"  Here,"  she  said,  taking  the  roll  of  bank-bills  from 
beneath  her  sofa-pillow.  "I  did  not  commit  a  sin  in 
declaring  that  Monsieur  Chesnel  gave  them  to  me." 

"  In  my  abseuce?" 

"  You  were  not  here." 

' '  Do  you  swear  that  on  your  eternal  salvation  ?  " 

"  I  swear  it,"  she  said  calmlj'. 

"  Why  did  you  never  tell  me?  "  he  asked. 

"I  did  wrong  in  not  doing  so,"  replied  his  wife; 
"but  my  mistake  leads  to  your  advantage.  Your 
niece  will  one  day  be  Marquise  d'Esgrignon,  and  per- 
haps you  yourself  may  be  deputy  if  you  conduct  your- 
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self  wisely  in  this  deplorable  affair.  You  have  gone 
too  far;    endeavor  to  retrace  your  steps." 

Du  Croisier  walked  up  and  down  the  salon  in  great 
agitation  of  mind  ;  aiid  his  wife  awaited,  in  equal  a<j,ita- 
tion,  the  result  of  this  promenade.  Finally  du  Croisitr 
raijg  the  bell. 

"  I  shall  receive  no  one  this  evening  ;  close  the  great 
gate,"  he  said  to  the  footman.  "  To  all  who  come  you 
will  say  that  niadame  and  I  are  in  the  country.  We 
shall  start  directly  after  dinner,  which  you  are  to  serve 
half  an  hour  earlier  than  usual." 

That  evening  all  the  salons,  all  the  shopkeepers,  the 
paupers,  the  beggars,  the  nobility,  the  business  men  — 
in  short,  the  whole  town  —  talked  of  the  great  news : 
the  arrest  of  Comte  d'Esgri^non  on  a  charge  of  for- 
gery!  A  d'Esgrignon  would  appear  before  the  court 
of  assizes !  b'e  condemned  and  branded !  Those  to 
whom  the  honor  of  the  house  of  d'Esgrignon  was  pre- 
cious denied  the  fact.  After  nightfall  Chesnel  went  to 
Madame  Camusot's  house  to  fetch  the  young  stranger, 
whom  he  took  to  the  hotel  d'Esgrignon,  where  Made- 
moiselle Armande  awaited  her.  The  poor  aunt  led  the 
duchess  to  her  own  room,  which  she  gave  up  to  her; 
the  bishop  was  installed  in  Victurnien's. 

When  Armande  was  alone  with  the  duchess,  she 
gave  her  a  piteous  look. 

"You  owe  your  help  to  the  unhappy  child  who  has 
ruined  himself  for  you,  raadame,"  she  said,  —  "a  child 
to  whom  everything  iiere  has  been  sacrificed." 

The  duchess  had  already  cast  her  woman's  glance 
around  the  room  and  seen  the  image  of  the  life  of  its 
noble  occupant :    that   cold,   barren    room,   without  a 
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sign  of  luxury,  was  like  the  cell  of  a  nun.  Diane  de 
Mauf  rigneuse,  deeply  moved  as  she  thought  of  the  past, 
the  present,  and  the  future  of  that  existence,  and  recog- 
nized the  unspeakable  contrast  her  own  presence  made 
tliere.  could  not  restrain  her  tears,  which  rolled  down 
her  cheeks  and  were  her  only  answer. 

"  Ah  !  I  do  wrong ;  forgive  me,  Madame  la  duchesse." 
said  the  Christian,  rising  above  Victuniieu's  aunt ;  "  you 
were  ignorant  of  our  poverty.  A'ieturnien  was  inca- 
pable of  telling  you.  Besides,  now  that  1  see  you,  all 
things  seem  explained,  even  crime." 

Mademoiselle  Armande,  thin,  withered,  and  pale,  but 
beautiful  like  those  stiff,  attenuated  forms  which  Ger- 
man painters  alone  know  how  to  render,  had  tears  in 
her  eyes. 

"Be  comforted,  dear  angel,"  said  the  duchess  at  last ; 
"  he  is  saved." 

"Yes,  but  his  honor,  his  future!  Chesnel  told  me 
that  the  king  knows  all." 

"  We  will  try  to  repair  the  evil,"  said  the  duchess. 

Mademoiselle  Armande  went  down  to  the  salon, 
where  she  found  the  Gallery  of  Antiquities  assembled 
in  full  force.  All  its  members  were  present,  as  much 
to  do  honor  to  Monseigneur  as  to  rally  round  the  mar- 
quis. Chesnel,  stationed  in  the  antechamber,  requested 
each  arrival  to  keep  the  deepest  silence  on  the  great 
affair,  that  the  venerable  marquis  might  get  no  inkling 
of  it.  The  loyal  Frank  was  capable  of  killing  his  son 
or  du  Croisier ;  either  would  have  seemed  to  him  equally 
guilty.  By  a  strange  chance,  the  marquis,  happy  in  his 
son's  return  to  Paris,  talked  more  than  usual  of  ^'ic- 
turnien.     Victurnien  was  soon  to  have  a  place  in  the 
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king's  household ;  the  king  had  at  last  remembered  the 
d'Esgrignons.  All  present,  with  death  in  their  souls, 
praised  Victurnien's  good  conduct.  Blademoiselle  Ar- 
mande  prepared  the  way  for  the  sudden  apparition  of 
her  nephew,  by  saying  she  had  urged  him  to  pay  them 
a  visit,  and  be  might  be  even  now  on  the  road. 

"Bah!"  said  the  marquis,  standing  before  the  fire- 
place, "  he  is  managing  affairs  so  well  where  he  is,  he 
ought  to  stay  there,  and  not  think  of  the  joy  liis  old 
father  would  have  in  seeing  him.  The  king's  service 
first,  before  all  else." 

Those  who  heard  that  sentence  shuddered.  The 
trial  might  end  in  giving  the  shoulder  of  a  d'Esgrignon 
to  the  branding  of  an  executioner.  There  was  a  mo- 
ment of  awful  silence.  The  old  Marquise  de  Casteran 
could  not  restrain  a  tear,  which  rolled  through  her 
rouge  as  she  turned  away  her  head. 

The  next  morning,  about  midday,  the  weather  being 
superb,  the  whole  population  turned  into  the  streets, 
and  from  group  to  group  the  one  topic  of  discourse 
was  the  great  affair.  Was  the  young  count,  or  was  he 
not,  in  prison?  At  this  moment  the  well-known  tilbury 
of  Comte  d'Esgrignon  was  seen  coming  down  the  rue 
Saint-Blaise  from  the  prefecture.  It  was  driven  by 
the  count  himself,  accompanied  by  an  elegant  young 
man ;  both  were  laughing  and  talking  gayly,  and  each 
had  a  Bengal  rose  in  his  buttonhole.  They  created  a 
scenic  effect  impossible  to  describe. 

At  ten  o'clock  a  verdict  of  non-lieu  had  set  the 
young  count  at  liberty.  Du  Croisier  was  thunderstruck 
by  a  rider  which  resei-ved  to  the  Comte  d'Esgrignon 
the  right  to  sue  him  for  calumny.     Old  Chesnel  walked 
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up  the  Grande-Rue,  as  if  by  chance,  while  Vieturnien 
drove  down,  saving  to  all  who  qnestioned  him  that  du 
Croisier  had  laid  an  infamous  trap  against  the  honor 
of  the  house  of  Esgrignon,  and  that  if  he  was  not 
sued  for  calumny  he  miglit  laj'  his  escape  to  the  noble 
feelings  which  actuated  the  d'Esgriguon  familj'. 

On  the  evening  of  that  famous  day,  after  the  !Mar- 
quis  d'Esgrignon  had  gone  to  bed,  the  young  count. 
Mademoiselle  Avmande,  and  the  handsome  young  man, 
who  was  about  to  return  to  Paris,  were  in  the  salon 
alone  with  the  Chevalier,  from  whom  the  sex  of  the 
charming  youth  could  no  longer  be  concealed. 

"  The  house  of  Esgrignon  is  saved,"  said  C'hesnel.; 
'■but  it  will  not  recover  from  this  sliock  in  a  hun- 
dred j'ears.  We  must  now  pay  the  debt,  and  the 
only  course  open  to  you,  Monsieur  le  comte,  is  to 
marry  an  heiress." 

"  And  take  her  where  you  can  find  her,"  said  the 
duchess. 

"Another  mesalliance!"  exclaimed  Mademoiselle 
Armande. 

The  duchess  laughed. 

"  It  is  better  to  marry  than  die,"  she  said,  drawing 
from  the  pocket  of  her  waistcoat  a  little  phial  given  her 
by  the  apothecary  of  the  Tuile^ies. 

Mademoiselle  made  a  gesture  of  horror;  bat  old 
Chesnel  took  the  duchess's  hand,  and  kissed  it  with- 
out permission. 

"You  are  all  crazy  here,"  said  the  duchess.  "  You 
expect  to  stay  in  the  iifteenth  century  when  the  rest  of 
us  are  living  in  the  nineteenth.  'Sly  dear  innocents, 
there 's  no  longer  a  nobility  ;  there  's  nothing  left  but  an 
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aristocracy.  Napoleon's  civil  Code  killed  pedigrees  as 
his  cannon  had  already  killed  feudality.  You  will  be 
greater  nobles  than  you  are  now  when  you  have 
money.  Marry  whom  you  will,  Victu-rnien,  j'ou  will 
ennoble  your  wife ;  that  is  the  most  solid  privilege  that 
remains  to  French  nobles.  Monsieur  de  Talleyrand 
married  Madame  Grandt  without  degrading  himself ; 
and  remember  that  Louis  XIV.  married  the  widow 
Scarron." 

"But  he  did  not  marry  her  for  money,"  said  Made- 
moiselle Armande. 

"  If  the  Comtesse  d'Esgrignon  were  the  niece  of  a 
du  Croisier,  would  you  receive  her  ?  "  said  Chesnel  to 
the  duchess. 

"  Possibly,"  she  replied.  "  But  the  king  would 
undoubtedly,  and  with  pleasure.  Do  none  of  j'ou 
understand  what  is  going  on?  "  she  continued,  seeing 
the  astonisliment  on  their  faces.  "  Victurnien  has  been 
in  Paris ;  he  knows  how  things  are.  We  were  more 
powerful  under  Napoleon.  Victurnien,  marry  Made- 
moiselle Duval,  or  any  woman  you  like  better;  she 
will  be  Marquise  d'Esgrignon  just  as  much  as  I  am 
.Duchesse  de  Maufrigneuse." 

"  All  is  lost,  even  honor,"  said  the  Chevalier,  with  a 
melancholy  gesture. 

"  Adieu,  Victurnien,"  said  the  duchess,  kissing  him 
on  the  forehead.  "  We  shall  not  meet  again.  The 
best  thing  for  you  to  do  is  to  live  on  your  estates ;  the 
air  of  Paris  does  not  agree  with  you." 

"  Diane  !  "  cried  the  young  count,  in  despair. 

"  Monsieur,  you  forget  yourself,"  said  the  duchess, 
coldly,  casting  aside  the  rdle  of  man,  and  becoming. 
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once  more  not  only  an  angel,  but  a  duchess,  and  not 
only  a  duchess,  but  Moliere's  Celimfene. 

She  bowed  with  dignity  to  each  of  the  four  persons 
present,  and  obtained  from  the  Chevalier  the  last  tear 
of  admiration  which  he  shed  in  the  service  of  the  fair 
sex. 

"How  like  she  is  to  the  Princess  Goritza!"  he 
exclaimed  in  a  low  voice. 

Diane  had  departed.  The  crack  of  the  postilion's 
whip  told  Victurnien  that  the  fine  romance  of  his  first 
passion  was  ended.  While  he  was  in  danger  the 
duchess  could  still  see  a  lover  in  the  count;  but,  once 
saved,  she  despised  him  for  the  weak  being  that  he 
was. 

Six  months  later,  Camusot  was  appointed  a  substi- 
tute-judge in  Paris,  and  not  long  after  that,  examiu- 
iug-judge.  Jlichu  became  procurear-du-roi.  The 
worthy  Blondet  was  made  Councillor  in  the  Koyal 
court,  where  he  remained  long  enough  to  retire  with  a 
pension  to  his  pretty  little  house  and  his  precious  gar- 
den. Joseph  Blondet  obtained  his  father's  place,  but 
with  no  prospect  of  promotion ;  he  married  ]Made- 
moiselle  Blandureau,  who  is  bored  to  death  among 
the  flowers,  like  a  carp  in  a  marble  basin.  iMichu 
and  Camusot  received  the  cross  of  the  Legion  of 
honor,  and  old  Blondet  received  that  of  an  officer.  As 
for  the  deputy-pj'OCMreiti',  Monsieur  Sauvager,  he  was 
removed  to  Corsica,  to  the  great  satisfaction  of  du 
Croisier,  who  had  certainly  no  desire  to  give  him  his 
niece. 

Du  Croisier,  instigated  by  du  Eouceret,  appealed  to 
the  Eoyal  court  against  the  verdict  of  non-lieu,  and  lost 
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his  case.  The  royalists,  on  their  side,  related  the 
shocking  plot  which  revenge  had  put  into  the  head  of 
the  "infamous  du  Croisier."  A  duel  took  place  be- 
tween du  Croisier  and  Victurnien.  Chance  sustained 
the  former,  who  wounded  the  young  count  dangerously, 
and  maintained  his  charges.  The  struggle  between 
the  two  parties  was  much  envenomed  by  this  affair, 
which  the  liberals  brought  forward  on  all  occasions. 
Du  Croisier,  constantly  defeated  at  the  elections,  saw 
no  chance  of  marrying  his  niece  to  Victurnien,  especially 
after  this  duel. 

A  month  after  the  Eoyal  court  confirmed  the  verdict, 
Chesnel,  worn  out  by  the  dreadful  struggle,  in  which 
his  physical  and  mental  strength  was  undermined,  died 
in  his  triumph  like  a  faithful  old  dog  whose  belly  has 
been  ripped  by  the  tusk  of  a  wild  boar.  He  died 
as  happy  as  he  could  be  while  knowing  that  he  left  the 
family  almost  ruined,  and  the  young  man  in  poverty, 
dying  of  ennui  and .  with  no  prospects  whatever  for 
the  future.  This  cruel  thought,  joined  to  his  physical 
weakness,  was  no  doubt  the  cause  of  the  old  man's 
death.  In  the  midst  of  this  ruin,  overwhelmed  with 
these  griefs,  he  received  one  great  consolation.  The  old 
marquis,  entreated  by  his  sister,  gave  back  to  him  his 
friendship.  That  personage,  so  grand  to  Chesnel's 
mind,  came  to  the  rue  du  Bercail  and  sat  down  beside 
the  bed  of  his  faithful  servant,  whose  sacrifices  were 
mostly  unknown  to  him.  Chesnel  raised  himself  in  his 
bed  and  repeated  the  song  of  Simeon.  The  marquis 
allowed  him  to  be  buried  in  the  chapel  of  the  chateau, 
his  body  cross-wise  in  the  same  grave  where  this  last 
of  the  true  d'Esgrignons  was  soon  to  lie  himself. 
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Thus  died  one  of  the  latest  representatives  of  that 
grand  and  beautiful  thing,  domesticity, —  servitorship, 
—  a  word  which  is  often  taken  in  ill  part,  but  to  which 
we  give  here  its  true  signification,  making  it  express 
the  feudal  attachment  of  the  servitor  to  the  master. 
That  sentiment,  which  existed  no  longer  except  in  the 
depths  of  the  provinces  and  among  a  few  old  servants 
of  the  ancient  monarchy,  was  equally  honorable  to  the 
nobility  who  inspired  such  affection  and  to  the  bour- 
geoisie who  conceived  it.  Such  noble  and  magnificent 
devotion  is  no  longer  possible  in  these  days.  The 
noble  houses  have  no  retainers ;  no  longer  is  there  a 
King  of  France,  or  an  hereditary  peerage,  or  entailed 
estates  to  carry  down  the  historical  houses  and  perpet- 
uate the  national  glories.  Chesnel  was,  therefore,  not 
only  one  of  the  unrecognized  great  men  of  private 
life,  he  was  also  a  great  Tiling.  The  unbroken  contin- 
uance of  bis  sacrifices  gives  to  his  life  a  grave  and 
solemn  character.  Does  it  not  fa,r  surpass  the  heroism 
of  benevolence,  which  is,  after  all,  only  a  momentary 
effort?  Chesnel's  virtue  belongs  essentially  to  the 
classes  which  are  placed  between  the  plainness  of  the 
people  and  the  grandeurs  of  the  nobility ;  it  unites  the 
modest  virtues  of  the  bourgeoisie  with  the  higher 
thoughts  and  principles  of  the  noble,  lighting  both  by 
the  torch  of  a  solid  education. 

Victurnien,  unfavorably  viewed  at  court,  was  unable 
to  obtain  either  a  post  for  himself,  or  a  rich  girl  to 
marry.  The  king  steadily  refused  to  give  a  peerage 
to  the  d'Esgrignons,  —  the  only  favor  that  could  have 
lifted  Victurnien  out  of  the  slough.  During  the  life  of 
his  father  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  marry  an  heiress 
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of  the  lower  classes  ;  he  was  doomed  therefore  to  live 
meanly  in  the  family  home,  with  nothing  left  but  pain- 
ful memories  of  Parisian  splendor  and  aristocratic 
love.  Sad  and  gloomy,  he  vegetated  between  his  des- 
pairing father,  who  attributed  to  mortal  disease  the 
depressed  condition  of  his  son,  and  his  aunt,  bowed 
down  with  grief  and  mortification.  Chesnel  was  no 
longer  there.  The  marquis  died  in  1830,  after  seeing 
King  Charles  X.  on  his  way  through  Nonancourt, 
whither  this  last  great  d'Esgrignon  went,  followed 
by  the  Gallery  of  Antiquities,  to  pay  his  duty  and  join 
the  meagre  retinue  of  the  vanquished  monarchy,  —  an 
act  of  courage  which  seems  simple  enough  to-day,  but 
which  the  state  of  public  feeling  at  the  time  made  truly 
sublime. 

"  The  Gauls  triumph !  "  were  the  last  words  uttered 
by  the  marquis. 

Du  Croisier's  revenge  was  then  complete ;  for  the 
new  Marquis  d'Esgrignon,  within  a  week  of  the  death 
of  his  old  father,  accepted  Mademoiselle  Duval  for  his 
wife,  with  a  dot  of  three  millions.  Du  Croisier  and  his 
wife  settled  the  inheritance  of  their  own  property  on 
their  niece  by  the  marriage-contract.  During  the  cere- 
mony of  the  marriage,  du  Croisier  remarked  that  the 
house  of  Esgrignon  was  the  most  honorable  of  the 
noble  families  of  France.  The  Marquis  d'Esgrignon, 
who  will  one  day  have  an  income  of  more  than  three 
hundred  thousand  franca  a  year,  may  be  seen  every 
Winter  in  Paris,  where  he  leads  the  gay  life  of  a 
bachelor,  with  nothing  about  him  of  the  grand  seigneur 
but  his  indifference  to  his  wife,  of  whom  he  takes  no 
account. 
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"As  for  Mademoiselle  d'Esgrigaon,"  said  ^fimile 
Blondet,  to  -nhom  we  owe  the  details  of  this  scene, 
"though  she  no  longer  resembles  the  celestial  being 
remembered  in  my  childhood,  she  is  assuredly,  at  sixty- 
seven  years  of  age,  the  most  sorrowful  and  the  most 
interesting  figure  in  the  Gallery  of  Antiquities,  where 
she  still  reigns  a  queen.  I  saw  her  the  last  time  I  went 
to  my  native  town  to  obtain  the  papers  necessary  for 
my  marriage.  "When  my  father  heard  whom  I  was  to 
marry  he  was  stupefied,  and  did  not  recover  speech  till 
I  told  him  I  was  a  prefect.  '  You  were  born  so,'  he 
said.  TThile  strolling  through  the  town  I  met  Made- 
moiselle Armande,  who  seemed  to  me  more  grand  than 
ever.  I  fancied  I  saw  Marius  on  the  ruins  of  Carthage. 
Has  she  not  survived  her  beliefs,  her  shattered  faiths? 
Xo  trust  remains  to  her  but  in  God.  Habitually  sad 
and  silent,  nothing  is  left  of  her  great  beauty  but  eyes 
of  supernatural  brilliancy.  When  I  saw  her  going  to 
mass,  her  prayer-book  in  her  hand,  I  could  not  help 
thinking  that  she  prays  to  God  to  take  her  from  this 
bitter  world." 
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To    Monsieur    EuGi:NE-AuGUSTE-GEORGE8-Loui3  Midy 

DE    LA     GeENEEAYE     SuEVILLE,    RoYAL   ENGINEER    OF 

THE  Fonts  et  Chaussj^es. 

As   A   TESTIMONY   TO    THE    AFFECTION    OF    HIS    BROTHBE-IN-LAW, 

X>E  Balzac. 


I. 

ONE    OF   MANY   CHEVALIERS    DE   VALOIS. 

Most  persons  must  have  encountered,  in  certain 
provinces  in  France,  a  number  of  Chevaliers  de  Valois. 
One  lived  in  Normandy,  another  at  Boiirges,  a  third 
(with  whom  we  have  here  to  do)  flourished  in  Alencon, 
and  doubtless  the  South  possesses  others.  The  number 
of  the  Valesian  tribe  is,  however,  of  no  consequence  to 
the  present  tale.  All  these  chevaliers,  among  whom 
were  doubtless  some  who  were  Valois  as  Louis  XIV. 
was  Bourbon,  knew  so  little  of  one  another  that  it  was 
not  advisable  to  speak  to  one  about  the  others.  They 
were  all  willing  to  leave  the  Bourbons  in  tranquil  pos- 
session of  the  throne  of  France  ;  for  it  was  too  plainly 
established  that"  Henri  IV.  became  king  for  want  of  a 
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male  heir  in  the  first  Orleans  branch  called  the  Valois. 
If  there  are  any  Valois,  they  descend  from  Charles  de 
Valois,  Due  d'Angoulerae,  son  of  Charles  TX.  and 
jNIarie  Touchet,  the  male  line  from  whom  ended,  until 
proof  to  the  contrary  be  produced,  in  the  person  of 
the  Abbe  de  Rothelin.  The  Valois-Saint-Eemy,  who 
descended  from  Henri  IT.,  also  came  to  an  end  in  the 
famous  Lamothe- Valois  implicated  in  the  affair  of  the 
Diamond  Necklace. 

Each  of  these  many  chevaliers,  if  we  may  believe 
reports,  was,  like  the  Chevalier  of  Alen^on,  an  old 
gentleman,  tall,  thin,  withered,  and  moneyless.  He  of 
Bourges  had  emigrated  ;  he  of  Touraine  hid  iiimself ;  he 
of  Alen9on  fought  in  La  Vendee  and  cJiouanized  some- 
what. The  youth  of  the  latter  was  spent  in  Paris, 
where  the  Revolution  overtook  him  when  thirty  years 
of  age  in  the  midst  of  his  conquests  and  gallantries. 

The  Chevalier  de  Valois  of  Alenfon  was  accepted  by 
the  highest  aristocracy  of  the  province  as  a  genuine 
Valois ;  and  he  distinguished  himself,  like  the  rest  of 
his  homonyms,  by  excellent  manners,  which  proved 
him  a  man  of  society.  He  dined  out  every  day,  and 
pla3'ed  cards  every  evening.  He  was  thought  witty, 
thanks  to  his  foible  for  relating  a  quantity  of  anec- 
dotes on  the  reign  of  Louis  XV.  and  the  beginnings 
of  the  Ee volution.  When  these  tales  were  heard  for 
the  first  time,  they  were  held  to  be  well  narrated.  He 
had,  moreover,  the  great  merit  of  not  repeating  his 
personal  bans  mots  and  of  never  speaking  of  his  love- 
affairs,  though  his  smiles  and  his  airs  and  graces  were 
delightfully  indiscreet.  The  worthy  gentleman  used 
his  privilege  as  a  Voltairean  noble  to  stay  away  from 
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mass ;  and  great  indulgeuce  was  shown  to  his  irreli- 
gion  because  of  his  devotion  to  the  royal  cause.  One 
of  his  particular  graces  was  the  air  and  manner  (imi- 
tated, no  doubt,  from  Mole)  with  which  he  took  snuff 
from  a  gold  box  adorned  with  the  portrait  of  the  Prin- 
cess Goritza,  —  a  charming  Hungarian,  celebrated  for 
her  beauty  in  the  last  years  of  the  reign  of  Louis  XV. 
Having  been  attached  during  his  youth  to  that  illus- 
trious stranger,  he  still  mentioned  her  with  emotion. 
For  her  sake  he  had  fought  a  duel  with  Monsieur  de 
Lauzuu. 

The  chevalier,  now  fifty-eight  years  of  age,  owned 
to  only  fifty ;  and  he  might  well  allow  himself  that 
innocent  deception,  for,  among  the  other  advantages 
granted  to  fair  thin  persons,  he  managed  to  preserve 
the  still  youthful  figure  which  saves  men  as  well  as 
women  from  an  appearance  of  old  age.  Yes,  remem- 
ber this :  all  of  life,  or  rather  all  the  elegance  that 
expresses  life,  is  in  tlie  figure.  Arnong  the  chevalier's 
other  possessions  must  be  counted  an  enormous  nose 
with  which  nature  had  endowed  him.  This  nose  vig- 
orously divided  a  pale  face  into  two  sections  which 
seemed  to  have  no  knowledge  of  each  other,  for 
one  side  would  redden  under  the  process  of  digestion, 
while  the  other  continued  white.  This  fact  is  worthy 
of  remark  at  a  period  when  physiology  is  so  busy  with 
the  human  heart.  The  incandescence,  so  to  call  it, 
was  on  the  left  side.  Though  his  long  slim  legs,  sup- 
porting a  lank  body,  and  his  pallid  skin,  were  not  indi- 
cative of  health,  Monsieur  de  Valois  ate  like  an  ogre 
and  declared  he  had  a  malady  called  in  the  provinces 
"  hot  liver,"  perhaps  to  excuse  his  monstrous  appetite. 
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The  circumstance  of  his  singular  flush  confirmed  this 
declaration ;  but  in  a  region  where  repasts  are  devel- 
oped on  the  line  of  thirty  or  forty  dishes  and  last  four 
hours,  the  chevalier's  stomach  would  seem  to  have  been 
a  blessing  bestowed  by  Providence  on  the  good  town 
of  Alen9on.  According  to  certain  doctors,  heat  on  the 
left  side  denotes  a  prodigal  heart.  The  chevalier's 
gallantries  confirmed  this  scientific  assertion,  the  re- 
sponsibility for  which  does  not  rest,  fortunately,  on 
the  historian. 

In  spite  of  these  symptoms,  Monsieur  de  '\'alois'  con- 
stitution was  vigorous,  consequently  long-lived.  If 
his  liver  "heated,"  to  use  an  old-fashioned  word, 
his  heart  was  not  less  inflammable.  His  face  was 
wrinkled  and  his  hair  silvered ;  but  an  intelligent 
observer  would  have  recognized  at  once  the  stigmata 
of  passion  and  the  furrows  of  pleasure  which  appeared 
in  the  crow's-feet  and  the  viarche^-du-jxilais,  so  prized 
at  the  court  of  Cyth'&ra.  Everything  about  this  dainty 
chevalier  bespoke  the  "  ladies'  man."  He  was  so 
minute  in  his  ablutions  that  his  cheeks  were  a  pleasure 
to  look  upon ;  they  seemed  to  have  been  lavod  in  some 
miraculous  water.  The  part  of  his  skull  which  his 
hair  refused  to  cover  shone  like  ivory.  His  eyebrows, 
like  his  hair,  affected  youth  by  the  care  and  regularity 
with  which  they  were  combed.  His  skin,  already 
white,  seemed  to  have  been  exti-a-whitened  by  some 
secret  compound.  A^'ithout  using  perfumes,  the  cheva- 
lier exhaled  a  certain  fragrance  of  youth,  that  re- 
freshed the  atmosphere.  His  hands,  which  were  those 
of  a  gentleman,  and  were  cared  for  like  the  hands  of  a 
pretty  woman,  attoacted  the  eye  to  their  rosy,  well- 
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shaped  nails.  In  short,  had  it  not  been  for  his  magis- 
terial and  stupendous  nose,  the  chevalier  might  have 
been  thought  a  trifle  too  dainty. 

"We  must  here  compel  ourselves  to  spoil  this  portrait 
by  the  avowal  of  a  littleness.  The  chevalier  put 
cotton  in  his  ears,  and  wore,  appended  to  them, 
two  little  ear-rings  representing  negroes'  heads  in  dia- 
monds, of  admirable  workmanship.  He  clung  to 
these  singular  appendages,  explaining  that  since  his 
ears  had  been  bored  he  had  ceased  to  have  headaches 
(he  had  had  headaches).  We  do  not  present  the 
chevalier  as  an  accomplished  man ;  but  surely  we  can 
pardon,  in  an  old  celibate  whose  heart  sends  so  much 
blood  to  his  left  cheek,  these  adorable  absurdities, 
founded,  perhaps,  on  some  sublime  secret  history. 

Besides,  the  Chevalier  de  Valois  redeemed  those 
negroes'  heads  by  so  many  other  graces  that  society 
felt  itself  sufficiently  compensated.  He  really  took 
such  imrriense  trouble  to  conceal  his  age  and  give 
pleasure  to  his  friends.  In  the  first  place,  we  must  call 
attention  to  the  extreme  care  he  gave  to  his  linen,  the 
only  distinction  that  well-bred  men  can  nowadays 
exhibit  in  their  clothes.  The  linen  of  the  chevalier 
was  invariably  of  a  fineness  and  whiteness  that  were 
truly  aristocratic.  As  for  his  coat,  though  remarkable 
for  its  cleanliness,  it  was  always  half  worn-out,  but 
without  spots  or  creases.  The  preservation  of  that 
garment  was  something  rnarvellous  to  those  who 
noticed  the  chevalier's  high-bred  indifference  to  its 
shabbiness.  He  did  not  go  so  far  as  to  scrape  the 
seams  with  glass,  —  a  refinement  invented  by  the  Prince 
of  Wales;    but    he    did    practise    the    rudiments  of 
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English  elegance  with  a  personal  satisfaction  little 
understood  by  the  people  of  Alengon.  The  world 
owes  a  great  deal  to  persons  who  take  such  pains  to 
please  it.  In  this  there  is  certainly  some  accomplish- 
ment of  that  most  difficult  precept  of  the  Gospel  about 
rendering  good  for  evil.  This  freshness  of  ablution 
and  all  the  other,  little  cares  harmonized  charmingly 
with  the  blue  eyes,  the  ivory  teeth,  and  the  blond 
person  of  the  old  chevalier. 

The  only  blemish  was  that  this  retired  Adonis  had 
nothing  manly  about  him ;  he  seemed  to  be  employing 
this  toilet  varnish  to  hide  the  ruins  occasioned  by  the 
militarj'  service  of  gallantry  only.  But  we  must 
hasten  to  add  that  his  voice  produced  what  might  be 
called  an  antithesis  to  his  blond  delicacy.  Unless  you 
adopted  the  opinion  of  certain  observers  of  the  human 
heart,  and  thought  that  the  che\alier  had  the  voice  of 
his  nose,  his  organ  of  speech  would  have  amazed  you  by 
its  full  and  redundant  sound.  Without  possessing  the 
volume  of  colossal  bass  voices,  the  tone  of  it  was  pleas- 
ing from  a  slightly  niufl3ed  quality  like  that  of  an  Eng- 
lish bugle,  which  is  firm  and  sweet,  strong  but  velvety. 

The  chevalier  had  repudiated  the  ridiculous  costume 
still  preserved  by  certain  monarchical  old  men  ;  he  had 
frankly  modernized  himself.  He  was  always  seen  in  a 
maroon-colored  coat  with  gilt  buttons,  half-tight  breeches 
oi  poult-de-soie  with  gold  buckles,  a  white  waistcoat 
without  embroidery,  and  a  tight  cravat  showing  no 
shirt-collar,  • —  a  last  vestige  of  the  old  French  costume 
which  he  did  not  renounce,  perhaps,  because  it  enabled 
him  to  show  a  neck  like  that  of  the  sleekest  abbe. 
His  shoes  were  noticeable  for  their  square  buckles,  a 
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style  of  which  the  present  generation  has  no  knowl- 
edge ;  these  buckles  were  fastened  to  a  square  of 
polished  black  leather.  The  chevalier  allowed  two 
watch-chains  to  hang  parallel  to  each  other  from  each 
of  his  waistcoat  pockets,  —  another  vestige  of  the 
eighteenth  century,  which  the  Incroyables  had  not  dis- 
dained to  use  under  the  Directory.  This  transition 
costume,  uniting  as  it  did  two  centuries,  was  worn  by 
the  chevalier  with  the  higli-bred  grace  of  an  old  French 
marquis,  the  secret  of  whicli  is  lost  to  France  since  the 
day  when  Fleury,  Mole's  last  pupil,  vanished. 

The  private  life  of  this  old  bachelor  was  apparently 
open  to  all  eyes,  though  in  fact  it  was  quite  mysterious. 
He  lived  in  a  lodging  that  was  modest,  to  say  the  best  of 
it,  in  the  rue  du  Cours,  on  the  second  floor  of  a  house 
belonging  to  Madame  Lardot,  the  best  and  busiest 
washerwoman  in  the  town.  This  circumstance  will 
explain  the  excessive  nicetj'  of  his  linen.  Ill-luck 
would  have  it  that  the  day  came  when  Alenqon  was 
guilty  of  believing  that  the  chevalier  had  not  always 
comported  himself  as  a  gentleman  should,  and  that  in 
fact  he  was  secretly  married  in  his  old  age  to  a  certain 
Cesarine,  — the  mother  of  a  child  which  had  had  the 
impertinence  to  come  into  the  world  without  being 
called  for. 

"He  had  given  his  hand,"  as  a  certain  Monsieur  du 
Bousquier  remarked,  "  to  the  person  who  had  long  had 
him  under  irons." 

This  horrible  calumny  embittered  the  last  days  of 
the  dainty  chevalier  all  the  more  because,  as  the  pres- 
ent Scene  will  show,  he  had  lost  a  hope  long  cherished 
to  which  he  had  made  many  sacrifices. 

13 
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Madame  Lardot  leased  to  the  chevalier  two  rooms  on 
the  second  floor  of  her  house,  for  the  modest  sum  of 
oae  hundred  francs  a  year.  The  worthy  gentleman 
dined  out  every  daj',  returning  only  in  time  to  go  to 
bed.  His  sole  expense  therefore  was  for  breakfast, 
invariably  composed  of  a  cup  of  chocolate,  with  bread 
and  butter  and  fruits  in  their  season.  He  made  no  fire 
except  in  the  coldest  winter,  and  then  only  enough  to 
get  up  by.  Between  eleven  and  four  o'clock  he  walked 
about,  went  to  read  the  papers,  and  paid  visits.  From 
the  time  of  his  settling  in  Alencon  he  had  nobly  ad- 
mitted his  poverty,  saying  that  his  whole  fortune  con- 
sisted in  an  annuity  of  six  hundred  francs  a  j'ear,  the 
sole  remains  of  his  former  opulence,  —  a  property  which 
obliged  him  to  see  his  man  of  business  (who  held  the 
annuity  papers)  quarterly.  In  truth,  one  of  the  Alenfon 
bankers  paid  him  every  three  months  one  hundred  and 
fifty  francs,  sent  down  by  Monsieur  Bordin  of  Paris, 
the  last  of  the  procureurs  du  C'hatelet.  Every  one 
knew  these  details  because  the  chevalier  exacted  the 
utmost  secrecy  from  the  persons  to  whom  he  first 
confided  them. 

Monsieur  de  Valois  gathered  the  fruit  of  his  misfor- 
tunes. His  place  at  table  was  laid  in  all  the  most  dis- 
tinguished houses  in  Alengon,  and  he  was  bidden  to  all 
soirees.  His  talents  as  a  card-player,  a  narrator,  an 
amiable  man  of  the  highest  breeding,  were  so  well 
known  and  appreciated  that  parties  would  have  seemed 
a  failure  if  the  dainty  connoisseur  was  absent.  Masters 
of  houses  and  their  wives  felt  the  need  of  his  approving 
grimace.  When  a  young  woman  heard  the  chevalier 
say  at  a  ball,  "You  are  delightfully  well-dressed!" 
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she  was  more  pleased  at  such  praise  than  she  would 
have  been  at  mortifying  a  rival.  Monsieur  de  Valois 
was  the  only  man  who  could  perfectly  pronounce  cei- 
tain  phrases  of  the  olden  time.  The  words,  "my 
heart,"  "my  jewel,"  "my  little  pet,"  "my  queen," 
and  the  amorous  diminutives  of  1770,  had  a  grace  that 
was  quite  irresistible  when  they  came  from  his  lips. 
In  short,  the  chevalier  had  the  privilege  of  superlatives. 
His  compliments,  of  which  he  was  stingy,  won  the  good 
graces  of  all  the  old  women  ;  he  made  himself  agreeable 
to  every  one,  even  to  the  officials  of  the  government, 
from  whom  he  wanted  nothing.  His  behavior  at  cards 
had  a  lofty  distinction  which  everybody  noticed :  he 
never  complained ;  he  praised  his  adversaries  when 
they  lost ;  he  did  not  rebuke  or  teach  his  partners  by 
showing  them  how  they  ought  to  have  played.  When, 
in  the  course  of  a  deal,  those  sickening  dissertations  on 
the  game  would  take  place,  the  chevalier  invariably 
drew  out  his  snuff-box  with  a  gesture  that  was  worthy 
of  Mole,  looked  at  the  Princess  Goritza,  raised  the 
cover  with  dignity,  shook,  sifted,  massed  the  suuffj  and 
gathered  his  pinch,  so  that  by  the  time  the  cards  were 
dealt  he  had  decorated  both  nostrils  and  replaced  the 
princess  in  liis  wEtistcoat  pocket,  —  always  on  his  left 
side.  A  gentleman  of  the  good  century  (in  distinction 
from  the  grand  century)  could  alone  have  invented  that 
compromise  between  contemptuous  silence  and  a  sar- 
casm which  might  not  have  been  understood.  He 
accepted  poor  players  and  knew  how  to  make  the  best 
of  them.  His  delightful  equability  of  temper  made 
many  persons  say,  — 

"  I  do  admire  the  Chevalier  de  Valois  1 " 
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His  conversation,  his  manners,  seemed  blond,  like  his 
person.  He  endeavored  to  shock  neither  man  nor 
woman.  Indulgent  to  defects  both  pliysical  and  men- 
tal, he  listened  patiently  (by  the  help  of  the  Princess 
Groritza)  to  the  manj'  dull  people  who  related  to  him 
the  petty  miseries  of  provincial  life,  —  an  egg  ill-boiled 
for  breakfast,  coffee  with  feathered  cream,  burlesque 
details  about  health,  disturbed  sleep,  dreams,  visits. 
The  chevalier  could  call  up  a  languishing  look,  he  could 
take  on  a  classic  attitude  to  feign  compassion,  which 
made  him  a  most  valuable  listener ;  he  could  put  in  an 
"  Ah  !  "  and  a  "  Bah  !  "  and  a  "  What  did  you  do?  " 
with  charming  appropriateness.  He  died  without  any 
one  suspecting  him  of  even  an  allusion  to  the  tender 
passages  of  liis  romance  with  the  Princess  Goritza. 
Has  any  one  ever  reflected  on  the  service  a  dead  senti- 
ment can  do  to  society ;  how  love  may  become  both 
social  and  useful  ?  This  will  serve  to  explain  why,  in 
spite  of  his  constant  winnings  at  play  (he  never  left  a 
salon  without  carrying  off  with  him  about  six  francs), 
the  old  chevalier  remained  the  spoilt  darling  of  the 
town.  His  losses  —  which,  by  the  bye,  he  always  pro- 
claimed —  were  very  rare. 

All  who  know  him  declare  that  they  have  never  met, 
not  even  in  the  Egyptian  museum  at  Turin,  so  agree- 
able a  mummy.  In  no  country  in  the  world  did  para- 
sitism ever  take  on  so  pleasant  a  form.  Never  did 
selSshtiess  of  a  most  concentrated  kind  appear  less 
forth-putting,  less  offensive,  than  in  this  old  gentle- 
man ;  it  stood  him  in  place  of  devoted  friendship.  If 
some  one  asked  Monsieur  de  Valois  to  do  him  a  little 
service  which  might  have  discommoded  him,  that  some 
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one  did  not  part  from  the  worthy  chevalier  without 
being  truly  enchanted  with  him,  and  quite  convinced 
that  he  either  could  not  do  the  service  demanded,  or 
that  he  should  injure  the  affair  if  he  meddled  in  it. 

To  explain  the  problematic  existence  of  the  cheva- 
lier,  the    historian,    whom  Truth,  that   cruel   wanton, 
grasps  by  the  throat,  is  compelled  to  say  that  after  the 
"glorious  "  sad  days  of  Jul}',  Aleucon  discovered  that 
the  chevalier's  nightly  winnings  amounted  to  about  one 
hundred  and  fifty  francs  every  three  months  ;  and  that 
the  clever  old  nobleman  had  had  the  pluck  to  send  to 
himself  his  annuity  in  order  not  to  appear  in  the  eyes 
of  a  community,  which  loves  the  main  chance,  to  be 
entirely  without  resources.     Many  of  his  friends  (he 
was  by  that  time  dead,  you  will  please  remark)  have 
contested  morrh'eus  this  curious  fact,  declaring  it  to  be 
a  fable,  and   upholding  the  Chevalier  de  Valois  as  a 
respectable  and  worthy  gentleman  whom  the  liberals 
calumniated       Luckily  for  shrewd  players,  there  are 
people   to   be    found    among   the   spectators  who  will 
always  sustain  them.     Ashamed  of  having  to  defend  a 
piece  of  wrong-doing,  they  stoutly  deny  it.      Do  not 
accuse  them  of  wilful  infatuation ;    such  men  have  a 
sense  of  their  dignity ;   governments  set  them  the  ex- 
ample of  a  virtue  which  consists  in  burying  their  dead 
without  chanting  the  Miserere  of  their  defeats.     If  the 
chevalier  did  allow  himself  this  bit  of  shrewd  practice, 
— ■  which,  by  the  bye,  would  have  won  him  the  regard 
of  the  Chevalier  de  Gramont,  a  smile  from  the  Baron 
de  Fceneste,  a  shake  of  the  hand  from  the  Marquis  de 
Moncade,  — -  was  he  any  the  less  that  amiable  guest, 
that  witty  talker,  that  imperturbable  card-player,  that 
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famous  teller  of  anecdotes,  in  whom  all  Alengon  took 
delight?  Besides,  in  what  way  was  this  action,  which 
is  certainly  within  the  rights  of  a  man's  own  will,  — in 
what  way  was  it  contrary  to  the  ethics  of  a  gentleman  ? 
When  so  many  persons  are  forced  to  i)aY  annuities  to 
others,  what  more  natural  than  to  pay  one  to  his  cnn 
best  friend  ?     But  Laius  is  dead  — ■ 

To  return  to  the  period  of  which  we  are  writing : 
after  about  fifteen  years  of  this  way  of  life  the  cheva- 
lier had  amassed  ten  thousand  and  some  odd  hundred 
francs.  On  the  return  of  the  Bourbons,  one  of  his  old 
friends,  the  Marquis  de  Pombreton,  formerly  lieuten- 
ant in  the  Black  mousquetaires,  returned  to  him  —  so 
he  said  —  twelve  hundred  pistoles  which  he  had  lent 
to  the  marquis  for  the  purpose  of  emigrating.  This 
event  made  a  sensation ;  it  was  used  later  to  refute 
the  sarcasms  of  the  "  Constitutionnel,"  on  the  method 
employed  by  some  emigres  in  paying  their  debts. 
When  this  noble  act  of  the  Marquis  de  Pombreton  was 
landed  before  the  chevalier,  the  good  man  reddened 
even  to  his  right  cheek.  Every  one  rejoiced  frankly 
at  this  windfall  for  Monsieur  de  Valois,  who  went 
about  consulting  moneyed  people  as  to  the  safest 
manner  of  investing  this  fragment  of  his  past  opulence. 
Confiding  in  the  future  of  the  Restoration,  he  finally 
placed  his  money  on  the  Graiid-Livre  at  the  moment 
when  the  Funds  were  at  fifty-six:  francs  and  twentj-- 
five  centimes.  Messieurs  de  Leuoncourt,  de  Kavar- 
reins,  de  Verneuil,  de  Fontaine,  and  La  Billardiere,  to 
whom  he  was  known,  he  said,  obtained  for  himj  from 
the  king's  privy  purse,  a  pension  of  three  hundred 
francs,  and  sent  hiiii,  moreover,  the  cross  of  Saint- 
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Lotiis.  Never  was  it  known  positively  by  what  means 
the  old  chevalier  obtained  these  two,  solemn  consecra- 
tions of  his  title  and  merits.  But  one  thing  is  certain  ; 
the  cross  of  Saint-Louis  authorized  him  to  take  the 
rank  of  retired  colonel  in  view  of  his  service  in  the 
Catholic  armies  of  the  West. 

Besides  his  Action  of  an  annuity,  about  which  no  one 
at  the  present  time  knew  anything,  the  chevalier  really 
had,  therefore,  a  bond  fide  income  of  a  thousand  francs. 
But  in  Spite  of  this  bettering  of  his  circumstances,  he 
made  no  change  in  his  life,  manners,  or  appearance, 
except  that  the  red  ribbon  made  a  fine  effect  on  his 
maroon-colored  coat,  and  completed,  so  to  speak,  the 
physiognomy  of  a  gentleman.  After  1802,  the  cheva- 
lier sealed  his  letters  with  a  very  old  seal,  ill-engraved 
to  be  sure,  by  which  the  Casterans,  the  d'Esgrignons, 
the  Troisvilles  were  enabled  to  see  that  he  bore : 
Party  of  France,  two  cottises  gemelled  gules,  and 
gales,  five  mascles  or,  placed  end  to  end  ;  on  a  chief 
sable,  a  cross  argent.  For  crest,  a  knight's  helmet. 
For  .motto  :  Valeo.  Bearing  such  noble  arms,  the  so- 
called  bastard  of  the  Valois  had  the  right  to  get  into 
all  the  royal  carriages  of  the  world. 

Many  persons  envied  the  qniet  existence  of  this  old 
bachelor,  spent  on  whist,  boston,  backgammon,  re- 
versi,  and  piquet,  all  well  played,  on  dinners  well 
digested,  snuff  gracefully  inhaled,  and  tranquil  walks 
about  the  town.  Nearly  all  Alen(;on  believed  this  life 
to  be  exempt  from  ambitions  and  serious  interests ;  but 
no  man  has  a  life  as  simple  as  envious  neighbors  attrib- 
ute to  him.  You  will  find  in  the  most  out-of-the  way 
villages  human  mollusks,  creatures  apparently  dead,  who 
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have  passions  for  lepidoptera  or  for  eonchology,  let  us 
say,  —  beings  ^-ho  will  give  themselves  infinite  pains 
about  moths,  butterflies,  or  the  concha  Veneris.  Xot 
only  did  the  chevalier  have  his  own  particular  shells, 
but  he  cherished  an  ambitious  desire  which  he  pur- 
sued with  a  craft  so  profound  as  to  be  worth}-  of 
Sixtus  the  Fifth  :  he  wanted  to  marry  a  certain  rich  old 
maid,  with  the  intention,  no  doubt,  of  making  her 
wealth  a  stepping-stone  by  which  to  reach  the  more 
elevated  regions  of  the  court.  There,  then,  lay  the 
secret  of  his  royal  bearing  and  of  his  residence  in 
Alencon. 
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II. 

SUSANNAH    AND    THE    ELDERS. 

Ox  a  Wednesday  morning,  early,  toward  the  middle 
of  spring,  in  the  year  16,  —  such  was  his  mode  of  reck- 
oning, —  at  the  moment  when  the  chevalier  was  putting 
on  his  old  green-flowered  damask  dressing-gown,  he 
heard,  despite  the  cotton  in  his  ears,  the  light  step  of 
a  young  girl  who  was  running  up  the  stairway.  Pres- 
ently three  taps  were  discreetly  struck  upon  the  door ; 
then,  without  waiting  for  any  response,  a  handsome 
girl  slipped  like  an  eel  into  the  room  occupied  by  the 
old  bachelor. 

"Ah!  is  it  you,  Suzanne?"  said  the  Chevalier  de 
Valois,  without  discontinuing  his  occupation,  which 
was  that  of  stropping  his  razor.  "  What  have  you 
come  for,  my  dear  little  jewel  of  mischief  ?  " 

"  I  have  come  to  tell  you  something  which  may 
perhaps  give  you  as  much  pleasure  as  pain." 

"  Is  it  anything  about  Cesarine?  " 

"  Cesarine  !  much  I  care  about  your  Cesarine  !  "  she 
said  with  a  saucy  air,  half  serious,  half  indifferent. 

This  charming  Suzanne,  whose  present  comical  per- 
formance was  to  exercise  a  great  influence  on  the  pi'in- 
cipal  personages  of  our  history,  was  a  work-girl  at 
Madame  Lardot's.  One  word  here  on  the  topography 
of  the  house.     The  wash-rooms  occupied  the  whole  of 
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the  ground-floor.  The  little  courtyard  was  used  to  hang 
out  on  wire  cords  embroidered  handkerchiefs,  col- 
larets, capes,  cuffs,  frilled  shirts,  cravats,  laces,  em- 
broidered dresses,  —  in  short,  all  the  fine  linen  of  the 
best  families  of  the  town.  The  chevalier  assumed  to 
know  from  the  number  of  her  capes  in  the  wash  how  the 
love-affairs  of  the  wife  of  the  prefect  were  going  on. 
Though  he  guessed  much  from  observations  of  this 
kind,  the  chevalier  was  discretion  itself ;  he  was  never 
betrayed  into  an  epigram  (he  had  plenty  of  wit)  which 
might  have  closed  to  him  an  agreeable  salon.  You 
are  therefore  to  consider  Monsieur  de  Valois  as  a  man 
of  superior  manners,  whose  talents,  like  those  of  many 
others,  were  lost  in  a  narrow  sphere.  Only  —  for, 
after  all,  he  was  a  man  —  he  permitted  himself  at  times 
certain  penetrating  glances  which  could  make  some 
women  tremble ;  although  they  all  loved  him  heartily 
as  soon  as  they  discovered  the  depth  of  his  discre- 
tion and  the  sympathy  that  he  felt  for  their  little 
weaknesses. 

The  head  woman,  Madame  Lardot's  factotum,  an- 
old  maid  of  forty-six,  hideous  to  behold,  lived  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  passage  to  the  chevalier.  Above 
them  were  the  attics  where  the  linen  was  dried  in 
winter.  Each  apartment  had  two  rooms,  —  one  lighted 
from  the  street,  the  other  from  the  courtyard.  Beneath 
the  chevalier's  room  lived  a  paralytic,  Madame  Lar- 
dot's grandfather,  an  old  buccaneer  named  Grevin, 
who  had  served  under  Admiral  Simeuse  in  India,  and 
was  now  stone-deaf.  As  for  Madame  Lardot,  who 
occupied  the  other  lodging  on  the  first  floor,  she  had  so 
great  a  weakness  for  persons  of  condition  that   she 
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may  well  have  been  thought  blind  to  the  ways  of  the 
chevalier.  To  her,  Monsieur  de  Valois  was  a  despotic 
monarch  who  did  right  in  all  things.  Had  any  of  her 
workwomen  been  guilty  of  a  happiness  attributed  to 
the.  chevalier  she  would  have  said,  "He  is  so  lov- 
able ! "  Thus,  though  the  house  was  of  glass,  like  all 
provincial  houses,  it  was  discreet  as  a  robber's  cave. 

A  born  confidant  to  all  the  little  intrigues'  of  the 
work-rooms,  the  chevalier  never  passed  the  door,  which 
usually  stood  open,  without  giving  something  to  his 
little  ducks, — chocolate,  bonbons,  ribbons,  laces,  gilt 
crosses,  and  such  like  trifles  adored  by  grisett^s  ;  con- 
sequently, the  kind  old  gentleman  was  adored  in 
return.  Women  have  an  instinct  which  enables  them 
to  divine  the  men  who  love  them,  who  like  to  be  near 
them,  and  exact  no  payment  for  gallantries.  In  this 
respect  women  have  the  instinct  of  dogs,  who  in  a 
mixed  compjiny  will  go  straight  to  the  man  to  whom 
animals  are  sacred. 

The  poor  Chevalier  de  Valois  retained  from  his 
former  life  the  need  of  bestowing  gallant  protection,  a 
quality  of  the  seigneurs  of  other  days.  Faithful  to 
the  system  of  the  "  petite  maison,"  he  liked  to  enrich 
women,  —  the  only  beings  who  know  how  to  receive,  be- 
cause they  can  always  return.  But  the  poor  chevalier 
could  no  longer  ruin  himself  for  a  mistress.  Instead  of 
the  choicest  bonbons  wrapped  in  bank-bills,  he  gallantly 
presented  paper-bags  full  of  toffee.  Let  us  say  to  the 
glory  of  Alen^on '  that  the  toffee  was  accepted  with 
more  joy  than  la  Duthe  ever  showed  at  a  gilt  service  or 
a  fine  equipage  offered  by  the  Comte  d'Artois.  All 
these  grisettes  fully  understood  the  fallen  majesty  o.f 
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the  Chevalier  de  Valois,  and  they  kept  their  private 
familiarities  with  him  a  profound  secret  for  his  sake. 
If  they  were  questioned  about  him  in  certain  houses 
when  they  carried  home  the  linen,  they  always  spoke 
respectfully  of  the  chevalier,  and  made  him  out  older 
than  he  really  was ;  they  talked  of  him  as  a  most  re- 
spectable monsieur,  whose  life  was  a  flower  of  sanctity  ; 
but  once  in  their  own  regions  they  perched  on  his 
shoulders  like  so  many  parrots.  He  liked  to  be  told 
the  secrets  which  washerwomen  discover  in  the  bosom 
of  households,  and  day  after  day  these  girls  would 
tell  him  the  cancans  which  were  going  the  round  of 
Alengon.  He  called  them  his  "  petticoat  gazettes," 
his  "talking  feuilletons."  Kever  did  Monsieur  de 
Sartines  have  spies  more  intelligent  and  less  expen- 
sive, or  minions  who  showed  more  honor  while  display- 
ing their  rascality  of  mind.  So  it  may  be  said  that  in 
the  mornings,  while  breakfasting,  the  chevalier  usually 
amused  himself  as  much  as  the  saints  in  heaven. 

Suzanne  was  one  of  his  favorites,  a  clever,  ambi- 
tious girl,  made  of  the  stuff  of  a  Sophie  Arnould,  and 
handsome  withal,  as  the  handsomest  courtesan  invited 
by  Titian  to  pose  on  black  velvet  for  a  model  of 
Venus;  although  her  face,  fine  about  the  eyes  and 
forehead,  degenerated,  lower  down,  into  commonness 
of  outline.  Hers  was  a  Norman  beauty,  fresh,  high- 
colored,  redundant,  the  flesh  of  Rubens  covering  the 
muscles  of  the  Farnese  Hercules,  and  not  the  slender 
articulations  of  the  Venus  de'  Medici,  Apollo's  grace- 
ful consort. 

"  Well,  my  child,  tell  me  your  great  or  your  little 
adventure,  whatever  it  is." 
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The  particular  point  about  the  chevalier  which 
would  have  made  him  noticeable  from  Par-is  to  Pekin, 
was  the  gentle  paternity  of  his  manner  to  grisettes. 
They  reminded  him  of  the  illustrious  operatic  queens 
of  his  early  days,  whose  celebrity  was  European  during 
a  good  third  of  the  eighteenth  century.  It  is  certain 
that  the  old  gentleman,  who  had  lived  in  days  gone  by 
with  that  feminine  nation  now  as  much  forgotten  as 
many  other  great  things,  —  like  the  Jesuits,  the  Bucca- 
neers, the  Abbes,  and  the  Farmers-General,  —  had  ac- 
quired an  irresistible  good-humor,  a  kindly  ease,  a 
laisser-aller  devoid  of  egotism,  the  self-effacement  of 
Jupiter  with  Alcmeue,  of  the  king  intending  to  be 
duped,  who  casts  his  thunderbolts  to  the  devil,  wants  his 
Olympus  full  of  follies,  little  suppers,  feminine  profu- 
sions —  but  with  Juno  out  of  the  way,  be  it  understood. 

In  spite  of  his  old  green  damask  dressing-gown  and 
the  bareness  of  the  room  in  which  he  sat,  where  the 
floor  was  covered  with  a  shabby  tapestry  in  place  of 
carpet,  and  the  walls  were  hung  with  tavern-paper  pre- 
senting the  proiiles  of  Louis  XVI.  and  members  of  his 
family,  traced  among  the  branches  of  a  weeping  willow 
with  other  sentimentalities  invented  by  royalism  dur- 
ing the  Terror,  —  in  spite  of  his  ruins,  the  chevalier, 
trimming  his  beard  before  a  shabby  old  toilet-table, 
draped  with  trumpery  lace,  exhaled  an  essence  of  the 
eighteenth  century.  All  the  libertine  graces  of  his 
youth  reappeared  ;  he  seemed  to  have  the  wealth  of 
three  hundred  thousand  francs  of  debt,  while  his  vi.'^-ci- 
vis  waited  before  the  door.  He  was  grand,  —  like  Ber- 
thier  on  the  retreat  from  Moscow,  issuing  orders  to  an 
army  that  existed  no  longer. 
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"  Monsieur  le  chevalier,"  replied  Suzanne,  drollv, 
"seems  to  me  I  needn't  tell  you  anything;  you've 
only  to  look." 

And  Suzanne  presented  a  side  view  of  herself  which 
gave  a  sort  of  lawyer's  comment  to  her  words.  The 
chevalier,  who,  you  must  know,  was  a  sly  old  bird, 
lowered  his  right  eye  on  the  grisette,  still  holding  the 
razor  at  his  throat,  and  pretended  to  understand. 

"Well,  well,  my  little  duck,  we  '11  talk  about  that  pres- 
ently.    But  you  are  rather  previous,  it  seems  to  me." 

"Why,  Monsieur  le  chevalier,  ought  I  to  wait  till 
my  mother  beats  me  and  Madame  Lardot  turns  rhe  off? 
If  I  don't  get  away  soon  to  Paris,  I  shall  never  be 
able  to  marry  here,  where  men  are  so  ridiculous." 

"It  can't  be  helped,  my  dear;  society  is  changing; 
women  are  just  as  much  victims  to  the  present  state  of 
things  as  the  nobility  themselves.  After  political 
overturn  comes  the  overturn  of  morals.  Alas  !  before 
long  woman  won't  exist "  (he  took  out  the  cotton-wool 
to  arrange  his  ears)  :  "  she  '11  lose  everything  by  rushing 
into  sentiment ;  she  '11  wring  her  nerves  ;  good-bye  to  all 
the  good  little  pleasures  of  our  time,  desired  without 
shame,  accepted  without  nonsense."  (He  polished  up 
the  little  negroes'  heads.)  "  Women  had  hysterics  in 
those  days  to  get  their  ends,  but  now ''  (he  began  to 
laugh)  "  their  vapors  end  in  charcoal.  In  short, 
marriage  "  (here  he  picked  up  his  pincers  to  remove  a 
hair)  "will  become  a  thing  intolerable;  whereas  it 
used  to  be  so  gay  in  my  day !  The  reigns  of  Louis 
XIV.  and  Louis  XV.  —  remember  this,  my  child —  said 
farewell  to  the  finest  manners  and  morals  ever  known 
to  the  world." 


An  Old  Maid.  207 

"  But,  Monsieur  le  chevalier,"  said  the  grisette,  "  the 
matter  now  concerns  the  morals  aud  honor  of  your 
poor  little  Suzanne,  and  I  hope  you  won't  abandon 
her." 

"Abandon  her!"  cried  the  chevalier,  finishing  his 
hair  ;   "  I  'd  sooner  abandon  my  own  name." 

"  Ah  !  "  exclaimed  Suzanne. 

"Now,  listen  to  me,  you  little  mischief,"  said  the 
chevalier,  sitting  down  on  a  huge  sofa,  formerly 
called  a  duchesse,  which  Madame  Lardot  had  been  at 
some  pains  to  find  for  him. 

He  drew  the  magnificent  Suzanne  before  him,  hold- 
ing her  legs  between  his  knees.  She  let  him  do  as  he 
liked,  although  in  the  street  she  was  offish  enough  to 
other  men,  refusing  their  familiarities  partly  from 
decorum  and  partly  from  contempt  for  their  common- 
ness. She  now  stood  audaciously  in  front  of  the 
chevalier,  who,  having  fathomed  in  his  day  many  other 
mysteries  in  minds  that  were  far  more  wily,  took  in 
the  situation  at  a  single  glance.  He  knew  very  well 
that  no  young  girl  would  joke  about  a  real  dis- 
honor ;  but  he  took  good  care  not  to  knock  over  the 
pretty  scaffolding  of  her  lie  as  he  touched  it. 

"We  slander  ourselves,"  he  said  with  inimitable 
craft:  "we  are  as  virtuous  as  that  beautiful  biblical 
girl  whose  name  we  bear ;  we  can  always  marry  as  we 
please,  but  we  are  thirsty  for  Paris,  where  charm- 
ing creatures  —  and  we  are  no  fool  —  get  rich  with- 
out trouble.  We  want  to  go  and  see  if  the  great 
capital  of  pleasures  hasn't  some  young  Chevalier  de 
Valois  in  store  for  us,  with  a  carriage,  diamonds,  an 
opera-box,  and  so  forth.     Eussiaus,  Austrians,  Brit- 
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ons,  have  millions  on  which  we  have  an  eye.  Besides, 
we  are  patriotic ;  we  want  to  help  France  in  getting 
back  her  own  money  from  the  pockets  of  those  gentry. 
Hey  !  hey  !  my  dear  little  devil's  duck  !  it  is  n't  a  bad 
plan.  The  world  j'ou  live  in  may  cry  out  a  bit,  but 
success  justifies  all  things.  The  worst  thing  in  this 
world,  my  dear,  is  to  be  without  money ;  that 's  our 
disease,  yours  and  mine.  Now  inasmuch  as  we  have 
plenty  of  wit,  we  thought  it  would  be  a  good  thing  to 
parade  our  dear  little  honor,  or  dishonor,  to  catch 
an  old  boy ;  but  that  old  boy,  m}'  dear  heart,  knows 
the  Alpha  and  the  Omega  of  female  tricks,  —  which 
means  that  j'ou  could  easier  put  salt  on  a  sparrow's 
tail  than  make  me  believe  I  have  anything  to  do  with 
your  little  affair.  Go  to  Paris,  m}'  dear ;  go  at  the 
cost  of  an  old  celibate,  I  won't  prevent  it ;  in  fact,  I  '11 
help  you,  for  an  old  bachelor,  Suzanne,  is  the  natural 
money-box  of  a  young  girl.  But  don't  drag  me  into 
the  matter.  Listen,  jny  queen,  you  who  know  life 
pretty  well ;  you  would  do  me  great  harm  and  give 
me  much  pain,  —  harm,  because  you  would  prevent  mj' 
marriage  in  a  town  where  people  cling  to  moralitj' ; . 
pain,  because  if  you  are  in  trouble  (which  I  deny,  j'ou 
sly  puss!)  I  haven't  a  penny  to  get  you  out  of  it. 
I'm  as  poor  as  a  church  mouse;  you  know  that,  my 
dear.  Ah!  if  I  marry  Mademoiselle  Cormou,  if  I  am 
once  more  rich,  of  course  I  would  prefer  you  to 
Cesarine.  You  've  always  seemed  to  me  as  fine  as  the 
gold  they  gild  on  lead  ;  you  were  made  to  be  the  love  of 
a  great  seigneur.  I  think  you  so  clever  that  the  trick 
you  are  trying  to  play  off  on  me  does  n't  surprise  me 
one  bit ;  I  expected  it.     You  are  flinging  the  scabbard 
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after  the  sword,  and  that's  daring  for  a  girl.  It  takes 
nerve  and  superior  ideas  to  do  it,  my  angel,  and  there- 
fore you  have  won  my  respectful  esteem." 

"  Monsieur  le  chevalier,  I  assure  you,  you  are  mis- 
taken, and  —  " 

She  colored,  and  did  not  dare  to  say  more.  The 
chevalier,  with  a  single  glance,  had  guessed  and 
fathomed  her  whole  plan. 

"  Yes,  yes !  I  understand:  you  want  me  to  believe 
it,"  he  said.  "  Well!  I  do  believe  it.  But  take  my 
advice :  go  to  Monsieur  du  Bousquier.  Have  n't  you 
taken  linen  there  for  the  last  six  or  eight  months? 
1  'm  not  asking  what  went  on  between  you ;  but  I 
know  the  man :  he  has  immense  conceit ;  he  is  an  old 
bachelor,  and  very  rich ;  and  he  only  spends  a  quarter 
of  a  comfortable  income.  If  you  are  as  clever  as  I 
suppose,  you  can  go  to  Paris  at  his  expense.  There, 
run  along,  my  little  doe ;  go  and  twist  him  round  your 
finger.  Only,  mind  this  :  be  as  supple  as  silk ;  at  every 
word  take  a  double  turn  round  him  and  make  a  knot. 
He  is  a  man  to  fear  scandal,  and  if  he  has  given  you 
a  chance  to  put  him  in  the  pillory  —  in  short,  you  un- 
derstand ;  threaten  him  with  the  ladies  of  the  Maternity 
Hospital.  Besides,  he's  ambitious.  A  man  succeeds 
through  his  wife,  and  you  are  handsome  and  clever 
enough  to  make  the  fortune  of  a  husband.  Hey!  the 
mischief  !  you  could  hold  your  own  against  all  the  court 
ladies." 

Suzanne,  whose  mind  took  in  at  a  flash  the  cheva- 
lier's last  words,  was  eager  to  run  off  to  du  Bousquier ; 
but,  not  wishing  to  depart  too  abruptly,  she  questioned 
the  chevalier  about  Paris,   all  the  while   helping  him 

14 
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to  dress.  The  chevalier,  however,  divined  her  desire  to 
be  off,  and  favored  it  by  asliing  hev  to  tell  Cn'sarine  to 
bring  up  his  chocolate,  which  Madame  Lardot  made 
for  him  every  morning.  Suzanne  then  slipped  away  to 
her  new  victim,  whose  biography  must  heie  be  given. 

Born  of  an  old  Alengon  family,  du  Bousquier  was  a 
cross  between  the  bourgeois  and  the  country  squire. 
Finding  himself  without  means  on  the  death  of  his  father, 
lie  went,  like  othei'  ruined  provincials,  to  Paris.  On  the 
breaking  out  of  the  Revolution  he  took  part  in  public 
affairs.  In  spite  of  revohitionary  principles,  which  made 
a  hobby  of  republican  honesty,  the  management  of  public 
business  in  those  days  was  by  no  means  clean.  A  politi- 
cal spy,  a  stock-jobber,  a  contractor,  a  man  who  confis- 
cated in  collusion  with  the  sjnidic  of  a  commune  the  prop- 
erty of  emictres  in  order  to  sell  them  and  buy  them  in,  a 
minister,  and  a  general  were  all  equally  engaged  in  pub- 
lic business.  From  1793  to  1799  du  Bousquier  was  com- 
missary of  provisions  to  the  French  armies.  He  lived 
in  a  magnificent  hotel  and  was  one  of  the  matadors  of 
finance,  did  business  with  Ouvrard,  kept  open  house, 
and  led  the  scandalous  life  of  the  period,  — the  life  of 
a  Cincinnatus,  on  sacks  of  corn  harvested  without 
trouble,  stolen  rations,  "little  houses"  full  of  mis- 
tresses, in  which  were  given  splendid  fetes  to  the 
Directors  of  the  Republic, 

The,  citizen  du  Bousquier  was  one  of  Barras'  fami- 
liars ;  he  was  on  the  best  of  terms  with  Fonche, 
stood  very  well  with  Bernadotte,  and  fully  expected  to 
become  a  minister  by  throwing  himself  into  the  party 
which  secretly  caballed  against  Bonaparte  until  Jla- 
rengo.     If  it  had  not  been  for  Kellermann's  charge  and 
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Desaix's  death,  du  Bousquier  would  probably  have 
become  a  minister.  He  was  one  of  the  chief  assist- 
ants of  that  secret  government  whom  Napoleon's  luck 
Sent  behind  the  scenes  in  1793.  (See  "An  Historical 
Mystery.")  The  unexpected  victory  of  Marengo  was 
the  defeat  of  that  party  who  actually  had  their  procla- 
mations printed  to  return  to  the  principles  of  the 
Montague  in  case  the  First  Consul  succumbed. 

Convinced  of  the  impossibility  of  Bonaparte's  tri- 
umph, du  Bousquier  staked  the  greater  part  of  his 
property  on  a  fall  in  the  Funds,  and  kept  two  couriers 
on  the  field  of  battle.  The  first  started  for  Paris 
when  Melas'  victory  was  certain  ;  the  second,  starting 
four  hours  later,  brought  the  news  of  the  defeat  of 
the  Austrians.  Du  Bousquier  cursed  Kellermann  and 
Desaix ;  he  dared  not  curse  Bonaparte,  who  might  owe 
him  millions.  This  alternative  of  millions  to  be  earned 
and  present  ruin  staring  him  in  the  face,  deprived 
the  purveyor  of  most  of  his  faculties :  he  became 
nearly  imbecile  for  several  days ;  the  man  had  so 
abused  his  health  by  excesses  that  when  the  thunder- 
bolt fell  upon  him  he  had  no  strength  to  resist.  The 
payment  of  his  bills  against  the  Exchequer  gave  him 
some  hopes  for  the  future,  but,  in  spite  of  all  efforts  to 
ingratiate  himself.  Napoleon's  hatred  to  the  contractors 
who  had  speculated  on  his  defeat  made  itself  felt;  du 
Bousquier  was  left  without  a  sou.  The  immorality  of 
his  private  life,  his  intimacy  with  Barras  and  Berna- 
dotte,  displeased  the  First  Consul  even  more  than  his 
manoBuvres  at  the  Bourse,  and  he  struck  du  Bousquier's 
name  from  the  list  of  the  government  contractors. 

Out  of  all  his  past  opulence  du  Bousquier  saved  only 
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twelve  hundred  francs  a  year  from  an  investment  in  the 
Grand  Livre,  which  he  had  happened  to  place  there  by 
pnre  caprice,  and  which  saved  him  from  penury.  A 
man  ruined  by  the  P'irst  Consul  interested  the  town  of 
Alenfon,  to  which  he  now  returned,  where  roj'alism 
was  secretly  dominant.  Du  Bousquier,  furious  against 
Bonaparte,  relating  stories  against  him  of  his  mean- 
ness, of  Josephine's  improprieties,  and  all  the  other 
scandalous  anecdotes  of  the  last  ten  years,  was  well 
received. 

About  this  time,  when  he  was  somewhere  between 
forty  and  fifty,  du  Bousquier's  appearance  was  that  of 
a  bachelor  of  thirtj'-six,  of  medium  height,  plump  as  a 
purveyor,  proud  of  his  vigorous  calves,  with  a  strongly 
marked  countenance,  a  flattened  nose,  the  nostrils 
garnished  with  hair,  black  eyes  with  thick  lashes,  from 
which  darted  shrewd  glances  like  those  of  Monsieur  de 
Talleyrand,  though  somewhat  dulled.  He  still  wore 
republican  whiskers  and  his  hair  very  long ;  his  hands, 
adorned  with  bunches  of  hair  on  each  knuckle,  showed 
the  power  of  his  muscular  system  in  their  prominent  blue 
veins.  He  had  the  chest  of  the  Farnese  Hercules,  and 
shoulders  fit  to  carry  the  stocks.  Such  shoulders  are 
seen  nowadays  onlj'  at  Tortoni's.  This  wealth  of 
masculine  vigor  counted  for  much  in  du  Bousquier's 
relations  with  others.  And  j'et  in  him,  as  iu  the 
chevalier,  symptoms  appeared  which  contrasted  oddly 
with  the  general  aspect  of  their  persons.  The  late 
purveyor  had  not  the  voice  of  his  muscles.  ^Ye  do  not 
mean  that  his  voice  was  a  mere  thread,  such  as  we 
sometimes  hear  issuing  from  the  mouth  of  these  wal- 
ruses ;   on   the   contrary,  it   was   a  strong  voice,  but 
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stifled,  an  idea  of  which  can  be  given  only  by  compar- 
ing it  with  the  noise  of  a  saw  cutting  into  soft  and 
moistened  wood,  —  the  voice  of  a  worn-out  speculator. 
In  spite  of  the  claims  which  the  enmity  of  the  First 
Consul  gave  Monsieur  du  Bousquier  to  enter  the 
royalist  society  of  the  province,  he  was  not  received  in 
the  seven  or  eight  families  who  composed  the  faubourg 
Saint-Germain  of  Alen5on,  among  whom  the  Cheva- 
lier de  Valois  was  welcome.  He  had  offered  himself 
in  marriage,  through  her  notary,  to  Mademoiselle 
Armande,  sister  of  the  most  distinguished  noble  in  the 
town ;  to  which  offer  he  received  a  refusal.  He  con- 
soled himself  as  best  he  could  in  the  society  of  a  dozen 
rich  families,  former  manufacturers  of  the  old  point 
d'Alengon,  owners  of  pastures  and  cattle,  or  merchants 
doing  a  wholesale  business  in  linens,  among  whom,  as 
he  hoped,  he  might  find  a  wealthy  wife.  In  fact,  all 
his  hopes  now  converged  to  the  perspective  of  a  fortu- 
nate marriage.  He  was  not  without  a  certain  financial 
ability,  which  many  persons  used  to  their  profit.  Like 
a  ruined  gambler  who  advises  neophytes,  he  pointed 
out  enterprises  and  speculations,  together  with  the 
means  and  chances  of  conducting  them.  He  was 
thought  a  good  administrator,  and  it  was  often  a  ques- 
tion of  making  him  mayor  of  Alen^on  ;  but  the  memory 
of  his  underhand  jobbery  still  clung  to  him,  and  he  was 
never  received  at  the  prefecture.  All  the  succeeding 
governments,  even  that  of  the  Hundred  Days,  refused 
to  appoint  him  mayor  of  Alen5on, — aplace  he  coveted, 
which,  could  he  have  had  it,  would,  he  thought,  have 
won  him  the  hand  of  a  certain  old  maid  on  whom  his 
matrimonial  views  now  turned. 
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Du  Bousquier's  aversion  to  the  Imperial  government 
had  thrown  him  at  first  into  the  royalist  circles  of 
Alen^on,  ■where  he  remained  in  spite  of  the  rebuffs  he 
received  there ;  but  when,  after  the  first  return  of  the 
Bourbons,  he  was  still  excluded  fi'om  the  prefecture, 
that  mortification  inspired  him  with  a  hatred  as  deep 
as  it  was  secret  against  the  royalists.  He  now  returned 
to  his  old  opinions,  and  became  the  leader  of  the 
liberal  party  in  Alen^on,  the  invisible  manipulator  of 
elections,  and  did  immense  harm  to  the  Restoration  Ly 
the  cleverness  of  his  underhand  proceedings  and  the 
perfidy  of  his  outward  behavior.  Du  Bousquier,  like 
all  those  who  live  by  their  heads  only,  carried  on  his 
hatreds  with  the  quiet  tranquillity  of  a  rivulet,  feeble 
apparently,  but  inexhaustible.  His  hatred  was  that  of 
a  negro,  so  peaceful  that  it  deceived  the  enemy.  His 
vengeance,  brooded  over  for  fifteen  years,  was  as  yet 
satisfied  by  no  victory,  not  even  that  of  July,  1830. 

It  was  not  without  some  private  intention  that  the 
Chevalier  de  Valois  had  turned  Suzanne's  designs 
upon  Monsieur  du  Bousquier.  The  liberal  and  the 
royalist  had  mutually  divined  each  other  in  spite  of  the 
wise  dissimulation  with  which  they  hid  their  common 
hope  from  the  rest  of  the  town.  The  two  old  bachelors 
were  secretly  rivals.  Each  had  formed  a  plan  to 
marry  the  Demoiselle  Cormon,  whom  Monsieur  de 
Valois  had  mentioned  to  Suzanne.  Both,  ensconced  in 
their  idea  and  wearing  the  armor  of  apparent  indiffer- 
ence, awaited  the  moment  when  some  lucky  chance 
might  deliver  the  old  maid  over  to  them.  Thus,  if 
the  two  bachelors  had  not  been  kept  asunder  by  the 
two   political    systems    of   which    they    each    offered 
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a  living  expression,  their  private  rivalry  would  still 
have  made  them  enemies.  Epochs  put  their  mark  on 
men.  These  two. individuals  proved  the  truth  of  that 
axiom  by  the  opposing  historic  tints  that  were  visible 
in  their  faces,  in  their  conversation,  in  their  ideas,  and 
in  their  clothes.  One,  abrupt,  energetic,  with  loud, 
brusque  manners,  curt,  rude  speech,  dark  in  tone,  in 
hair,  in  look,  tei-rible  apparently,  in  reality  as  impotent 
as  an  insurrection,  represented  the  republic  admirably. 
The  other,  gentle  and  polished,  elegant  and  nice, 
attaining  his  ends  by  the  slow  but  infallible  means  of 
diplomacy,  faithful  to  good  taste,  was  the  express 
image  of  the  old  courtier  regime. 

The  two  enemies  met  nearly  every  evening  on  the 
same  ground.  The  war  was  courteous  and  benign  on 
the  side  of  the  chevalier ;  but  du  Bousquier  showed  less 
ceremony  on  his,  though  still  preserving  the  outward 
appearances  demanded  by  society,  for  he  did  not  wish 
to  be  driven  from  the  place.  They  themselves  fully 
understood  each  other;  but  in  spite  of  the  shrewd 
observation  which  provincials  bestow  on  the  petty 
interests  of  their  own  little  centre,  no  one  in  the  town 
suspected  the  rivalry  of  these  two  men.  Monsieur  le 
Chevalier  deValois  occupied  a  vantage-ground  :  he  had 
never  asked  for  the  hand  of  Mademoiselle  Cormon-; 
whereas  du  Bousquier,  who  entei-ed  the  lists  soon  after 
his  rejection  by  the  most  distinguished  family  in  the 
place,  had  been  refused.  But  the  chevalier  believed  that 
his  rival  had  still'such  strong  chances  of  success  that  he 
dealt  him  this  coupde  Jaraau  with  a  blade  (namely, 
Suzanne)  that  was  finely  tempered  for  the  purpose. 
The  chevalier  had  cast  his  plummet-line  into  the  waters 
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of  du  Bousquier ;  and,  as  we  shall  see  by  the  sequel, 
he  was  not  mistaken  in  any  of  his  conjectures. 

Suzanne  tripped  with  a  light  foot  from  the  rue  du 
Cours,  by  the  rue  de  la  Porte  de  Se'ez  and  the  rue  du 
Bereail,  to  the  rue  du  Cygne,  where,  about  five  years 
earlier,  du  Bousquier  had  bought  a  little  house  built  of 
gray  Jura  stone,  which  is  something  between  Breton 
slate  and  Norman  granite.  There  he  established  him- 
self more  comfortably  than  any  householder  in  town ; 
for  he  had  managed  to  preserve  certain  furniture  and 
decorations  from  the  days  of  his  splendor.  But  pro- 
vincial manners  and  morals  obscured,  little  by  little, 
the  rays  of  this  fallen  Sardauapaliis ;  these  vestiges  of 
his  former  luxury  now  produced  the  effect  of  a  glass 
chandelier  in  a  barn.  Harmonj',  that  bond  of  all 
work,  human  or  divine,  was  lacking  in  great  things  as 
well  as  in  little  ones.  The  stairs,  up  which  everybody 
mounted  without  wiping  their  feet,  were  never  polished  ; 
the  walls,  painted  by  some  wretched  artisan  of  the 
neighborhood,  were  a  terror  to  the  eye ;  the  stone 
mantel-piece,  ill-carved,  "  swore  "  with  the  handsome 
clock,  which  was  further  degraded  by  the  company  of 
contemptible  candlesticks.  Like  the  period  which  du 
Bousquier  himself  represented,  the  house  was  a  jumble 
of  dirt  and  magnificence.  Being  considered  a  man 
of  leisure,  du  Bousquier  led  the  same  parasite  life 
as  the  chevalier ;  and  he  who  does  not  spend  bis 
income  is  always  rich.  His  only  servant  was  a  sort 
of  Jocrisse,  a  lad  of  the  neighborhood;  rather  a  ninny, 
trained  slowly  and  with  difficulty  to  du  Bousquier's 
requirements.  His  master  had  taught  him,  as  he 
might  an  orang-outang,  to    rub  the    floors,   dust  the 
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furniture,  black  his  boots,  brush  his  coats,  and  bring 
a  lantern  to  guide  him  home  at  night  if  the  weather 
were  cloudy,  and  clogs  if  it  rained.  Like  many  other 
human  beings,  this  lad  hadn't  stuff  enough  in  him  for 
more  than  one  vice  ;  he  was  a  glutton.  Often,  when  rtu 
Bousquier  went  to  a  grand  dinner,  he  would  take  Rene 
to  wait  at  table ;  on  such  occasions  he  made  him  take 
off  his  blue  cotton  jacket,  with  its  big  pockets  flapping 
round  his  hips,  and  always  bulging  with  handkerchiefs, 
clasp-knives,  fruits,  or  a  handful  of  nuts,  and  forced  him 
to  put  on  a  regulation  coat.  Rene  would  then  stuff 
his  fill  with  the  other  servants.  This  duty,  which  du 
Bousquier  had  turned  into  a  reward,  won  him  the  most 
absolute  discretion  from  the  Breton  servant. 

"You  here,  mademoiselle!"  said  Ren^  to  Suzanne 
when  she  entered  ;  "  't  is  n't  your  day.  We  have  n't  any 
linen  for  the  wash,  tell  iladame  Lardot." 

"  Old  stupid  !  "  said  Suzanne,  laughing. 

The  pretty  girl  went  upstairs,  leaving  Rene  to  finish  his 
porringer  of  buckwheat  in  boiled  milk.  Du  Bousquier, 
still  in  bed,  was  revolving  in  his  mind  his  plans  of 
fortune  ;  for  ambition  was  all  that  was  left  to  him,  as  to 
other  men  who  have  sucked  dry  the  orange  of  pleasure. 
Ambition  and  play  are  inexhaustible;  in  a  well- 
organized  man  the  passions  which  proceed  from  the 
brain  will  always  survive  the  passions  of  the  heart. 

"  Here  am  I,"  said  Suzanne,  sitting  down  on  the  bed 
and  jangling  the  curtain-rings  back  along  the  rod  with 
despotic  vehemence. 

"  Quesaco,  my  charmer?"  said  the  old  bachelor,  sit- 
ting up  in  bed. 

"  Mongiejjr,"  said  Suzanne,  gravely,  "  you  must  be 


218  An   Old  Maid. 

astonished  to  see  me  here  at  this  hour ;  but  I  find  ruj'- 
self  in  a  condition  which  obliges  me  not  to  care  for 
what  people  may  say  about  it." 

' '  What  does  all  that  mean  ?  "  said  du  Bousquier, 
crossing  his  arms. 

"  Don't  you  understand  me?"  said  Suzanne.  "I 
know,"  she  continued,  making  a  pretty  little  face, 
"  how  ridiculous  it  is  in  a  poor  girl  to  come  and  nag  at 
a  man  for  what  he  thinks  a  mere  nothing.  But  if  you 
really  knew  me,  monsieur,  if  you  knew  all  that  I  am 
capable  of  for  a  man  who  would  attach  himself  to  me 
as  much  as  I  'm  attached  to  you,  you  would  never 
repent  having  married  me.  Of  course  it  is  n't  here,  in 
Alen9on,  that  I  could  be  of  service  to  you  ;  but  if  we 
went  to  Paris,  you  would  see  whei'e  I  could  lead  a  man 
with  your  mind  and  your  capacities ;  and  just  at  this 
time  too,  when  they  are  remaking  the  government  from  ■ 
top  to  toe.  So  — ■  between  ourselves,  be  it  said  —  is 
what  has  happened  a  misfortune?  Isn't  it  rather  a 
piece  of  luck,  which  will  pay  you  well  ?  Who  and 
what  are  you  working  for  now  ? " 

"For  myself,  of  course!"  cried  du  Bousquier, 
brutally. 

"  Monster  !  you  '11  never  be  a  father !  "  said  Suzanne, 
giving  a  tone  of  prophetic  malediction  to  the  words. 

"  Come,  don't  talk  nonsense,  Suzanne,"  replied  du 
Bousquier;  "  I  really  think  I  am  still  dreaming." 

"How  much  more  reality  do  you  want?"  cried 
Suzanne,  standing  up. 

Du  Bousquier  rubbed  his  cotton  nightTcap  to  the  top 
of  his  head  with  a  rotatory  motion,  which  plainly  in- 
dicated the  tremendous  fermeutation-of-his  ideas.-    - 


An  Old  Maid.  219 

"  He  actually  believes  it !  "  thought  Suzanne,  "  and 
he 's  flattered.     Heaven  !  how  easy  it  is  to  gull  men!  " 

"  Suzanne,  what  the  devil  must  1  do?  It  is  so 
extraordinary  —  I,  who  thought  —  The  fact  is  that  — 
No,  no,  it  can't  be  —  " 

"  What?  you  can't  marry  me?  " 

"  Oh!  as  for  that,  no;  I  have  engagements." 

"  With  Mademoiselle  Armande  or  Mademoiselle 
Cormou,  who  have  both  refused  you?  Listen  to  me, 
Monsieur  du  Bousquier,  my  honor  doesn't  need 
gendarmes  to  drag  you  to  the  mayor's  office.  I  sha'u't 
lack  for  husbands,  thank  goodness!  and  I  don't  want 
a  man  who  can't  appreciate  what  I  am  worth.  But 
some  day  you  '11  repent  of  the  way  you  are  behaving  ; 
for  I  tell  you  now  that  nothing  on  earth,  neither  gold 
nor  silver,  will  induce  me  to  return  the  good  thing  that 
belongs  to  you,  if  you  refuse  to  accept  it  to-day." 

"  But, 'Suzanne,  are  you  sure?  " 

"Oh,  monsieur!  "  cried  the  grisette,  wrapping  her 
virtue  round  her,  ' '  what  do  you  take  me  for  ?  I  don't 
remind  you  of  the  promises  you  made  me,  which  have 
ruined  a  poor  young  girl  whose  only  blame  was  to 
have  as  much  ambition  as  love." 

Du  Bousquier  was  torn  with  conflicting  sentiments, 
joy,  distrust,  calculation.  H?  had  long  determined  to 
marry  Mademoiselle  Cormon ;  for  the  Charter,  on 
which  he  had  just  been  ruminating,  offered  to  his 
ambition,  through  the  half  of  her  property,  the  political 
career  of  a  deputy.  Besides,  his  marriage  with  the  old 
maid  would  put  him  socially  so  high  in  the  town  that 
he  would  have  great  influence.  Consequently,  the 
storm  upraised  by  that  malicious  Suzanne  drove  him 
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into  the  wildest  embarrassment.  Without  this  secret 
scheme,  he  would  have  married  Suzanne  without 
hesitation.  In  which  case,  he  could  openly  assume 
the  leadership  of  the  liberal  party  in  Alengon.  After 
such  a  marriage  he  would,  of  course,  renounce  the  best 
society  and  take  up  with  the  bourgeois  class  of  trades- 
men, rich  manufacturers  and  graziers,  who  would 
certainly  carry  him  in  triumph  as  their  candidate. 
Du  Bousquier  already  foresaw  the  Left  side. 

This  solemn  deliberation  he  did  not  conceal ;  he 
rubbed  his  hands  over  his  head,  displacing  the  cap 
which  covered  its  disastrous  baldness.  Suzanne, 
meantime,  like  all  those  persons  who  succeed  beyond 
their  hopes,  was  silent  and  amazed.  To  hide  her 
astonishment,  she  assumed  the  melancholy  pose  of  an 
injured  girl  at  the  mercy  of  her  seducer ;  inwardly  she 
was  laughing  like  a  grisette  at  her  clever  trick. 

"  My  dear  child,"  said  du  Bousquier  at  length, 
"I'm  not  to  be  taken  in  with  such  bosh,  not  /.'" 

Such  was  the  curt  remark  which  ended  du  Bousquier's 
meditation.  He  plumed  himself  on  belonging  to  the 
class  of  cynical  philosophers  who  could  never  be 
"  taken  in"  by  women,  —  putting  them,  one  and  all, 
unto  the  same  category,  as  suspicious.  These  strong- 
minded  persons  are  usually  weak  men  who  have  a 
special  catechism  in  the  matter  of  womenkind.  To 
them  the  whole  sex,  from  queens  of  France  to  mil- 
liners, are  essentially  depraved,  licentious,  intriguing, 
not  a  little  rascally,  fundamentally  deceitful,  and  in- 
capable of  thought  about  anything  but  trifles.  To 
them,  women  are  evil-doing  queans,  who  must  be 
allowed  to  dance  and  sing  and  laugh  as  they  please ; 
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they  see  nothing  sacred  or  saintly  in  them,  nor  any- 
thing grand  ;  to  them  there  is  no  poetry  in  the  senses, 
only  gross  sensuality.  Where  such  jurisprudence  pre- 
vails, if  a  woman  is  not  perpetually  tyrannized  over, 
she  reduces  the  man  to  the  condition  of  a  slave.  Under 
this  aspect  du  Bousquier  was  again  the  antithesis  of 
the  clievalier.  AYhen  he  made  his  final  remark,  he 
flung  his  night-cap  to  the  foot  of  the  bed,  as  Pope 
Gregory  did  the  taper  when  he  fulminated  an  ex- 
communication ;  Suzanne  then  learned  for  the  first 
iinie  that  du  Bousquier  wore  a  toiipet  covering  his 
bald  spot. 

"  Please  to  remember,  Monsieur  du  Bousquier," 
she  replied  majestically,  "  that  in  coming  here  to  tell 
you  of  this  matter  I  have  done  my  duty ;  remember 
that  I  have  offered  you  my  hand,  and  asked  for  yours ; 
but  remember  also  that  I  behaved  with  the  dignity  of  a 
woman  who  respects  herself.  I  have  not  abased  my- 
self to  weep  like  a  silly  fool ;  I  have  not  insisted  ;  I 
have  not  tormented  you.  You  now  know  my  situation. 
You  must  see  that  I  cannot  stay  in  Alengon :  ray 
mother  would  beat  me,  and  Madame  Lardot  rides  a 
hobby  of  principles ;  she  '11  turn  me  off.  Poor  worli- 
girl  that  I  am,  must  I  go  to  the  hospital?  must  I  beg 
my  bread  ?  No !  I  'd  rather  throw  myself  into  the 
Brillante  or  the  Sarthe.  But  is  n't  it  better  that  I 
should  go  to  Paris?  My  mother  could  find  an  excuse 
to  send  me  there,  —  an  uncle  who  wants  me,  or  a 
dying  aunt,  or  a  lady  who  sends  for  me.  But  I  must 
have  some  money  for  the  journey  and  for  -r-  you  know 
what." 

This   extraordinary  piece   of   news   was    far    more 
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startling  to  du  Bousquier  than  to  the  Chevalier  de 
Valois.  Suzanne's  fiction  introduced  such  confusion 
into  the  ideas  of  the  old  bachelor  that  he  was  literallj' 
incapable  of  sober  reflection.  AVithout  this  agitation 
and  without  his  inward  delight  (for  vanity  is  a  swindler 
which  never  fails  of  its  dupe),  he  would  certainly  have 
reflected  that,  supposing  it  were  true,  a  girl  like  Suzanne, 
whose  heart  was  not  yet  spoiled,  would  have  died  a 
thousand  deaths  before  beginning  a  discussion  of  this 
kind  and  asking  for   money. 

"  Will  you  really  go  to  Paris,  then?  "  he  said. 

A  flash  of  gayety  lighted  Suzanne's  gray  eyes  as  she  ' 
heard  those  words  ;  but  the  self-satisfied  du  Bousquier 
saw  nothing. 

"Yes,  monsieur,"  she  said. 

Du  Bousquier  then  began  bitter  lamentations  :  he  had 
the  last  payments  to  make  on  his  house;  the  painter, 
the  mason,  the  upholsterers  must  be  paid.  Suzanne 
let  him  run  on  ;  she  was  listening  for  the  figures.  Du 
Bousquier  offered  her  three  hundred  francs.  Suzanne 
made  what  is  called  on  the  stage  a  false  exit ;  that  is, 
she  marched  toward  the  door. 

"Stop,  stop!  where  are  you  going?  "said  du 
Bousquier,  uneasily.  "This  is  what  comes  of  a 
bachelor's  life  !  "  thought  he.  "  The  devil  take  me  if 
I  ever  did  anything  more  than  rumple  her  collar,  and, 
lo  and  beliold !  she  makes  that  a  ground  to  put  her 
hand  in  one's  pocket !  " 

"I'm  going,  monsieur,"  replied  Suzanne,  "to 
Madame  Granson,  the  treasurer  of  the  Maternity 
Society,  who,  to  my  knowledge,  has  saved  many  a 
poor  girl  in  my  condition  from  suicide." 


"  'Here,  Suzanne,'  said  du  Bousquier,  giving  ler  a 
key,  '  open  that  secretary,  and  take  out  the  bag 
you'll  find  there.'" 
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"  Madame  Granson  !  " 

"Yes,"  said  Suzanne,  "a  relation  of  Mademoiselle 
Cormon,  the  president  of  the  Maternity  Society.  Sav- 
ing your  presence,  the  ladies  of  the  town  have  created 
an  institution  to  prevent  poor  creatures  from  destroying 
their  infants,  like  that  handsome  Faustine  of  Argentan 
who  was  executed  for  it  three  years  ago." 

"Here,  Suzanne,"  said  du  Bousquier,  giving  her  a 
key,  "  open  that  secretary,  and  take  out  the  bag  you  '11 
find  there  :  there  's  about  six  hundred  francs  in  it ;  it  is 
all  I  possess." 

"Old  che^t!"  thought  Suzanne,  doing  as  he  told 
her,   "I'll  tell  about  your  false  toupet." 

She  compared  du  Bousquier  with  that  charming 
chevalier,  who  had  given  her  nothing,  it  is  true,  but 
who  had  comprehended  her,  advised  her,  and  carried 
all  grisettes  in  his  heart. 

"  If  you  deceive  me,  Suzanne,"  cried  du  Bousquier, 
as  he  saw  her  with  her  hand  in  the  drawer,  "  you  —  " 

"Monsieur,"  she  said,  interrupting  him  with  in- 
effable impertinence,  "  would  n't  you  have  given  me 
money  if  I  had  asked  for  it  ? " 

Eecalled  to  a  sense  of  gallantry,  du  Bousquier  had 
a  remembrance  of  past  happiness  and  grunted  his 
assent.  Suzanne  took  the  bag  and  departed,  after 
allowing  the  old  bachelor  to  kiss  her,  which  he  did 
with  an  air  that  seemed  to  say,  "It  is  a  right  which 
costs  me  dear ;  but  it  is  better  than  being  harried  by 
a  lawyer  in  the  court  of  assizes  as  the  seducer  of  a  girl 
accused  of  infanticide." 

Suzanne  hid  the  sack  in  a  sort  of  gamebag  made  of 
osier  which  she  had  on  her  arm,  all  the  while  cursing 
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flu  Bousquier  for  his  stinginess ;  for  one  thousand 
francs  was  the  sum  she  wanted.  Once  tempted  of  the 
devil  to  desire  that  sum,  a  girl  will  go  far  when  she 
has  set  foot  on  the  path  of  trickery.  As  she  made  her 
way  along  the  rue  du  Bercail,  it  came  into  her  head 
that  the  Maternit}-  Society,  presided  over  by  Mademoi- 
selle Cormon,  might  be  induced  to  complete  the  sum  at 
which  she  had  reckoned  her  journej'  to  Paris,  which  to 
a  gi-isette  of  Alengon  seemed  considerable.  Besides, 
she  hated  du  Bousquier.  The  latter  had  evidently 
feared  a  revelation  of  his  supposed  misconduct  to 
Madame  Granson ;  and  Suzanne,  at  the  risk  of  not 
getting  a  penny  from  the  society,  was  possessed  with 
the  desire,  on  leaving  Alengon,  of  entangling  the  old 
bachelor  in  the  inextricable  meshes  of  a  provincial 
slander.  In  all  grisettes  there  is  something  of  the 
malevolent  mischief  of  a  monkey.  Accordingly, 
Suzanne  now  went  to  see  Madame  Granson,  composing 
lier  face  to  an  expression  of  the  deepest  dejection. 
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III. 


ATHA.NASE. 


Madame  G-eanson,  widow  of  a  lieutenant-colonel  of 
artillery  killed  at  Jena,  possessed,  as  her  whole  means 
of  livelihood,  a  meagre  pension  of  nine  hundred  francs 
a  year,  and  three  hundred  francs  from  property  of  her 
own,  plus  a  son  whose  support  and  education  had 
eaten  up  all  her  savings.  She  occupied,  in  the  rue  du 
Bercail,  one  of  those  melancholy  ground-floor  apart- 
ments which  a  traveller  passing  along  the  principal 
street  of  a  little  provincial  town  can  look  through  at  a 
glance.  The  street  door  opened  at  the  top  of  three 
steep  steps ;  a  passage  led  to  an  interior  courtyard,  at 
the  end  of  which  was  the  staircase  covered  by  a 
wooden  gallery.  On  one  side  of  the  passage  was  the 
dining-room  and  the  kitchen ;  on  the  other  side,  a  salon 
put  to  many  uses,  and  the  widow's  bedchamber. 

Athanase  Granson,  a  young  man  twenty-three  years 
of  age,  who  slept  in  an  attic  room  above  the  second' 
floor  of  the  house,  added  six  hundred  francs  to  the  in- 
come of  his  poor  mother,  by  the  salary  of  a  little  place 
which  the  influence  of  his  relation,  Mademoiselle 
Cormon,  had  obtained  for  him  in  the  mayor's  office, 
where  he  was  placed  in  charge  of  the  archives. 

From  these  indications  it  is  easy  to  imagine  Madame 
Granson  in  her  cold  salou  with  its  yellow  curtains  and 
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Utrecht  velvet  furniture,  also  yellow,  as  she  straightened 
the  round  straw  mats  which  were  placed  before  each 
chair,  that  visitors  might  not  soil  the  red-tiled  floor 
while  they  sat  there ;  after  which  she  returned  to  her 
cushioned  armchair  and  little  work-table  placed  be- 
neath the  portrait  of  the  lieutenant-colonel  of  artillery 
between  two  windows,  —  a  point  from  which  her  eye 
could  rake  the  rue  du  Bercail  and  see  all  comers.  She 
was  a  good  woman,  dressed  with  bourgeois  simplicity 
in  keeping  with  her  wan  face  furrowed  by  grief.  The 
rigorous  humbleness  of  poverty  made  itself  felt  in  all 
the  accessories  of  this  household,  the  very  air  of 
which  was  charged  with  the  stern  and  upright  morals 
of  the  provinces.  At  this  moment  the  son  and  mother 
were  together  in  the  dining-room,  where  they  were 
breakfasting  on  a  cup  of  coffee,  with  bread  and 
butter  and  radishes.  To  make  the  pleasure  whicli 
Suzanne's  visit  was  to  give  to  Madame  Granson  in- 
telligible, we  must  explain  certain  secret  interests  of 
the  mother  and  son. 

Athanase  Granson  was  a  thin  and  pale  5'oung  man, 
of  medium  height,  with  a  hollow  face  in  which  his  two 
black  eyes,  sparkling  with  thoughts,  gave  the  effect  of 
bits  of  coal.  The  rather  irregular  lines  of  his  face,  the 
curve  of  his  lips,  a  prominent  chin,  the  fine  modelling 
of  his  forehead,  his  melancholy  countenance,  caused 
by  a  sense  of  his  poverty  warring  with  the  powers  that 
he  felt  within  him,  were  all  indications  of  repressed  and 
imprisoned  talent.  In  any  other  place  than  the  town  of 
Alenijon  the  mere  aspect  of  his  person  would  have  won 
him  the  assistance  of  superior  men,  or  of  women  who 
are  able  to  recognize  genius  in  obscurity.     If  his  was 
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not  genius,  it  was  at  any  rate  the  form  and  aspect  of 
it ;  if  lie  had  not  the  actual  force  of  a  great  heart,  the 
glow  of  such  a  heart  was  in  his  glance.  Although  he 
was  capable  of  expressing  the  highest  feeling,  a  casing 
of  timidity  destroyed  all  the  graces  of  his  youth,  just 
as  the  ice  of  poverty  kept  him  from  daring  to  put 
forth  his  powers.  Provincial  life,  without  an  opening, 
without  appreciation,  without  encouragement,  described 
a  circle  about  him  in  which  languished  and  died  the 
power  of  thought,  —  a  power  which  as  yet  had  scarcely 
reached  its  dawn.  Moreover,  Athanase  possessed  that 
savage  pride  which  poverty  intensifies  in  noble  minds, 
exalting  them  in  their  struggle  with  men  and  things ; 
although  at  their  start  in  life  it  is  an  obstacle  to  their 
advancement.  Genius  proceeds  in  two  ways  :  either  it 
takes  its  opportunity  —  like  Napoleon,  like  Molifere  — 
the  moment  that  it  sees  it,  or  it  waits  to  be  sought 
when  it  has  patiently  revealed  itself.  Young  G-ranson 
belonged  to  that  class  of  men  of  talent  who  distrust 
themselves  and  are  easily  discor raged.  His  soul  was 
contemplative.  He  lived  more  by  thought  than  by 
action.  Perhaps  he  might  have  seemed  deficient  or 
incomplete  to  those  who  cannot  conceive  of  genius 
witliout  the  sparkle  of  French  passion  ;  but  he  was 
powerful  in  the  world  of  mind,  and  he  was  liable  to 
reach,  through  a  series  of  emotions  imperceptible  to 
common  souls,  those  sudden  determinations  which 
make  fools  say  of  a  man,   "He  is  mad." 

The  contempt  which  the  world  pours  out  on  poverty 
was  death  to  Athanase  ;  the  enervating  heat  of  solitude, 
without  a  breath  or  current  of  air,  relaxed  the  bow 
which  ever  strove  to  tighten  itself  ;  his  soul  grew  weary 
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in  this  painful  effort  without  results.  Athanase  was  a 
man  who  might  have  taken  his  place  among  the  glories 
of  France ;  but,  eagle  as  he  was,  cooped  in  a  cage 
without  his  proper  nourishment,  he  was  about  to  die  of 
hunger  after  contemplating  with  an  ardent  eye  the 
fields  of  air  and  the  mountain  heights  where  genius 
soars.  His  work  in  the  city  library  escaped  attention, 
and  he  buried  in  his  soul  his  thoughts  of  fame,  fearing 
that  thej'  might  injure  him ;  but  deeper  than  all  lay 
buried  within  him  the  secret  of  his  heart,  —  a  passion 
wliich  hollowed  his  cheeks  and  yellowed  his  brow.  He 
loved  his  distant  cousin,  this  very  Mademoiselle  Cormon 
whom  the  Chevalier  de  Valois  and  du  Bousquier,  his 
hidden  rivals,  were  stalking.  This  love  had  had  its 
origin  in  calculation.  Mademoiselle  Cormon  was 
thought  to  be  one  of  the  richest  persons  in  the  town  : 
the  poor  lad  had  therefore  been  led  to  love  her  by  desires 
for  material  happiness,  by  the  hope,  long  indulged,  of 
gilding  with  comfort  his  mother's  last  years,  by  eager 
longing  for  the  ease  of  life  so  needful  to  men  who  live 
by  thought ;  but  this  most  innocent  point  of  departure 
degraded  his  passion  in  his  own  eyes.  Moreover,  he 
feared  the  ridicule  the  world  would  cast  upon  the  love 
of  a  young  man  of  twenty-three  for  an  old  maid  of 
forty. 

And  yet  his  passion  was  real ;  whatever  may  seem 
false  about  such  a  love  elsewhere,  it  can  be  realized 
as  a  fact  in  the  provinces,  where,  manners  and  morals 
being  without  change  or  chance  or  movement  or 
mystery,  marriage  becomes  a  necessity  of  life.  No 
family  will  accept  a  young  man  of  dissolute  habits. 
However  natural   the   liaison  of   a   young    man,    like 
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Athanase,  with  a  handsome  girl,  like  Suzanne,  for 
instance,  might  seem  in  a  capital,  it  alarms  provincial 
parents,  and  destroys  the  hopes  of  marriage  of  a  poor 
young  man  when  possibly  the  fortune  of  a  rich  one 
might  cause  such  an  unfortunate  antecedent  to  be 
overlooked.  Between  the  depravity  of  certain  liaisons 
and  a  sincere  love,  a  man  of  honor  and  no  fortune  will 
not  hesitate :  he  prefers  the  misfortunes  of  virtue  to 
the  evils  of  vice.  But  in  the  provinces  women  with 
whom  a  young  man  can  fall  in  love  are  rare.  A  rich 
young  girl  he  cannot  obtain  in  a  region  where  all  is 
calculation ;  a  poor  young  girl  he  is  prevented  from 
loving;  it  would  be,  as  provincials  say,  marrying 
hunger  and  thirst.  Such  monkish  solitude  is,  however, 
dangerous  to  youth. 

These  reflections  explain  why  provincial  life  is  so 
firmly  based  on  marriage.  Thus  we  find  that  ardent 
and  vigorous  genius,  forced  to  rely  on  the  independ- 
ence of  its  own  poverty,  quits  these  cold  regions  where 
thought  is  persecuted  by  brutal  indifference,  where  no 
woman  is  willing  to  be  a  sister  of  charity  to  a  man  of 
talent,  of  art,  of  science. 

Who  will  really  understand  Athanase  Granson's  love 
for  Mademoiselle  Cormon?  Certainly  neither  rich 
men  —  those  sultans  of  society  who  fill  their  harems  — 
nor  middle-class  men,  who  follow  the  well-beaten  high- 
road of  prejudices  ;  nor  women  who,  not  choosing  to 
understand  the  passions  of  artists,  impose  the  yoke  of 
their  virtues  upon  men  of  genius,  imagining  that  the 
two  sexes  are  governed  by  the  same  laws. 

Here,  perhaps,  we  should  appeal  to  those  young 
men  who  suifer  from  the  repression  of  their  first  desires 
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at  the  moment  when  all  their  forces  are  developing ; 
to  artists  sick  of  their  own  genius  smothering  under 
the  pressure  of  poverty ;  to  men  of  talent,  persecuted 
and  without  influence,  often  without  friends  at  the 
start,  who  have  ended  by  triumphing  over  that  double 
anguish,  equally  agonizing,  of  soul  and  body.  Such 
men  will  well  understand  the  lancinating  pains  of  the 
cancer  which  was  now  consuming  Athanase ;  they 
have  gone  through  those  long  and  bitter  deliberations 
made  in  presence  of  some  grandiose  purpose  they  had 
not  the  means  to  carry  out ;  they  have  endured  those 
secret  miscarriages  in  which  the  fructifying  seed  of 
genius  falls  on  arid  soil.  Such  men  know  that  the 
grandeur  of  desires  is  in  proportion  to  the  height  and 
breadth  of  the  imagination.  The  higher  the}'  spring, 
the  lower  they  fall ;  and  how  can  it  be  that  ties  and 
bonds  should  not  be  broken  by  such  a  fall?  Their 
piercing  eye  has  seen  —  as  did  Athanase  —  the  bril- 
liant future  which  awaited  them,  and  from  which  they 
fancied  that  only  a  thin  gauze  parted  them ;  but  that 
gauze  through  which  their  eyes  could  see  is  changed 
by  Society  to  a  wall  of  iron.  Impelled  by  a  vocation, 
by  a  sentiment  of  art,  they  endeavor  again  and  again 
to  live  by  sentiments  which  society  as  incessantly  ma- 
terializes. Alas !  the  provinces  calculate  and  arrange 
marriage  with  the  one  view  of  material  comfoi't,  and  a 
poor  artist  or  man  of  science  is  forl)idden  to  double  its 
purpose  and  make  it  the  saviour  of  his  genius  by 
securing  to  him  the  means  of  subsistence ! 

Moved  by  such  ideas,  Athanase  G-ranson  first  thought 
of  marriage  with  Mademoiselle  Cormou  as  a  means  of 
obtaining   a    livelihood   which    would    be   permanent. 
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Theuce  he  could  rise  to  fame,  and  make  his  mother 
Ijappy,  knowing  at  the  same  time  that  he  was  capable 
of  faithfully  loving  his  wife.  But  soon  his  own  will 
created,  although  he  did  not  know  it,  a  genuine  pas- 
sion. He  began  to  study  the  old  maid,  and,  by  dint  of 
the  charm  which  habit  gives,  he  ended  by  seeing  only 
her  beauties  and  ignoring  her  defects. 

In  a  young  man  of  twentj'-three  the  senses  count  for 
much  in  love ;  their  fire  produces  a  sort  of  prism 
between  Jiis  eyes  and  the  woman.  From  this  point  of 
view  the  clasp  with  which  Beaumarchais'  Cherubin 
seizes  Marceline  is  a  stroke  of  genius.  But  when  we 
reflect  that  in  the  utter  isolation  to  which  poverty  con- 
demned poor  Athanase,  Mademoiselle  Cormon  was  the 
only  figure  presented  to  his  gaze,  that  she  attracted 
his  eye  incessantly,  that  all  the  light  he  had  was  con- 
centrated in  her,  surely  his  love  may  be  considered 
natural. 

This  sentiment,  so  carefully  hidden,  increased  from 
day  to  day.  Desires,  sufferings,  hopes,  and  medita- 
tions swelled  in  quietness  and  silence  the  lake  widen- 
ing ever  in  the  young  man's  breast,  as  hour  by  hour 
added  its  drop  of  water  to  the  volume.  And  the 
wider  this  inward  circle,  drawn  by  the  imagination, 
aided  by  the  senses,  grew,  the  more  imposing  Made- 
moiselle Cormon  appeared  to  Athanase,  and  the  more 
his  own  timidity  increased. 

The  mother  had  divined  the  truth.  Like  all  provin- 
cial mothers,  she  calculated  candidly  in  her  own  mind 
the  advantages  of  the  match.  She  told  herself  that 
Mademoiselle  Cormon  would  be  very  lucky  to  secure  a 
husband  in  a  young  man  of  twenty-three,  full  of  talent, 
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who  would  always  be  an  honor  to  his  family  and  the 
neighborhood ;  at  the  same  time  the  obstacles  which 
her  son's  want  of  fortune  and  Mademoiselle  Cormon's 
age  presented  to  the  marriage  seemed  to  her  almost 
insurmountable ;  she  could  think  of  nothing  but 
patience  as  being  able  to  vanquish  them.  Like  du 
Bonsquier,  like  the  Chevalier  de  Valois,  she  had  a 
policy  of  her  own ;  she  was  on  the  watch  for  circum- 
stances, awaiting  the  propitious  moment  for  a  move 
with  the  shrewdness  of  maternal  instinct.  Madame 
Granson  had  no  fears  at  all  as  to  the  chevalier,  but 
she  did  suppose  that  du  Bousquier,  although  refused,  - 
retained  certain  hopes.  As  an  able  and  underhand 
enemy  to  the  latter,  she  did  him  much  secret  harm  in 
the  interests  of  her  son ;  from  whom,  by  the  bye,  she 
carefully  concealed  all  such  proceedings. 

After  this  explanation  it  is  easy  to  understand  the 
importance  which  Suzanne's  lie,  confided  to  Madame 
Granson,  was  about  to  acquire.  What  a  weapon  put 
into  the  hands  of  this  charitable  lady,  the  treasurer  of 
the  Maternity  Society !  How  she  would  gently  and 
demurely  spread  the  news  while  collecting  assistance 
for  the  chaste  Suzanne ! 

At  the  present  moment  Athanase,  leaning  pensively 
on  his  elbow  at  the  breakfast  table,  was  twirling  his 
spoon  in  his  empty  cup  and  contemplating  with  a  pre- 
occupied eye  the  poor  room  with  its  red  brick  floor, 
its  straw  chairs,  its  painted  wooden  buffet,  its  pink 
and  white  curtains  chequered  like  a  backgammon 
board,  which  communicated  with  the  kitchen  through  a 
glass  dopr.  As  his  back  was  to  the  chimney  which 
his  mother  faced,  and  as  the  chimney  was  opposite  to 
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the  door,  his  pallid  face,  strongly  lighted  from  the 
window,  framed  in  beautiful  black  hair,  the  eyes  gleam- 
ing with  despair  and  fiery  with  morning  thoughts,  was 
the  first  object  which  met  the  eyes  of  the  incoming 
Suzanne.  The  grisette,  who  belonged  to  a  class  which 
certainly  has  the  instinct  of  misery  and  the  sufferings 
of  the  heart,  suddenly  felt  that  electric  spark,  dart- 
ing from  Heaven  knows  where,  which  can  never  be 
explained,  which  some  strong  minds  deny,  but  the 
s3'mpathetic  stroke  of  which  has  been  felt  by  many 
men  and  many  women.  It  is  at  once  a  light  which 
lightens  the  darkness  of  the  future,  a  presentiment 
of  the  sacred  joys  of  a  shared  love,  the  certainty 
of  mutual  comprehension.  Above  all,  it  is  like  the 
touch  of  a  firm  and  able  hand  on  the  keyboard  of 
the  senses.  The  eyes  are  fascinated  by  an  irresist- 
ible attraction  ;  the  heart  is  stirred  ;  the  melodies  of 
happiness  echo  in  the  soul  and  in  the  ears ;  a  voice 
cries  out,  "It  is  he!"  Often  reflection  casts  a 
douche  of  cold  water  on  this  boiling  emotion,  and  all 
is  over. 

In  a  moment,  as  rapid  as  the  flash  of  the  lightning, 
Suzanne  received  the  broadside  of  this  emotion  in  her 
heart.  The  flame  of  a  real  love  burned  up  the  evil 
weeds  fostered  by  a  libertine  and  dissipated  life.  She 
saw  how  much  she  was  losing  of  decency  and  value  by 
accusing  herself  falsely.  What  had  seemed  to  her  a 
joke  the  night  before  became  to  her  eyes  a  serious 
charge  against  herself.  She  recoiled  at  her  own  suc- 
cess. But  the  impossibility  of  any  result;  the  poverty 
of  the  young  man  ;  a  vague  hope  of  enriching  herself, 
of  going  to  Paris  and  returning  with  full  bauds  to  say, 
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' '  I  love  you !  here  are  the  means  of  happiness !  "  or 
mere  fate,  if  you  will  have  it  so,  dried  up  the  next 
moment  this  beneficent  dew. 

The  ambitious  grisette  asked  with  a  timid  air  for  a 
moment's  interview  with  Madame  Grauson,  who  took 
her  at  once  into  her  bedchamber.  When  Suzanne 
came  out  she  looked  again  at  Athanase ;  he  was  still  in 
the  same  position,  and  the  tears  came  into  her  eyes. 
As  for  Madame  Granson,  she  was  radiant  with  joy. 
At  last  she  had  a  weapon,  and  a  terrible  one,  against 
du  Bousquier ;  she  could  now  deal  him  a  mortal  blow. 
She  had  of  course  promised  the  poor  seduced  girl  the 
support  of  all  charitable  ladies  and  that  of  the  mem- 
bers of  the  Maternity  Society  'in  particular ;  she  fore- 
saw a  dozen  visits  which  would  occupy  her  whole  day, 
and  brew  up  a  frightful  storm  on  the  head  of  the  guilty 
du  Bousquier.  The  Chevalier  de  Valois,  while  fore- 
seeing the  turn  the  affair  would  take,  had  really  no 
idea  of  the  scandal  which  would  result  from  his  own 
action. 

"  My  dear  child,"  said  Madame  Granson  to  her  son, 
"we  are  to  dine,  you  know,  with  Mademoiselle  Cor- 
mon ;  do  take  a  little  pains  with  your  appearance. 
You  are  wrong  to  neglect  your  dress  as  you  do.  Put 
on  that  handsome  frilled  shirt  and  your  green  coat  of 
Elbeuf  cloth.  I  have  my  reasons,"  she  added  slyly. 
"Besides,  Mademoiselle  Cormon  is  going  to  Prebau- 
det,  and  many  persons  will  doubtless  call  to  bid  her 
good-bye.  When  a  young  man  is  marriageable  he  ought 
to  take  every  means  to  make  himself  agreeable.  If 
girls  would  only  tell  the  truth,  heavens  !  my  dear  boj', 
you  'd  be  astonished  at  what  makes  them  fall  in  love. 
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Often  it  suffices  for  a  man  to  ride  past  them  at  the 
head  of  a  company  of  artillery,  or  show  himself  at 
a  ball  in  tight  clothes.  Sometimes  a  mere  turn  of  the 
head,  a  melancholy  attitude,  makes  them  suppose  a 
man's  whole  life ;  they  '11  invent  a  romance  to  match 
the  hero  —  who  is  often  a  mere  brute,  but  the  marriage 
is  made.  Watch  the  Chevalier  de  Valois :  study  him  ; 
copy  his  manners  ;  see  with  what  ease  he  presents  him- 
self ;  he  never  puts  on  a  stiff  air,  as  you  do.  Talk  a 
little  more ;  one  would  really  think  you  did  n't  know 
anything,  —  you,  who  know  Hebrew  by  heart." 

Athanase  listened  to  his  mother  with  a  surprised 
but  submissive  air ;  then  he  rose,  took  his  cap,  and 
went  off  to  the  mayor's  office,  saying  to  himself,  "  Can 
my  mother  suspect  my  secret?  " 

He  passed  through  the  rue  du  Val-Noble,  where 
Mademoiselle  Cormon  lived,  —  a  little  pleasure  which 
he  gave  himself  every  morning,  thinking,  as  usual,  a 
variety  of  fanciful  things  :  — 

"  How  little  she  knows  that  a  young  man  is  passing, 
before  her  house  who  loves  her  well,  who  would  be 
faithful  to  her,  who  would  never  cause  her  any  grief ; 
who  would  leave  her  the  entire  management  of  her 
fortune  without  interference.  Good  God  !  what  fatal- 
ity !  here,  side  by  side,  in  the  same  town,  are  two 
persons  in  our  mutual  condition,  and  yet  nothing  can 
bring  them  together.  Suppose  I  were  to  speak  to  her 
this  evening  ?  " 

During  this  time  Suzanne  had  returned  to  her 
mother's  house  thinking  of  Athanase ;  and,  like  many 
other  women  who  have  longed  to  help  an  adored  man 
beyond   the  limit  of   human  powers,  she  felt  herself 
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capable  of  making  her  body  a  stepping-Btone  on  which 
he  could  rise  to  attain  his  throne. 

It  is  now  necessary  to  enter  the  house  of  this  old 
maid  toward  whom  so  many  interests  are  converging, 
where  the  actors  in  this  scene,  with  the  exception  of 
Suzanne,  were  all  to  meet  this  very  evening.  As  for 
Suzanne,  that  handsome  individual  bold  enough  to 
burn  her  ships  like  Alexander  at  her  start  in  life,  and 
to  begin  the  battle  by  a  falsehood,  she  disappears  from 
the  stage,  having  introdaced  upon  it  a  violent  element 
of  interest.  Her  utmost  wishes  were  gratified.  She 
quitted  her  native  town  a  few  days  later,  well  supplied 
with  money  and  good  clothes,  among  which  was  a  fine 
dress  of  green  reps  and  a  charming  green  bonnet  lined 
with  pink,  the  gift  of  Monsieur  de  Valois,  —  a  present 
which  she  preferred  to  all  the  rest,  even  the  money. 
If  the  chevalier  had  gone  to  Paris  in  the  days  of  her 
future  brilliancy,  she  would  certainly  have  left  every 
one  for  him.  Like  the  chaste  Susannah  of  the  Bible, 
whom  the  Elders  scarcely  saw,  she  established  herself 
joyously  and  full  of  hope  in  Paris,  while  all  Alenjon 
was  deploring  her  misfortunes,  for  which  the  ladies  of 
two  Societies  (Charity  and  Maternity)  manifested  the 
liveliest  sympathy.  Though  Suzanne  is  a  fair  speci- 
men of  those  handsome  Norman  women  whom  a  learned 
physician  reckons  as  comprising  one-third  of  the  fallen 
class  whom  our  monstrous  Paris  absorbs,  it  must  be 
stated  that  she  remained  in  the  upper  and  more  decent 
regions  of  gallantry.  At  an  epoch  when,  as  Monsieur 
de  Valois  said,  Woman  no  longer  existed,  she  was 
simply  "Madame  du  Val-Noble ;  "  in  other  days  she 
would  have  rivalled  the  Rhodopes,  the.Imparias,  the 
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Ninons  of  the  past.  One  of  the  most  distinguished 
writers  of  the  Restoration  has  taken  her  under  his 
protection ;  perhaps  he  may  marry  her.  He  is  a 
journalist,  and  consequently  above  public  opinion, 
inasmuch  as  he  manufacJ'ares  it  afresh  every  year 
or  two. 
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W. 


MADEMOISELLE    COEMON. 


In  nearly  all  the  second-class  prefectures  of  France 
there  exists  one  salon  which  is  the  meeting-ground  of 
those  considerable  and  well-considered  persons  of  the 
community  who  are,  nevertheless,  not  the  cream  of 
the  best  society.  The  master  and  mistress  of  such  an 
establishment  are  counted  among  the  leading  persons 
of  the  town ;  they  are  received  wherever  it  may  please 
them  to  visit;  no  fete  is  given,  no  formal  or  diplomatic 
dinner  takes  place,  to  which  they  are  not  invited.  But 
the  chateau  people,  heads  of  families  possessing  great 
estates,  in  short,  the  highest  personages  in  the  depart- 
ment, do  not  go  to  their  houses ;  social  intercourse  be- 
tween them  is  carried  on  by  cards  from  one  to  the 
other,  and  a  dinner  or  soiree  accepted  and  returned. 

This  salon,  in  which  the  lesser  nobility,  the  clergy, 
and  the  magistracy  meet  together,  exerts  a  great  in- 
fluence. The  judgment  and  mind  of  the  region  reside 
in  that  solid,  unostentatious  societj',  where  each  man 
knows  the  resources  of  his  neighbor,  where  complete 
indiffereoce  is  shown  to  luxury  and  dress,  — pleasures 
which  are  thought  childish  in  comparison  to  that  of 
obtaining  ten  or  twelve  acres  of  pasture  land,  • —  a  pur- 
chase coveted  for  years,  which  has  probably  given  rise 
to  endless  diplomatic   combinations.     Immovable   in 
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its  prejudices,  good  or  evil,  tliis  social  circle  follows 
a  beaten  track,  looking  neither  before  it  nor  behind  it. 
It  accepts  nothing  from  Paris  without  long  examina- 
tion and  trial;  it  rejects  cashmeres  as  it  does  invest- 
ments on  the  Grand-Livre ;  it  scoffs  at  fashions  and 
novelties ;  reads  nothing,  prefers  ignorance,  whether 
of  science,  literature,  or  industrial  inventions.  It 
insists  on  the  removal  of  a  prefect  when  that  official 
does  not  suit  it;  and  if  the  administration  resists,  it 
isolates  him,  after  the  manner  of  bees  who  wall  up  a 
snail  in  wax  when  it  gets  into  their  hive. 

In  this  society  gossip  is  often  turned  into  solemn 
verdicts.  Young  women  are  seldom  seen  there ;  when 
they  come  it  is  to  seek  approbation  of  their  conduct, 
—  a  consecration  of  their  self-importance.  This 
supremacy  granted  to  one  house  is  apt  to  wound  the 
sensibilities  of  other  natives  of  the  region,  who  con- 
sole themselves  by  adding  up  the  cost  it  involves,  and 
by  which  they  profit.  If  it  so  happens  that  there  is 
no  fortune  large  enough  to  keep  open  house  in  this 
way,  the  big-wigs  of  the  place  choose  a  place  of  meet- 
ing, as  they  did  at  Alengon,  in  the  house  of  some 
inoffensive  person,  whose  settled  life  and  cliaracter 
and  position  offers  no  umbrage  to  the  vanities  or  in- 
terests of  any  one. 

For  some  years  the  upper  classes  of  AlenQon  had 
met  in  this  way  at  the  house  of  an  old  maid,  whose 
fortune  was,  unknown  to  herself,  the  aim  and  object 
of  Madame  Granson,  her  second  cousin,  and  of  the 
two  old  bachelors  whose  secret  hopes  in  that  direction 
we  have  just  unveiled.  This  lady  lived  with  her 
maternal  uncle,  a  former  grand-vicar  of  the  bishopric 
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of  Seez,  once  her  guardian,  and  whose  heir  she  was. 
The  family  of  which  Eose-Marie-Victoire  Cormon 
was  the  present  representative  had  been  in  earlier  days 
among  the  most  considerable  in  the  province.  Though 
belonging  to  the  middle  classes,  she  consorted  with  the 
nobilitj',  among  whom  she  was  more  or  less  allied,  her 
family  having  furnished,  in  past  years,  stewards  to 
the  Due  d'Alen^on,  many  magistrates  to  the  long 
robe,  and  various  bishops  to  the  clergy.  Monsieur  de 
Sponde,  the  maternal  grandfather  of  Mademoiselle 
Cormon,  was  elected  by  the  Nobility  to  the  States- 
General,  and  Monsieur  Cormon,  her  father,  by  the 
Tiers-Etat,  though  neither  accepted  the  mission.  For 
the  last  hundred  years  the  daughters  of  the  family  had 
married  nobles  belonging  to  the  province;  conse- 
quently, this  family  had  thrown  out  so  many  suckers 
throughout  the  duchy  as  to  appear  on  nearly  all  the 
genealogical  trees.  No  bourgeois  family  had  ever 
seemed  so  like  nobility. 

The  house  in  which  Mademoiselle  Cormon  lived, 
built  in  Henri  IV. 's  time,  by  Pierre  Cormon,  the 
steward  of  the  last  Due  d' Alencon,  had  alwaj's  belonged 
to  the  family;  and  among  the  old  maid's  visible 
possessions  this  one  was  particularly  stimulating  to 
the  covetous  desires  of  the  two  old  lovers.  Yet,  far 
from  producing  revenue,  the  house  was  a  cause  of  ex- 
pense. But  it  is  so  rare  to  find  in  the  very  centre  of  a 
provincial  town  a  private  dwelling  without  unpleasant 
surroundings,  handsome  in  outward  structure  and  con- 
venient within,  that  Alengon  shared  the  envy  of  the 
lovers. 

This  old  mansion  stands  exactly  in  the  middle  of 


An   Old  Maid.  241 

the  rue  du  Val-Noble.  It  is  remarkable  for  thl* 
strength  of  its  construction,  —  a  style  of  building  in- 
troduced by  Marie  de'  Medici.  Though  built  of  gran- 
ite, —  a  stone  which  is  hard  to  work,  —  its  angles,  and 
the  casings  of  the  doors  and  windows,  are  decorated 
with  corner  blocks  cut  into  diamond  facets.  It  has  only 
one  clear  story  above  the  ground-floor;  but  the  roof, 
rising  steeply,  has  several  projecting  windows,  with 
carved  spandrels  rather  elegantly  enclosed  in  oaken 
frames,  and  externally  adorned  with  balustrades. 
Between  each  of  these  windows  is  a  gargoyle  present- 
ing the  fantastic  jaws  of  an  animal  without  a  body, 
vomiting  the  rain-water  upon  large  stones  pierced  with 
five  holes.  The  two  gables  are  surmounted  by  leaden 
bouquets, — a  symbol  of  the  bourgeoisie;  for  nobles 
alone  had  the  privilege  in  former  days  of  having 
weather-vanes.  To  right  of  the  courtyard  are  the 
stables  and  coach-house;  to  left,  the  kitchen,  wood- 
house,  and  laundry. 

One  side  of  the  porte-cochere,  being  left  open,  allowed 
the  passers  in  the  street  to  see  in  the  midst  of  the  vast 
courtyard  a  flower-bed,  the  raised  earth  of  which  was 
held  in  place  by  a  low  privet  hedge.  A  few  monthly 
roses,  pinks,  lilies,  and  Spanish  broom  filled  this  bed, 
around  which  in  the  summer  season  boxes  of  laures- 
tinus,  pomegranates,  and  myrtle  were  placed.  Struck 
by  the  scrupulous  oeanliness  of  the  courtyard  and 
its  dependencies,  a  stranger  would  at  once  have 
divined  that  the  place  belonged  to  an  old  maid.  The 
eye  which  presided  there  must  have  been  an  unoccu- 
pied, ferreting  eye;  minutely  careful,  less  from  nature 
than   for  want  of   something   to  do.     An  old  maid, 
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forced  to  employ  her  vacant  days,  could  alone  see  to 
the  grass  being  hoed  from  between  the  paving-stones, 
the  tops  of  the  walls  kept  clean,  the  broom  continually 
going,  and  the  leather  curtains  of  the  coach-house 
always  closed.  She  alone  would  have  introduced,  out 
of  busy  idleness,  a  sort  of  Dutch  cleanliness  into  a 
bouse  on  the  confines  of  Bretagne  and  Xormandie,  —  a 
region  where  they  take  pride  in  professing  an  utter 
indifference  to  comfort. 

Never  did  the  Chevalier  de  Valois,  or  du  Bousquier, 
mount  the  steps  of  the  double  stairway  leading  to  the 
portico  of  this  house  without  saying  to  himself,  one, 
that  it  was  fit  for  a  peer  of  France,  the  other,  that  the 
mayor  of  the  town  ought  to  live  there. 

A  glass  door  gave  entrance  from  this  portico  into  an 
antechamber,  a  species  of  gallery  paved  in  red  tiles 
and  wainscoted,  which  served  as  a  hospital  for  the 
family  portraits,  —  some  having  an  eye  put  out,  others 
suffering  from  a  dislocated  shoulder;  this  one  held  his 
hat  in  a  hand  that  no  longer  existed ;  that  one  was  a 
case  of  amputation  at  the  knee.  Here  were  deposited 
the  cloaks,  clogs,  overshoes,  umbrellas,  hoods,  and 
pelisses  of  the  guests.  It  was  an  arsenal  where  each 
arrival  left  his  baggage  on  arriving,  and  took  it  up 
when  departing.  Along  each  wall  was  a  bench  for  the 
servants  who  arrived  with  lanterns,  and  a  large  stove, 
to  counteract  the  north  wind,  which  blew  through  this 
hall  from  the  garden  to  the  courtyard. 

The  house  was  divided  in  two  equal  parts.  On  one 
side,  toward  the  courtyard,  was  the  well  of  the  stair- 
case, a  large  dining-room  looking  to  the  garden,  and 
an   office   or   pantry   which   communicated    with    the 
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kitchen.  On  the  other  side  was  the  salon,  with  four 
windows,  beyond  which  were  two  smaller  rooms,  — 
one  looking  on  the  garden,  and  used  as  a  boudoir,  the 
other  lighted  from  the  courtyard,  and  used  as  a  sort 
of  oflflce. 

The  upper  floor  contained  a  complete  apartment  for 
a  family  household,  and  a  suite  of  rooms  where  the 
venerable  Abbe  de  Sponde  had  his  abode.  The  garrets 
offered  fine  quarters  to  the  rats  and  mice,  whose  noc- 
turnal performances  were  related  by  Mademoiselle 
Cormon  to  the  Chevalier  de  Valois,  with  many  expres- 
sions of  surprise  at  the  inutility  of  her  efforts  to  get 
rid  of  them.  The  garden,  about  half  an  acre  in  size, 
is  margined  by  the  Brillante,  so  named  from  the  par- 
ticles of  mica  which  sparkle  in  its  bed  elsewhere  than 
in  the  Val-Noble,  where  its  shallow  waters  are  stained 
by  the  dyehouses,  and  loaded  with  refuse  from  the 
other  industries  of  the  town.  The  shore  opposite  to 
Mademoiselle  Cormon's  garden  is  crowded  with  houses 
where  a  variety  of  trades  are  carried  on ;  happily  for 
her,  the  occupants  are  quiet  people,  —  a  baker,  a 
cleaner,  an  upholsterer,  and  several  bourgeois.  The 
garden,  full  of  common  flowers,  ends  in  a  natural  ter- 
race, forming  a  quay,  down  which  are  several  steps 
leading  to  the  river.  Imagine  on  the  balustrade  of  this 
terrace  a  number  of  tall  vases  of  blue  and  white  pottery, 
in  which  are  gilliflowers ;  and  to  right  and  left,  along  the 
neighboring  walls,  hedges  of  linden  closely  trimmed 
in,  and  you  will  gain  an  idea  of  the  landscape,  full  of 
tranquil  chastity,  modest  cheerfulness,  but  common- 
place withal,  which  surrounded  the  venerable  edifice 
of  the  Cormon  family.     What  peace!  what  tranquil- 
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lity!  nothing  pretentious,  but  nothing  transitory;  all 
seems  eternal  there! 

The  ground-floor  is  devoted  wholly  to  the  reception- 
rooms.  The  old,  unchangeable  provincial  spirit  per- 
vades them.  The  great  square  salon  has  four  win- 
dows, modestly  cased  in  woodwork  painted  gray.  A 
single  oblong  mirror  is  placed  above  the  fireplace ;  the 
top  of  its  frame  represented  the  Dawn  led  by  the 
Hours,  and  painted  in  cama'ieu  (two  shades  of  one 
color).  This  style  of  painting  infested  the  decorative 
art  of  the  day,  especially  above  door-frames,  where 
the  artist  displayed  his  eternal  Seasons,  and  made  you, 
in  most  houses  in  the  centre  of  France,  abhor  the 
odious  Cupids,  endlessly  employed  in  skating,  glean- 
ing, twirling,  or  garlanding  one  another  with  flowers. 
Each  window  was  draped  in  green  damask  curtains, 
looped  up  by  heavy  cords,  which  made  them  resemble 
a  vast  dais.  The  furniture,  covered  with  tapestry,  the 
woodwork,  painted  and  varnished,  and  remarkable 
for  the  twisted  forms  so  much  the  fashion  in  the  last 
century,  bore  scenes  from  the  fables  of  La  Fontaine 
on  the  chair-backs;  some  of  this  tapestry  had  been 
mended.  The  ceiling  was  divided  at  the  centre  of  the 
room  by  a  huge  beam,  from  which  depended  an  old 
chandelier  of  rock-crystal  swathed  in  green  gauze. 
On  the  fireplace  were  two  vases  in  Sevres  blue,  and 
two  old  girandoles  attached  to  the  frame  of  the  mii-ror, 
and  a  clock,  the  subject  of  which,  taken  from  the  last 
scene  of  the  "Deserteur,"  proved  the  enormous  popu- 
larity of  Sedaine's  work.  This  clock,  of  bronze-gilt, 
bore  eleven  personages  upon  it,  each  about  four  inches 
tall.     At  the  back  the  Deserter  was  seen  issuvng  from 
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prison  between  the  soldiers;  in  the  foreground  the 
young  woman  lay  fainting,  and  pointing  to  his  pardon. 
On  the  walls  of  this  salon  were  several  of  the  more 
recent  portraits  of  the  family,  —  one  or  two  by  Rigaud, 
and  three  pastels  by  Latour.  Four  card  tables,  a  back- 
gammon board,  and  a  piquet  table  occupied  the  vast 
room,  the  only  one  in  the  house,  by  the  bye,  which  was 
ceiled. 

The  dining-room,  paved  in  black  and  white  stone, 
not  ceiled,  and  its  beams  painted,  was  furnished  with 
one  of  those  enormous  sideboards  with  marble  tops, 
required  by  the  war  waged  in  the  provinces  against 
the  human  stomach.  The  walls,  painted  in  fresco, 
represented  a  flowery  trellis.  The  seats  were  of  var- 
nished cane,  and  the  doors  of  natural  wood.  All 
things  about  the  place  carried  out  the  patriarchal  air 
which  emanated  from  the  inside  as  well  as  the  outside 
of  the  house.  The  genius  of  the  provinces  preserved 
everything;  nothing  was  new  or  old,  neither  young 
nor  decrepit.  A  cold  precision  made  itself  felt 
throughout. 

Tourists  in  Normandy,  Brittanj',  Maine,  and  Anjou 
must  all  have  seen  in  the  capitals  of  those  provinces 
many  houses  which  resemble  more  or  less  that  of  the 
Cormons;  for  it  is,  in  its  way,  an  archetype  of  the 
burgher  houses  in  that  region  of  France,  and  it  de- 
serves a  place  in  this  history  because  it  serves  to  ex- 
plain manners  and  customs,  and  represents  ideas. 
Who  does  not  already  feel  that  life  must  have  been 
calm  and  monotonously  regular  in  this  old  edifice?  It 
contained  a  library;  but  that  was  placed  below  the 
level  of  the  river.     The  books  were  well  bound  and 
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shelved,  aud  the  dust,  far  from  injuring  them,  only 
made  them  valuable.  They  were  preserved  with  the 
care  given  in  these  provinces  deprived  of  vineyards 
to  other  native  products,  desirable  for  their  antique 
perfume,  and  issued  by  the  presses  of  Bourgogne, 
Touraine,  Gascogue,  and  the  South.  The  cost  of 
ti'ansportation  vras  too  great  to  allow  any  but  the 
best  products  to  be  imported. 

The  basis  of  Mademoiselle  Cormon's  society  con- 
sisted of  about  one  hundred  and  fifty  persons ;  some 
went  at  times  to  the  country;  others  were  occasionally 
ill ;  a  few  ti'avelled  about  the  department  on  business ; 
but  certain  of  the  faithful  came  every  night  (unless 
invited  elsewhere),  and  so  did  certain  others  com- 
pelled by  duties  or  by  habit  to  live  permanently  in 
the  town.  All  the  personages  were  of  ripe  age;  few 
among  them  had  ever  travelled ;  nearly  all  had  spent 
their  lives  in  the  provinces,  and  some  had  taken  part 
in  the  chouaniierie.  The  latter  were  beginning  to  speak 
fearlessly  of  that  war,  now  that  rewards  were  being 
showered  on  the  defenders  of  the  good  cause.  Mon- 
sieur de  Valois,  one  of  the  movers  in  the  last  uprising 
(during  which  the  Marquis  de  Montauran,  betraj'ed 
by  his  mistress,  perished  in  spite  of  the  devotion 
of  Maiche-a-Terre,  now  tranquilly  raising  cattle  for 
the  market  near  Mayeuue),  —  Monsieur  de  Valois 
had,  during  the  last  six  months,  given  the  key  to 
several  choice  stratagems  practised  upon  an  old  repub- 
lican named  Hulot,  the  commander  of  a  demi-brigade 
stationed  at  Aleuqon  from  1798  to  1800,  who  had  left 
many  memories  in  the  place.    [See  "The  Chouans."] 

The   women  of   this  society  took  little  pains  with 
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their  dress,  except  oa  Wednesdays,  when  Mademoiselle 
Cormon  gave  a  dinner,  on  which  occasion  the  guests 
invited  on  the  previous  Wednesday  paid  their  "  visit 
of  digestion."  Wednesdays  were  gala  days:  the 
assembly  was  numerous ;  guests  and  visitors  appeared 
in  fiocch  I  ;  some  women  brought  their  sewing,  knitting, 
or  worsted  work;  the  young  girls  were  not  ashamed  to 
make  patterns  for  the  Alen9on  point  lace,  with  the 
proceeds  of  which  they  paid  for  their  personal  ex- 
penses. Certain  husbands  brought  their  wives  out  of 
policy,  for  young  men  were  few  in  that  house ;  not  a 
word  could  be  whispered  in  any  ear  without  attracting 
the  attention  of  all ;  there  was  therefore  no  danger, 
either  for  young  girls  or  wives,  of  love-making. 

Every  evening,  at  six  o'clock,  the  long  antechamber 
received  its  furniture.  Each  liah'due  brought  his  cane, 
his  cloak,  his  lantern.  All  these  persons  knew  each 
other  so  well,  and  their  habits  and  ways  were  so  famil- 
iarly patriarchal,  that  if  by  chance  the  old  Abb^  de 
Sponde  was  lying  down,  or  Mademoiselle  Cormon  was 
"in  her  chamber,  neither  Josette,  the  maid,  nor  Jacque- 
lin,  the  man-servant,  nor  Mariette,  the  cook,  informed 
them.  The  first  comer  received  the  second;  then, 
when  the  company  were  sufficiently  numerous  for 
whist,  piquet,  or  boston,  they  began  the  game  with- 
out awaiting  either  the  Abbe  de  Sponde  or  made- 
moiselle. If  it  was  dark,  Josette  or  Jacquelin  would 
hasten  to  light  the  candles  as  soon  as  the  first  bell 
rang.  Seeing  the  salon  lighted  up,  the  abbe  would 
slowly  hurry  to  come  down.  Every  evening  the  back- 
gammon and  the  piquet  tables,  the  three  boston  tables, 
and  the  whist  table  were  filled,  — which  gave  oceupa' 
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tion  to  twenty-five  or  thirty'  persons;  but  as  many  as 
forty  were  usually  present.  Jacquelin  would  then 
light  the  candles  in  the  other  rooms. 

Between  eight  and  nine  o'clock  the  servants  began 
to  arrive  in  the  antechamber  to  accompany  their  mas- 
ters home;  and,  short  of  a  revolution,  no  one  remained 
in  the  salon  at  ten  o  clock.  At  that  hour  the  guests 
were  departing  in  groups  along  the  streets,  discoursing 
on  the  game,  or  continuing  conversations  on  the  land 
they  were  covetous  of  buying,  on  the  terms  of  some 
one's  will,  on  quarrels  among  heirs,  on  the  haughty 
assumption  of  the  aristocratic  portion  of  the  eom- 
muuitj'.  It  was  like  Paris  when  the  audience  of  a 
theatre  disperses. 

Certain  persons  who  talk  much  of  poesj'  and  know 
nothing  about  it,  declaim  against  the  habits  of  life  in 
the  provinces.  But  put  your  forehead  in  your  left 
hand,  rest  one  foot  on  the  fender,  and  your  elbow  on 
j'our  knee;  then,  if  you  compass  the  idea  of  this  quiet 
and  uniform  scene,  this  house  and  its  interior,  this 
company  and  its  interests,  heightened  by  the  pettiness 
of  its  intellect  like  goldleaf  beaten  between  sheets 
of  parchment,  ask  yourself.  What  is  human  life? 
Try  to  decide  between  him  who  scribbles  jokes  on 
Egyptian  obelisks,  and  him  who  has  "bostoned"  for 
twenty  years  with  Du  Bousquier,  Monsieur  de  Valois, 
Mademoiselle  Cormon,  the  judge  of  the  court,  the 
king's  attorney,  the  Abbe  de  Sponde,  Madame  Gran- 
son,  and  futti  quanti.  If  the  daily  and  punctual  return 
of  the  same  steps  to  the  same  path  is  not-happiness,  it 
imitates  happiness  so  well  that  men  driven  by  the 
storms  of  an  agitated  life  to  reflect  upon  the  blessings 
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of  tranquillity  would  say  that  here  was  happiness 
enouffA. 

To  reckon  the  importance  of  Mademoiselle  Cor- 
mon's  salon  at  its  true  value,  it  will  suffice  to  say  that 
the  born  statistician  of  the  society,  du  Bousquier,  had 
estimated  that  the  persons  who  frequented  it  controlled 
one  hundred  and  thirty-one  votes  in  the  electoral  col- 
lege, and  mustered  among  themselves  eighteen  hundred 
thousand  francs  a  year  from  lauded  estate  in  the 
neighborhood. 

The  town  of  Alengon,  however,  was  not  entirely 
represented  by  this  salon.  The  higher  aristocracy  had 
a  salon  of  their  own;  moreover,  that  of  the  receiver- 
general  was  like  an  administration  inn  kept  by  the 
government,  where  society  danced,  plotted,  fluttered, 
loved,  and  supped.  These  two  salons  communicated 
by  means  of  certain  mixed  individuals  with  the  house 
of  Cormon,  and  vice-versa ;  but  the  Cormon  establish- 
ment sat  severely  in  judgment  on  the  two  other  camps. 
The  luxury  of  their  dinners  was  criticised;  the  ices  at 
their  balls  were  pondered;  the  behavior  of  the  women, 
the  dresses,  and  "novelties"  there  produced  were  dis- 
cussed and  disapproved. 

Mademoiselle  Cormon,  a  epecies  of  firm,  as  one 
might  say,  under  whose  name  was  comprised  an  impos- 
ing coterie,  was  naturally  the  aim  and  object  of  two 
ambitious  men  as  deep  and  wily  as  the  Chevalier  de 
Valois  and  du  Bousquier.  To  the  one  as  well  as  to  the 
other,  she  meant  election  as  deputy,  resulting,  for  the 
noble,  in  the  peerage,  for  the  purveyor,  in  a  receiver- 
generalship.  A  leading  salon  is  a  difficult  thing  to 
create,  whether  in  Paris  or  the  provinces,  and  here  was 
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one  already  created.  To  marry  Mademoiselle  Cormon 
was  to  reign  in  Alen5on.  Athanase  Granson,  the 
only  one  of  the  three  suitors  for  the  hand  of  the  old 
maid  who  no  longer  calculated  profits,  now  loved  her 
person  as  well  as  her  fortune. 

To  empliiy  the  jargon  of  the  day,  is  there  not  a  sin- 
gulai-  drama  in  the  situation  of  these  four  personages? 
Surely  there  is  something  odd  and  fantastic  in  three 
rivalries  silently  encompassing  a  woman  who  never 
guessed  their  existence,  in  spite  of  an  eager  and 
legitimate  desire  to  be  married.  And  yet,  though  all 
these  circumstances  make  the  spinsterhood  of  this  old 
maid  an  extraordinary  thing,  it  is  not  difficult  to 
explain  how  and  why,  in  spite  of  her  fortune  and  her 
three  lovers,  she  was  still  unmarried.  In  the  first 
place,  Mademoiselle  Cormon,  following  the  custom 
and  rule  of  her  house,  had  always  desired  to  marry  a 
nobleman  ;  but  from  1788  to  1798  public  circumstances 
were  very  unfavorable  to  such  pretensions.  Though 
she  wanted  to  be  a  woman  of  condition,  as  the  saj-ing 
is,  she  was  horribly  afraid  of  the  Eevolutionarj'  tri- 
bunal. The  two  sentiriients,  equal  in  force,  kept  her 
stationary  by  a  law  as  true  in  ethics  as  it  is  in  statics. 
This  state  of  uncertain  .expectation  is  pleasing  to  un- 
married women  as  long  as  they  feel  themselves  young, 
and  in  a  position  to  choose  a  husband.  France  knows 
that  the  political  system  of  Napoleon  resulted  in  mak- 
ing many  widows.  Under  that  regime  heiresses  were 
entirely  out  of  proportion  in  numbers  to  the  bachelors 
who  wanted  to  marry.  When  the  Consulate  restored 
internal  order,  external  diflBculties  made  the  marriage 
of  Mademoiselle  Cormon  as  difficult  to  aji-auge  as  it 
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had  been  in  the  past.  If,  on  the  one  hand,  Kose- 
Marie-Victoire  refused  to  marry  an  old  man,  on  the 
other,  the  fear  of  ridicule  forbade  her  to  marry  a  very 
young  one. 

In  the  provinces,  families  marry  their  sons  early 
to  escape  the  conscription.  In  addition  to  all  this, 
she  was  obstinately  determined  not  to  marry  a  soldier: 
she  did  not  intend  to  take  a  man  and  then  give  him 
up  to  the  Emperor;  she  wanted  him  for  herself  alone. 
AVith  these  views,  she  found  it  therefore  impossible, 
from  1804  to  1815,  to  enter  the  lists  with  young  girls 
who  were  rivalling  each  other  fur  suitable  matches. 

Besides  her  predilection  for  the  nobility,  Mademoi- 
selle Cormon  had  another  and  very  excusable  mania: 
that  of  being  loved  for  herself.  You  could  hardly 
believe  the  lengths  to  which  this  desire  led  her.  She 
employed  her  mind  on  setting  traps  for  her  possible 
lovers,  in  order  to  test  their  real  sentiments.  Her  nets 
were  so  well  laid  that  the  luckless  suitors  were  all 
caught,  and  succumbed  to  the  test  she  applied  to  them 
without  their  knowledge.  Mademoiselle  Cormon  did 
not  study  them;  she  watched  them.  A  single  word 
said  heedlessly,  a  joke  (that  she  often  was  unable  to 
understand),  sufficed  to  make  her  reject  an  aspirant  as 
nuworlhy:  this  one  had  neither  heart  nor  delicacy; 
that  one  told  lies,  and  was  not  religious ;  a  third  only 
wanted  to  coin  money  under  the  cloak  of  marriage; 
another  was  not  of  a  nature  to  make  a  woman  happy ; 
here  she  suspected  hereditary  gout;  there  certain  im- 
moral antecedents  alarmed  her.  Like  the  Church,  she 
required  a  noble  priest  at  her  altar;  she  even  wanted 
to  be  married  for  imaginary  ugliness  and  pretended 
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defects,  just  as  other  women  wish  to  be  loved  for  the 
good  qualities  they  have  not,  and  for  imaginary 
beauties.  Mademoiselle  Cormon's  ambition  took  its 
rise  in  the  most  delicate  and  sensitive  feminine  feel- 
ing; she  longed  to  reward  a  lover  by  revealing  to  him 
a  thousand  virtues  after  marriage,  as  other  women 
then  betray  the  imperfections  they  have  hitherto 
concealed.  But  she  was  ill  understood.  The  noble 
woman  met  with  none  but  common  souls  in  whom  the 
reckoning  of  actual  interests  was  paramount,  and  who 
knew  nothing  of  the  nobler  calculations  of  sentiment. 
The  farther  she  advanced  toward  that  fatal  epoch  so 
adroitly  called  the  "second  youth,"  the  more  her  dis- 
trust increased.  She  affected  to  present  herself  in  the 
most  unfavorable  light,  and  played  her  part  so  well 
that  the  last  wooers  hesitated  to  link  their  fate  to  that 
of  a  person  whose  virtuous  blind-man's-buff  required 
an  amount  of  penetration  that  men  who  want  the 
virtues  ready-made  would  not  bestow  upon  it.  The 
constant  fear  of  being  married  for  her  money  rendered 
her  suspicious  and  uneasy  beyond  all  reason.  She 
turned  to  the  rich  men ;  but  the  rich  are  in  search  of 
great  marriages;  she  feared  the  poor  men,  in  whom 
she  denied  the  disinterestedness  she  sought  so  eagerly. 
After  each  disappointment  in  marriage,  the  poor  lad}', 
led  to  despise  mankind,  began  to  see  them  all  in  a 
false  light.  Her  character  acquired,  necessarily,  a 
secret  misanthropy,  which  threw  a  tinge  of  bitterness^ 
into  her  conversation,  and  some  severity  into  her  eyes. 
Celibacy  gave  to  her  manners  and  habits  a  certain 
increasing  rigidity ;  for  she  endeavored  to  sanctify  her- 
self in  despair  of  fate.     Noble  vengeance!    she   was 
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cutting  for  God  the  rough  diamond  rejected  by  man. 
Before  long  public  opinion  was  against  her ;  for  society 
accepts  the  verdict  an  independent  woman  renders  on 
herself  by  not  marrying,  either  through  losing  suitors 
or  rejecting  them.  Everybody  supposed  that  these 
rejections  were  founded  on  secret  reasons,  always  ill 
interpreted.  One  said  she  was  deformed;  another 
suggested  some  hidden  fault;  but  the  poor  girl  was 
really  as  pure  as  a  saint,  as  healthy  as  an  infant,  and 
full  of  loving  kindness;  Nature  had  intended  her  for 
all  the  pleasures,  all  the  joys,  and  all  the  fatigues  of 
motherhood. 

Mademoiselle  Cormon  did  not  possess  in  her  person 
an  obliging  auxiliary  to  her  desires.  She  had  no  other 
beauty  than  that  very  improperly  called  la  beaut e  du 
(liable,  which  consists  in  a  buxom  freshness  of  youth 
that  the  devil,  theologically  speaking,  could  never 
have,  —  though  perhaps  the  expression  may  be  ex- 
plained by  the  constant  desire  that  must  surely  possess 
him  to  cool  and  refresh  himself.  The  feet  of  the  heiress 
were  broad  and  flat.  Her  leg,  which  she  often  exposed 
to  sight  by  her  manner  (be  it  said  without  malice)  of 
lifting  her  gown  when  it  rained,  could  never  have  been 
taken  for  the  leg  of  a  woman.  It  was  sinewj',  with  a 
thick  projecting  calf  like  a  sailor's.  A  stout  waist, 
the  plumpness  of  a  wet-nurse,  strong  dimpled  arms, 
red  hands,  were  all  in  keeping  with  the  swelling  out- 
lines and  the  fat  whiteness  of  Norman  beauty.  Pro- 
jecting eyes,  undecided  in  color,  gave  to  her  face,  the 
rounded  outline  of  which  had  no  dignity,  an  air  of 
surprise  and  sheepish  simplicity,  which  was  suitable 
perhaps  for  an  old  maid.     If  Rose  had  not  been,  as 
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she  was,  really  innocent,  she  would  have  seemed  so. 
An  aquiline  uose  contrasted  curiously  with  the  narrow- 
ness of  her  forehead ;  for  it  is  rare  that  that  form  of 
nose  does  not  carry  with  it  a  fine  brow.  In  spite  of 
her  thick  red  lips,  a  sign  of  great  kindliness,  the 
forehead  revealed  too  great  a  lack  of  ideas  to  allow  of 
the  heart  being  guided  by  intellect;  she  was  evidently 
benevolent  without  grace.  How  severely  we  reproach 
Virtue  for  its  defects,  and  how  full  of  indulgence  we 
all  are  for  the  pleasauter  qualities  of  Vice! 

Chestnut  hair  of  extraordinary  length  gave  to  Eose 
Cormon's  face  a  beauty  which  results  from  vigor  and 
abundance,  —  the  physical  qualities  most  apparent  in 
her  person.  In  the  daj'S  of  her  chief  pretensions. 
Rose  affected  to  hold  her  head  at  the  three-quarter 
angle,  in  order  to  exhibit  a  very  pretty  ear,  which 
detached  itself  well  from  the  blue-veiued  whiteness 
of  her  throat  and  temples,  set  off,  as  it  was,  by  her 
wealth  of  hair.  Seen  thus  in  a  ball-dress,  she  might 
have  seemed  handsome.  Her  protuberant  outlines 
and  her  vigorous  health  did,  in  fact,  draw  from  the 
officers  of  the  Empire  the  approving  exclamation,  — 

"What  a  fine  slip  of  a  girl!  " 

But,  as  years  rolled  on,  this  plumpness,  encouraged 
by  a  tranquil,  wholesome  life,  had  iusensibly  so  ill 
spread  itself  over  the  whole  of  Mademoiselle  Cormon's 
body  that  her  primitive  proportions  were  destroyed. 
At  the  present  moment,  no  corset  c^Juld  restore  a  pair 
of  hips  to  the  poor  ladj',  who  seemed  to  have  been 
cast  in  a  single  mould.  The  youthful  harmony  of  her 
bosom  existed  no  longer;  and  its  excessive  amplitude 
made  the  spectator  fear  that  if  she  stooped  its  heavy 
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masses  might  topple  hei-  over.  But  nature  had  pro- 
vided against  this  hy  "giving  her  a  natural  counterpoise, 
which  rendered  needless  the  deceitful  adjunct  of  a 
bustle  ;  in  Rose  Coriiion  everything  was  genuine. 
Her  chin,  as  it  doubled,  reduced  the  length  of  her 
neck,  and  hindered  the  easy  carriage  of  her  head. 
Rose  had  no  wrinkles,  but  she  had  folds  of  flesh;  and 
jesters  declared  that  to  save  chaling  she  powdered  her 
skin  as  they  do  an  infant's. 

This  ample  person  offered  to  a  young  man  full  of 
ardent  desires  like  Athanase  an  attraction  to  which 
he  had  succumbed.  Young  imaginations,  essentially 
eager  and  courageous,  like  to  rove  upon  these  fine 
living  sheets  of  flesh.  Rose  nas  like  a  plump  partridge 
attracting  the  knife  of  a  gourmet.  Many  an  elegant 
Parisian  deep  in  debt  would  very  willingly  have 
resigned  himself  to  make  the  happiness  of  Mademoi- 
selle Cormon.  But,  alas!  the  poor  girl  was  now  forty 
years  old.  At  this  period,  after  vainly  seeking  to  put 
into  her  life  those  interests  which  make  the  Woman, 
and  finding  herself  forced  to  be  still  unmarried,  she 
fortified  her  virtue  by  stern  religious  practices.  She 
had  recourse  to  religion,  the  great  consoler  of  oppressed 
virginity.  A  confessor  had,  for  the  last  three  years, 
directed  Mademoiselle  Cormon  rather  stupidly  in  the 
path  of  maceration;  he  advised  the  use  of  scourging, 
which,  if  modern  medical  science  is  to  be  believed,- 
produces  an  effect  quite  the  contrary  to  that  expected 
by  the  worthy  priest,  whose  hygienic  knowledge  was 
not  extensive. 

These  absurd  practices  were  beginning  to  shed  a 
monastic  tint  over  the  face  of  Rose  Cormon,  who  now 
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saw  with  something  like  despair  her  white  skin  assum- 
ing the  j'ellow  tones  ivhich  proclaim  maturity.  A 
slight  down  on  her  upper  lip,  about  the  corners,  began 
to  sjDread  and  darken  like  a  trail  of  smoke;  her  tem- 
ples grew  shiny;  decadence  was  beginning!  It  was 
authentic  in  Alencon  that  IMfidemoiselle  Cormon 
suffered  from  rush  of  blood  to  the  head.  She  con- 
fided her  ills  to  the  Chevalier  de  Valois,  enumerating 
her  foot-baths,  and  consulting  him  as  to  refrigerants. 
On  such  occasions  the  shrewd  old  gentleman  would  pull 
out  his  snuff-box,  gaze  at  the  Princess  Goritza,  and 
say,    by  way  of  conclusion  :  — 

"The  right  composing  draught,  my  dear  lady,  is  a 
good  and  kind  husband." 

"But  whom  can  one  trust?  "  she  replied. 

The  chevalier  would  then  brush  away  the  snuff  which 
had  settled  in  the  folds  of  his  waistcoat  or  his  paduasoy 
breeches.  To  the  world  at  large  this  gesture  would 
have  seemed  very  natural;  but  it  always  gave  extreme 
uneasiness  to  the  poor  woman. 

The  violence  of  this  hope  without  an  object  was  so 
great  that  Rose  was  afraid  to  look  a  man  in  the  face 
lest  he  should  perceive  in  her  eyes  the  feelings  that 
filled  her  soul.  By  a  wilfulness,  which  was  perhaps 
only  the  continuation  of  her  earlier  methods,  though 
she  felt  herself  attracted  toward  the  men  who  might 
still  suit  her,  she  was  so  afraid  of  being  accused  of 
folly  that  she  treated  them  ungraciously.  Most  per- 
sons in  her  society,  being  incapable  of  appreciating  her 
motives,  which  were  always  noble,  explained  her  man- 
ner toward  her  co-celibates  as  the  revenge  of  a  refusal 
received  or  expected.     When  the   year  1815    began, 
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Eose  had  reached  that  fatal  age  which  she  dared  not 
avow.  She  was  forty-two  years  old.  Her  desire  for 
marriage  then  acguired  an  intensity  which  bordered 
on  monomania,  for  she  saw  plainly  that  all  chance  of 
progeny  was  about  to  escape  her;  and  the  thing  which 
in  her  celestial  ignorance  she  desired  above  all  things 
was  the  possession  of  children.  Not  a  person  in  all 
Alengon  ever  attributed  to  this  virtuous  woman  a 
single  desire  for  amorous  license.  She  loved,  as  it 
were,  in  bulk  without  the  slightest  imagination  of  love. 
Eose  was  a  Catholic  Agnes,  incapable  of  inventing 
even  one  of  the  wiles  of  Moliere's  Agnes. 

For  some  months  past  she  had  counted  on  chance. 
The  disbaudment  of  the  Imperial  troops  and  the  reor- 
ganization of  the  Eoyal  army  caused  a  change  in  the 
destination  of  many  oflicers,  who  returned,  some  on 
half-pay,  others  with  or  without  a  pension,  to  their 
na'tive  towns,  — all  having  a  desire  to  counteract  their 
luckless  fate,  and  to  end  their  life  in  a  way  which 
might  to  Rose  Cormon  be  a  happy  beginning  of  hers. 
It  would  surely  be  strange  if,  among  those  who  re- 
turned to  AlenQon  or  its  neighborhood,  no  brave, 
honorable,  and,  above  all,  sound  and  healthy  officer  of 
suitable  age  could  be  found,  whose  character  would  be 
a  passport  among  Bonaparte  opinions;  or  some 
cl-devrint  noble  who,  to  regain  his  lost  position,  would 
join  the  ranks  of  the  royalists.  This  hope  kept  Made- 
moiselle Cormon  in  heart  during  the  early  months  of 
that  year.  But,  alas !  all  the  soldiers  who  thus  returned 
were  either  too  old  or  too  young;  too  aggressively 
Bonapartist,  or  too  dissipated ;  in  short,  their  several 
situations  were  out  of  keeping  with  the  rank,  fortune, 
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and  morals  of  Mademoiselle  Cormon,  who  now  grew 
dailj'  more  and  more  desperate.  The  poor  woman  in 
vain  praj'ed  to  God  to  send  'her  a  husband  with  whom 
she  could  be  piously  happy:  it  was  doubtless  written 
above  that  she  should  die  both  virgin  and  martyr ;  no 
man  suitable  for  a  husband  presented  himself.  The 
conversations  in  her  salon  every  evening  kept  her  in- 
formed of  the  arrival  of  all  strangers  in  Alen^on,  and 
of  the  facts  of  their  fortune,  rank,  and  habits.  But 
Alenqon  is  not  a  town  which  attracts  visitors;  it  is  not 
on  the  road  to  any  capital;  even  sailors,  travelling 
from  Brest  to  Paris,  never  stop  there.  The  poor  woman 
ended  by  admitting  to  herself  that  she  was  reduced  to 
the  aborigines.  Her  eye  now  began  to  assume  a  cer- 
tain savage  expression,  to  which  the  malicious  cheva- 
lier responded  by  a  shrewd  look  as  he  drew  out  his 
snuff-bos  and  gazed  at  the  Princess  Goritza.  Mon- 
sieur de  Valois  was  well  aware  that  in  the  feminine 
ethics  of  love  fidelity  to  a  first  attachment  is  considered 
a  pledge  for  the  future. 

But  Mademoiselle  Cormon  —  we  must  admit  it  — 
was  wanting  in  intellect,  and  did  not  understand  the 
snuff-bos  performance.  She  redoubled  her  vigilance 
against  "the  evil  spirit;  "  her  rigid  devotion  and  fixed 
principles  kept  her  cruel  sufferings  hidden  among  the 
mysteries  of  private  life.  Every  evening,  after  the 
company  had  left  her,  she  thought  of  her  lost  youth, 
her  faded  bloom,  the  hopes  of  thwarted  nature;  and, 
all  the  while  immolating  her  passions  at  the  feet  of 
the  Cross  (like  poems  condemned  to  stay  in  a  desk), 
she  resolved  firmly  that  if,  by  chance,  any  suitor  pre- 
sented  himself,   to  subject  him  to   no  tests,   but  tc 
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accept  him  at  once  for  whatever  he  might  be.  She 
even  weut  so  far  as  to  think  of  marrying  a  sub- 
lieutenant, a  man  who  smoked  tobacco,  whom  she  pro- 
posed to  render,  by  dint  of  care  and  kindness,  one  of 
the  best  men  in  the  world,  although  he  was  hampered 
with  debts. 

But  it  was  only  in  the  silence  of  the  night  watches 
that  these  fantastic  marriages,  in  which  she  played  the 
sublime  role  of  guardian  angel,  took  place.  The  next 
day,  though  Josette  found  her  mistress's  bed  in  a 
tossed  and  tumbled  condition.  Mademoiselle  Cormon 
had  recovered  her  dignity,  and  could  only  think  of 
a  man  of  forty,  a  land-owner,  well  preserved,  and  a 
quasi-young  man. 

The  Abbe  de  Sponde  was  incapable  of  giving  his 
niece  the  slightest  aid  in  her  matrimonial  manoeuvres. 
The  worthy  soul,  now  seventy  years  of  age,  attributed 
the  disasters  of  the  French  Kevolution  to  the  design  of 
Providence,  eager  to  punish  a  dissolute  Church.  He 
had  therefore  flung  himself  into  the  path,  long  since 
abandoned,  which  anchorites  once  followed  in  order 
to  reach  heaven:  he  led  an  ascetic  life  without  pro- 
claiming it,  and  without  external  credit.  He  hid  from 
the  world  his  works  of  charity,  his  continual  prayers, 
his  penances;  he  thought  that  all  priests  should  have 
acted  thus  during  the  days  of  wrath  and  terror,  and  he 
preached  by  example.  While  presenting  to  the  world 
a  calm  and  smiling  face,  he  had  ended  by  detaching 
himself  utterly  from  earthly  interests ;  his  mind  turned 
exclusively  to  sufferers,  to  the  needs  of  the  Church, 
and  to  his  own  salvation.  He  left  the  management  of 
his  property  to  his  niece,  who  gave  him  the  income  of 
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it,  and  to  whom  he  paid  a  slender  board  in  order  to 
spend  the  surplus  in  secret  alms  and  in  gifts  to  the 
Churcl). 

All  the  abbe's  affections  were  concentrated  on  his 
niece,  who  regarded  him  as  a  father,  but  an  abstracted 
father,  unable  to  conceive  the  agitations  of  the  flesh, 
and  thanking  God  for  maintaining  his  dear  daughter  in 
a  state  of  celibacy;  for  he  had,  from  his  youth  up, 
adopted  the  principles  of  Saint  John  Clirysostoui,  who 
wrote  that  "the  virgin  state  is  as  far  above  the  mar- 
riage state  as  the  angel. is  above  humanity."  Accus- 
tomed to  reverence  her  uncle.  Mademoiselle  Cormon 
dared  not  initiate  him  into  the  desires  wliich  filled  her 
soul  for  a  change  of  state.  The  worthy  man,  accus- 
tomed, on  his  side,  to  the  ways  of  the  house,  would 
scarcely  have  liked  the  introduction  of  a  husband. 
Preoccupied  by  the  sufferings  he  soothed,  lost  in  the 
depths  of  prayer,  the  Abbe  de  Spoiide  had  periods  of 
abstraction  which  the  hnbitues  of  the  house  regarded 
as  absent-mindedness.  In  any  case,  he  talked  little; 
but  his  silence  was  affable  and  benevolent.  He  was  a 
man  of  great  height  and  spare,  with  grave  and  solemn 
manners,  though  his  face  expressed  all  gentle  senti- 
ments and  an  inward  calm ;  while  his  mere  presence 
carried  with  it  a  sacred  authority.  He  was  very  fond 
of  the  Voltairean  chevalier.  Those  two  majestic 
relics  of  the  nobility  and  clergy,  though  of  very  differ- 
ent habits  and  morals,  recognized  each  other  by  tiieir 
generous  traits.  Besides,  the  chevalier  was  as  unc- 
tuous with  the  abbe  as  he  was  paternal  with  the 
grisettes. 

Some  persons  may  fancy  that  Mademoiselle  Cormon 
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used  every  means  to  attain  her  end ;  and  that  among 
the  legitimate  lures  of  womanhood  she  devoted  herself 
to  dress,  wore  low-necked  gowns,  and  employed  the 
negative  coquetries  of  a  magnificent  display  of  arms. 
Not  at  all !  She  was  as  heroic  and  immovable  in  her 
high-necked  chemisette  as  a  sentry  in  his  box.  Her 
gowns,  bonnets,  and  chiffons  were  all  cut  and  made  by 
the  dressmaker  and  the  milliner  of  Alengon,  two  hump- 
backed sisters,  who  were  not  without  soiue  taste.  In 
spite  of  the  entreaties  of  those  artists.  Mademoiselle 
Cormon  refused  to  employ  the  airy  deceits  of  elegance ; 
she  chose  to  be  substantial  in  all  things,  flesh  and 
feathers.  But  perhaps  the  heavy  fashion  of  her  gowns 
was  best  suited  to  her  cast  of  countenance.  Let 
those  laugh  who  will  at  this  poor  girl ;  you  would  have 
thought  her  sublime,  O  generous  souls !  who  care  but 
little  what  form  true  feeling  takes,  but  admire  it  where 
it  is. 

Here  some  light-minded  person  may  exclaim  against 
the  truth  of  this  statement;  they  will  say  that  there  is 
not  in  all  France  a  girl  so  silly  as  to  be  igncjrant  of 
the  art  of  angling  for  men;  that  Mademoiselle  Cormon 
is  one  of  those  monstrous  exceptions  which  common- 
sense  should  prevent  a  writer  from  using  as  a  type; 
that  the  most  virtuous  and  also  the  silliest  girl  who 
desires  to  catch  her  fish  knows  well  how  to  bait  the 
hook.  But  these  criticisms  fall  before  the  fact  that 
the  noble  catholic,  apostolic,  and  Roman  religion  is 
still  erect  in  Brittany  and  in  the  ancient  duchy  of 
Alenqon.  Faith  and  piety  admit  of  no  subtleties. 
Mademoiselle  Cormon  trod  the  path  of  salvation,  pre- 
ferring the  sorrows  of   her  virginity  so   cruelly  pro- 
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longed  to  the  evils  of  trickery  and  the  sin  of  a  snare. 
111.  a  woman  armed  with  a  scourge  virtue  could  never 
compromise;  consequently  both. love  and  self-iiiteresi 
were  forced  to  seek  her,  and  seek  her  resolutely.  And 
here  let  us  have  the  courage  to  make  a  cruel  observa- 
tion, in  days  when  religion  is  nothing  more  than  a 
useful  means  to  some,  and  a  poesy  to  others.  Devo- 
tion causes  a  moral  ophthalmia.  Bj'  some  providential 
grace,  it  takes  from  souls  on  the  road  to  eternitj-  the 
sight  of  many  little  earthly  things.  In  a  word,  pious 
persons,  deaotes,  are  stupid  on  various  points.  This 
stupidity  proves  with  what  force  thej-  turn  their  minds 
to  celestial  matters;  although  the  Voltairean  Chevalier 
de  Valois  declared  that  it  was  difficult  to  decide 
whether  stupid  people  became  naturally  pious,  or 
whether  pietj-  had  the  effect  of  making  intelligent 
young  women  stupid.  But  reflect  upon  this  carefully : 
the  purest  catholic  virtue,  with  its  loving  acceptance 
of  all  cups,  with  its  pious  submission  to  the  will  of 
God,  with  its  belief  in  the  print  of  the  divine  finger 
on  the  claj'  of  all  earthly  life,  is  the  mysterious  light 
which  glides  into  the  innermost  folds  of  human  history, 
setting  them  in  relief  and  magnif  j'ing  them  in  the  eyes 
of  those  who  still  have  Faith.  Besides,  if  there  be 
stupidity,  why  not  concern  ourselves  with  the  sorrows 
of  stupidity  as  well  as  with  the  sorrows  of  genius?  The 
former  is  a  social  element  infinitely  more  abundant 
than  the  latter. 

So,  then.  Mademoiselle  Cormon  was  guilty  in  the 
eyes  of  the  world  of  the  divine  ignorance  of  virgins. 
She  was  no  observer,  and  her  behavior  with  her  suitors 
proved  it.     At  this  very  moment,  a  young  girl  of  six- 


An   Old  Maid.  263 

teen,  who  had  never  opened  a  novel,  would  have  read 
a  hundred  chapters  of  a  love  story  in  the  eyes  of 
Athanase  Granson,  where  Mademoiselle  Cormon  saw 
absolutely  nothing.  Shy  herself,  she  never  suspected 
shyness  in  others ;  she  did  not  recognize  in  the  qua- 
vering tones  of  his  speech  the  force  of  a  sentiment 
he  could  not  utter.  Capable  of  inventing  those  refine- 
ments of  sentiniental  grandeur  which  hindered  her 
marriage  in  her  early  years,  she  yet  could  not  recognize 
them  in  Athanase.  This  moral  phenomenon  will  not 
seem  surprising  to  persons  who  know  that  the  qualities 
of  the  heart  are  as  distinct  from  those  of  the  mind  as 
the  faculties  of  genius  are  from  nobility  of  soul.  A 
perfect,  all-rounded  man  is  so  rare  that  Socrates,  one 
of  the  noblest  pearls  of  humanity,  declared  (as  a 
phrenolpgist  of  that  day)  that  he  was  born  to  be  a 
scamp,  and  a  very  bad  one.  A  great  general  may  save 
his  country  at  Zurich,  and  take  commissions  from 
purveyors.  A  great  musician  may  conceive  the  sub- 
limest  music  and  commit  a  forgery.  A  woman  of  true 
feeling  may  be  a  fool.  In  short,  a  devote  may  have  a 
sublime  soul  and  yet  be  unable  to  recognize  the  tones 
of  a  noble  soul  beside  her.  The  caprices  produced  by 
physical  infirmities  are  equally  to  be  met  with  in  the 
mental  and  moral  regions. 

This  good  creature,  who  grieved  at  making  her 
yearly  preserves  for  no  one  but  her  uncle  and  herself, 
was  becoming  almost  ridiculous.  Those  who  felt  a 
sympathy  for  her  on  account  of  her  good  qualities, 
and  others  on  account  of  her  defects,  now  made  fun  of 
her  abortive  marriages.  More  than  one  conversation 
was  based  on  what  would  become  of  so  fine  a  prop- 
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erty,  together  with  the  old  maid's  savings  and  her 
uncle's  inheritance.  For  some  time  past  she  had  been 
suspected  of  being  un  fond,  in  spite  of  appearances, 
an  "original."  In  the  provinces  it  is  not  permissible 
to  be  original:  being  original  means  having  ideas  that 
are  not  understood  by  others;  the  provinces  demand 
equality  of  mind  as  well  as  equality  of  manners  and 
customs. 

The  marriage  of  Mademoiselle  Cormon  seemed,  after 
1804,  a  thing  so  problematical  that  the  saj'ing  "mar- 
ried like  Mademoiselle  Cormon  "  became  proverbial  in 
Alengon  as  applied  to  ridiculous  failures.  Surely  the 
sarcastic  mood  must  be  an  imperative  need  in  France, 
that  so  excellent  a  woman  should  excite  the  laughter 
of  Alenyon.  Not  only  did  she  receive  the  whole 
society  of  the  place  at  her  house,  not  only  was  she 
charitable,  pious,  incapable  of  saying  an  unkind 
thing,  but  she  was  fully  in  accord  with  the  spirit  of 
the  place  and  the  habits  and  customs  of  its  inhabi- 
tants, who  liked  her  as  the  symbol  of  their  lives;  she 
was  absolutely  inlaid  into  the  ways  of  the  provinces ; 
she  had  never  quitted  them ;  she  imbibed  all  their 
prejudices;  she  espoused  all  their  interests;  she 
adored  them. 

In  spite  of  her  income  of  eighteen  thousand  francs 
from  landed  property,  a  very  considerable  fortune  in 
the  provinces,  she  lived  on  a  footing  with  families  who 
were  less  rich.  When  she  went  to  her  country-place 
at  Prebaudet,  she  drove  there  in  an  old  wicker 
carriole,  hung  on  two  straps  of  white  leather,  drawn 
by  a  wheezy  mare,  and  scarcely  protected  by  two 
leather  curtains  rusty  with  age.     This  carriole,  known 
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to  all  the  town,  was  cared  for  by  Jacquelin  as  though 
it  were  the  finest  coupe  in  all  Paris.  Mademoiselle 
valued  it ;  she  had  used  it  for  twelve  years,  —  a  fact  to 
which  she  called  attention  with  the  triumphant  joy  of 
happy  avarice.  Most  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  town 
were  grateful  to  Mademoiselle  Cormon  for  not  humili- 
ating them  by  the  luxury  she  could  have  displayed; 
we  may  even  believe  that  had  she  imported  a  caleche 
from  Paris  they  would  have  gossiped  more  about  that 
than  about  her  various  matrimonial  failures.  The 
most  brilliant  equipage  would,-  after  all,  have  only 
taken  her,  like  the  old  carriole,  to  Prebaudet.  Now 
the  provinces,  which  look  solely  to  results,  care  little 
about  the  beauty  or  elegance  of  the  means,  pi'ovided 
they  are  efficient. 
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AN   OLD    maid's    household. 

To  complete  the  picture  of  the  internal  habits  and 
ways  of  this  house,  it  is  necessary  to  group  around 
Mademoiselle  Cormon  and  the  Abbe  de  Sponde  Jacque- 
lin,  Josette,  and  Mariette,  the  cook,  who  employed 
themselves  in  providing  for  the  comfort  of  uncle  and 
niece. 

Jacquelin,  a  man  of  forty,  short,  fat,  ruddy,  and 
brown,  with  a  face  like  a  Breton  sailor,  had  been  iu 
the  service  of  the  house  for  twenty-two  years.  He 
waited  at  table,  groomed  the  mare,  gardened,  blacked 
the  abbe's  boots,  went  of  errands,  chopped  the  wood, 
drove  the  carriole,  and  fetched  the  oats,  straw,  and  hay 
from  Prebaudet.  He  sat  in  the  antechamber  during 
the  evening,  where  he  slept  like  a  dormouse.  He  was 
in  love  with  Josette,  a  girl  of  thirty,  whom  Mademoi- 
selle Cormon  would  have  dismissed  had  she  married 
him.  So  the  poor  fond  pair  laid  by  their  wages, 
and  loved  each  other  silently,  waiting,  hoping  for 
mademoiselle's  own  marriage,  as  the  Jews  are  wait- 
ing for  the  Messiah.  Josette,  born  between  Aleneon 
and  Mortagne,  was  short  and  plump;  her  face,  which 
looked  like  a  dirty  apricot,  was  not  wanting  in  sense 
and  character;  it  was  said  that  she  ruled  her  mistress. 
Josette  and  Jacquelin,  sure  of  results,  endeavored  to 
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hide  an  inward  satisfaction  which  allows  it  to  be  sup- 
posed that,  as  lovers,  they  had  discounted  the  future. 
Marietta,  the  cook,  who  had  been  fifteen  years  in  the 
household,  knew  how  to  make  all  the  dishes  held  in 
most  honor  in  Alengon. 

Perhaps  we  ought  to  count  for  much  the  fat  old 
Norman  brown-bay  mare,  which  drew  Mademoiselle 
Cormon  to  her  country-seat  at  Prebaudet ;  for  the  five 
inhabitants  of  the  house  bore  to  this  animal  a  mania- 
cal affection.  She  was  called  Penelope,  and  had  served 
the  family  for  eighteen  years ;  but  she  was  kept  so 
carefully  and  fed  with  such  regularity  that  mademoi- 
selle and  Jacquelin  both  hoped  to  use  her  for  ten  years 
longer.  This  beast  was  the  subject  of  perpetual  talk 
and  occupation;  it  seemed  as  if  poor  Mademoiselle 
Cormon,  having  no  children  on  whom  her  repressed 
motherly  feelings  could  expend  themselves,  had  turned 
those  sentiments  wholly  on  this  most  fortunate  animal. 

The  four  faithful  servants  —  for  Penelope's  intelli- 
gence raised  her  to  the  level  of  the  other  good  servants ; 
while  they,  on  the  other  hand,  had  lowered  themselves 
to  the  mute,  submissive  regularity  of  the  beast  —  went 
and  came  daily  in  the  same  occupations  with  the  in- 
fallible accuracy  of  mechanism.  But,  as  they  said 
in  their  idiom,  they  had  eaten  their  white  bread  first. 
Mademoiselle  Cormon,  like  all  persons  nervously  agi- 
tated by  a  fixed  idea,  became  hard  to  please,  and 
nagging,  less  by  nature  than  from  the  need  of  employ- 
ing her  activity.  Having  no  husband  or  children  to 
occupy  her,  she  fell  back  on  petty  details.  She  talked 
for  hours  about  mere  nothings,  on  a  dozen  napkins 
marked  "Z,"  placeci  in  the  closet  before  the  "O's". 
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''What  can  Josette  be  thinking  of  ?  "  she  exclaimed. 
"Josette  is  beginning  to  neglect  things." 

^Mademoiselle  inquired  for  eight  days  running 
whether  Penelope  had  had  her  oats  at  two  o'clock, 
because  on  one  occasion  Jaequelin  was  a  trifle  late. 
Her  narrow  imagination  spent  itself  on  trifles.  A 
layer  of  dust  forgotten  by  the  feather-duster,  a  slice 
of  toast  ill  made  by  JMariette,  Josette's  delay  in  closing 
the  blinds  when  the  sun  came  round  to  fade  the  colors 
of  the  furniture,  —  all  these  great  little  things  gave  rise 
to  serious  quarrels  in  which  mademoiselle  grew  angry. 
"Everything  was  changing,"  she  would  cry;  "she  did 
not  know  her  own  servants;  the  fact  was  she  spoiled 
them !  "  On  one  occasion  Josette  gave  her  the 
"Journee  du  Chretien"  instead  of  the  "Quinzaine  de 
Paques."  The  whole  town  heard  of  this  disaster  the 
same  evening.  Mademoiselle  had  been  forced  to 
leave  the  church  and  return  home;  and  her  sudden 
departure,  upsetting  the  chairs,  made  people  suppose 
a  catastrophe  had  happened.  She  was  therefore  obliged 
to  explain  the  facts  to  her  friends. 

"Josette,"  she  said  gently,  "such  a  thing  must  never 
happen  again." 

Mademoiselle  Cormou  was,  without  being  aware  of 
it,  made  happier  by  such  little  quarrels,  which  sei-ved 
as  cathartics  to  relieve  her  bitterness.  The  soul  has 
its  needs,  and,  like  the  body,  its  gymnastics.  These 
uncertainties  of  temper  were  accepted  by  Josette  and 
Jaequelin  as  changes  in  the  weather  are  accepted  by 
husbandmen.  Those  worthy  souls  remark,  "It  is  fine 
to-day,"  or  "It  rains,"  without  arraigning  the  heavens. 
And  so  when  they  met  in  the  morning  the  servants 
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would  wonder  in  what  humor  mademoiselle  would  get 
up,  just  as  a  farmer  wonders  about  the  mists  at  dawn. 

Mademoiselle  Cormon  had  ended,  as  it  was  natural 
she  should  end,  in  contemplating  herself  only  in  the 
infinite  pettinesses  of  her  life.  Herself  and  God,  her 
confessor  and  the  weekly  wash,  her  preserves  and  the 
church  services,  and  her  uncle  to  care  for,  absorbed 
her  feeble  intellect.  To  her  the  atoms  of  life  were 
magnified  by  an  optic  peculiar  to  persons  who  are 
selfish  by  nature  or  self-absorbed  by  some  accident. 
Her  perfect  health  gave  alarming  meaning  to  the  least 
little  derangement  of  her  digestive  organs.  She  lived 
under  the  iron  rod  of  the  medical  science  of  our  fore- 
fathers, and  took  yearly  four  precautionary  doses, 
strong  enough  to  have  killed  Penelope,  though  they 
seemed  to  rejuvenate  her  mistress.  If  .Josette,  when 
dressing  her,  chanced  to  discover  a  little  pimple  on 
the  still  satiny  shoulders  of  mademoiselle,  it  became 
the  subject  of  endless  inquiries  as  to  the  various 
alimentary  articles  of  the  preceding  week.  And  what 
a  triumph  when  Josette  reminded  her  mistress  of  a 
certain  hare  that  was  rather  "high,"  and  had  doubtless 
raised  that  accursed  pimple!  "With  what  joy  they  said 
to  each  other:  "^'No  doubt,  no  doubt,  it  was  the  hare!  " 

"Mariette  over-seasoned  it,"  said  mademoiselle. 
"I  am  always  telling  her  to  do  so  lightly  for  my  uncle 
and  for  me;  but  Mariette  has  no  more  memory 
than  —  " 

"The  hare,"  said  Josette. 

"Just  so,"  replied  mademoiselle;  "she  has  no  more 
memory  than  a  hare,  —  a  very  just  remark." 

Four  times  a  year,  at  the  beginning  of  each  season, 
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Mademoiselle  Cormon  went  to  pass  a  certain  number 
of  days  on  her  estate  of  Prebaudet.  It  was  now  the 
middle  of  Ma}-,  the  period  at  which  she  wished  to 
see  how  her  apple-trees  had  "snowed,"  —  a  saj'iiig 
of  that  region  which  expressed  the  effect  produced 
beneath  the  trees  by  the  falling  of  their  blossoms. 
When  the  circular  deposit  of  these  fallen  petals  resem- 
bled a  laj-er  of  snow  the  owner  of  the  trees  might  hope 
for  an  abundant  supply  of  cider.  While  she  thus 
gauged  her  vats,  Mademoiselle  Coiinon  also  attended 
to  the  repairs  which  the  winter  necessitated ;  she 
ordered  the  digging  of  her  flower-beds  and  her  vege- 
table garden,  from  which  she  supplied  her  table. 
Every  season  had  its  own  business.  Mademoiselle 
always  gave  a  dinner  of  farewell  to  her  intimate  friends 
the  day  before  her  departure,  although  she  was  certain 
to  see  them  again  within  three  weeks.  It  was  always 
a  piece  of  news  which  echoed  through  Aleiicon  when 
Mademoiselle  Cormon  departed.  All  her  visitors, 
especially  those  who  had  missed  a  visit,  came  to  bid 
her  good-bye;  the  salon  was  thronged,  and  every  one 
said  farewell  as  though  she  were  starting  for  Calcutta. 
The  next  day  the  shopkeepers  would  stand  at  their 
doors  to  see  the  old  carriole  pass,  and  they  seemed  h> 
be  telling  one  another  some  news  by  repeating  from 
shop  to  shop :  — 

"So  Mademoiselle  Cormon  is  going  to  Prebaudet!" 

Some  said:  ^^Iler  bread  is  baked." 

"Hey!  my  lad,"  replied  the  next  man.  "She's  a 
worthy  woman ;  if  money  always  came  into  such  hands 
we  should  n't  see  a  beggar  in  the  country." 

Another  said:  "Dear  me,  I  should  n't  be  surprised 
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if  the  vineyards  were  in  bloom ;  here  's  Mademoiselle 
Cormon  going  to  Prebaudet.  How  happens  it  she 
does  n't  marry?  " 

"I'd  marry  her  myself,"  said  a  wag;  "in  fact,  the 
marriage  is  half-made,  for  here  's  one  consenting 
party;  but  the  other  side  won't.  Pooh!  the  oven  is 
heating  for  Monsieur  du  Bousquier." 

"Monsieur  du  Bousquier!  Why,  she  has  refused 
him." 

That  evening  at  all  the  gatherings  it  was  told 
gravely :  — 

"Mademoiselle  Cormon  has  gone." 

Or:  — 

"So  you  have  really  let  Mademoiselle  Cormon  go." 

The  Wednesday  chosen  by  Suzanne  to  make  known 
her  scandal  happened  to  be  this  farewell  Wednesday, 
—  a  day  on  which  Mademoiselle  Cormon  drove  Josette 
distracted  on  the  subject  of  packing.  During  the 
morning,  therefore,  things  had  been  said  and  done  in 
the  town  which  lent  the  utmost  interest  to  this  fare- 
well meeting.  Madame  Granson  had  gone  the  round 
of  a  dozen  houses  while  the  old  maid  was  deliberat- 
ing on  the  things  she  needed  for  the  journey ;  and  the 
malicious  Chevalier  de  A'alois  was  playing  piquet 
with  Mademoiselle  Armande,  sister  of  a  distinguished 
old  marquis,  and  the  queen  of  the  salon  of  the  aristo- 
crats. If  it  was  not  uninteresting  to  any  one  to  see 
what  figure  the  seducer  would  cut  that  evening,  it  was 
all  important  for  the  chevalier  and  Madame  Granson 
to  know  how  Mademoiselle  Cormon  would  take  the 
news  in  her  double  capacity  of  marriageable  woman 
and   president   of    the   Maternity   Society.      As   for 
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the  innocent  du  Bousquier,  he  was  taking  a  walk  on  the 
Promenade,  and  beginning  to  suspect  that  Suzanne  had 
tricked  him ;  this  suspicion  confirmed  him  in  his  prin- 
ciples as  to  women. 

On  gala  days  the  table  was  laid  at  Mademoiselle 
Cormon's  about  half-past  three  o'clock.  At  that 
period  the  fashionable  people  of  Aleucon  dined  at  four. 
Under  the  Empire  they  still  dined  as  in  former  times 
at  half-past  two;  but  then  they  supped!  One  of  the 
pleasures  which  Mademoiselle  Ccirmon  valued  most  was 
(without  meaning  any  malice,  although  the  fact  cer- 
tainly rests  on  egotism)  the  unspeakable  satisfaction 
she  derived  from  seeing  herself  dressed  as  mistress 
of  the  house  to  receive  her  guests.  "When  she  was 
thus  under  arms  a  ray  of  hope  would  glide  into  the 
darkness  of  her  heart ;  a  voice  told  her  that  nature  had 
not  so  abundantly  provided  for  her  in  vaiu,  and  that 
some  man,  brave  and  enterprising,  would  surely  pre- 
sent himself.  Her  desire  was  refreshed  like  her 
person ;  she  contemplated  herself  in  her  heavy  stuffs 
with  a  sort  of  intoxication,  and  this  satisfaction  con- 
tinued when  she  descended  the  stairs  to  cast  her  re- 
doubtable eye  on  the  salon,  the  dinner-table,  and  the 
boudoir.  She  would  then  walk  about  with  the  naive 
contentment  of  the  rich,  —  who  remember  at  all 
moments  that  they  are  rich  and  will  never  want  foK 
anything.  She  looked  at  her  eternal  furniture,  her  curi- 
osities, her  lacquers,  and  said  to  herself  that  all  these 
fine  things  wanted  was  a  master.  After  admiring' the 
dining-room,  and  the  oblong  dinner-table,  on  which 
was  spread  a  snow-white  cloth  adorned  with  twenty 
covers  placed  at  equal  distances ;  after  verifying  the 
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squadron  of  bottles  she  had  ordered  to  be  brought  up, 
and  which  all  bore  honorable  labels ;  after  carefully 
verifying  the  names  written  on  little  bits  of  paper  in 
the  trembling  handwriting  of  the  abbe  (the  only  duty 
he  assumed  in  the  household,  and  one  which  gave  rise 
to  grave  discussions  on  the  place  of  each  guest),  —  after 
going  through  all  these  preliminary  acts  mademoiselle 
went,  in  her  fine  clothes,  to  her  uncle,  who  was  accus- 
tomed at  this,  the  best  hour  in  the  day,  to  take  his 
walk  on  the  terrace  which  overlooked  the  Brillante, 
where  he  could  listen  to  the  warble  of  the  birds  which 
were  nesting  in  the  coppice,  unafraid  of  either  sports- 
men or  children.  At  such  times  of  waiting  she  never 
joined  the  Abbe  de  Sponde  without  asking  him  some 
ridiculous  question,  in  order  to  draw  the  old  man  into 
a  discussion  which  might  serve  to  amuse  him.  And 
her  reason  was  this,  —  which  will  serve  to  complete 
our  picture  .of  this  excellent  woman's  nature:  — 

Mademoiselle  Cormon  regarded  it  as  one  of  her 
duties  to  talk ;  not  that  she  was  talkative,  for  she  had 
unfortunately  too  few  ideas,  and  did  not  know  enough 
phrases  to  converse  readily.  But  she  believed  she  was 
accomplishing  one  of  the  social  duties  enjoined  by 
religion,  which  orders  us  to  make  ourselves  agreeable 
to  our  neighbor.  This  obligation  cost  her  so  much 
that  she  consulted  her  director,  the  Abbe  Couturier, 
upon  the  subject  of  this  honest  but  puerile  civility. 
In  spite  of  the  humble  remark  of  his  penitent,  confess- 
ing the  inward  labor  of  her  mind  in  finding  anything 
to  say,  the  old  priest,  rigid  on  the  point  of  discipline, 
read  her  a  passage  from  Saint-FranQois  de  Sales  on 
the  duties  of  women  in  society,  which  dwelt  on  the 
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decent  gayety  of  pious  Christian  women,  who  were 
bound  to  reserve  their  sternness  for  themselves,  and 
to  be  amiable  and  pleasing  in  their  homes,  and  see 
that  their  neighbors  enjoyed  themselves.  Thus,  filled 
with  a  sense  of  duty,  and  wishing-,  at  all  costs,  to  obey 
her  director,  who  bade  her  converse  with  amenity,  the 
poor  soul  perspired  in  her  corset  when  the  talk  around 
her  languished,  so  much  did  she  suffer  from  the  effort 
of  emitting  ideas  in  order  to  revive  it.  Under  such 
circumstances  she  would  put  forth  the  silliest  state- 
ments, such  as:  "No  one  can  be  in  two  places  at  once 
—  unless  it  is  a  little  bird,"  by  which  she  one  day 
roused,  and  not  without  success,  a  discussion  on  the 
ubiquity  of  the  apostles,  which  she  was  unable  to 
comprehend.  Such  efforts  at  conversation  won  her 
the  appellation  of  "that  good  Mademoiselle  Cormon," 
which,  from  the  lips  of  the  heaiix  esprlts  of  societj', 
meant  that  she  was  as  ignorant  as  a  carp,  and  rather  a 
poor  fool;  but  many  persons  of  her  own  calibre  took 
the  remark  in  its  literal  sense,  and  answered:  — 

"Yes;  oh,  yes!  Mademoiselle  Cormon  is  an  excel- 
lent woman." 

Sometimes  she  would  put  such  absurd  questions 
(always  for  the  purpose  of  fulfilling  her  duties  to 
societj',  and  making  herself  agreeable  to  her  guests) 
that  everybody  burst  out  laughing.  She  asked,  for 
instance,  what  the  government  did  with  the  taxes  they 
were  always  receiving;  and  why  the  Bible  had  not  been 
printed  in  the  days  of  Jesus  Christ,  inasmuch  as  it  was 
written  by  Moses.  Her  mental  powers  were  those  of 
the  English  "country  gentleman  "  who,  hearing  con- 
stant mention  of  "posterity"  in  the  House  of  Com- 
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mons,  rose  to  make  the  speech  that  has  siuce  become 
celebrated:  "Gientlemeii,"  he  said,  "I  hear  much  talk 
in  this  place  about  Posterity.  I  should  be  glad  to 
know  what  that  power  has  ever  done  for  England." 

Under  these  circumstances  the  heroic  Chevalier  de 
Valois  would  bring  to  the  succor  of  the  old  maid  all 
the  powers  of  his  clever  diplomacy,  whenever  he  saw 
the  pitiless  smile  of  the  wiser  heads.  The  old  gentle- 
man, who  loved  to  assist  women,  turned  Mademoiselle 
Cormon's  sayings  into  wit  by  sustaining  them  para- 
doxically, and  he  often  covered  the  retreat  so  well  that 
it  seemed  as  if  the  good  woman  had  said  nothing  silly. 
She  asserted  very  seriously  one  evening  that  she  did 
not  see  any  difference  between  an  ox  and  a  bull.  The 
dear  chevalier  instantly  arrested  the  peals  of  laughter 
by  asserting  that  there  was  only  the  difference  between 
a  sheep  and  a  lamb. 

But  the  Chevalier  de  Valois  served  an  ungrateful 
dame,  for  never  did  Mademoiselle  Cormon  compre- 
hend his  chivalrous  services.  Observing  that  the  con- 
versation grew  lively,  she  simply  thought  that  she 
was  not  so  stupid  as  she  felt  she  was,  — the  result  being 
that  she  settled  down  into  her  ignorance  with  some 
complacency;  she  lost  her  timidity,  and  acquired  a 
self-possession  which  gave  to  her  "speeches  "  some- 
thing of  the  solemnity  with  which  the  British  enunciate 
their  patriotic  absurdities,  —  the  self-conceit  of  stu- 
pidity, as  it  may  be  called. 

As  she  approached  her  uncle,  on  this  occasion,  with 
a  majestic  step,  she  was  ruminating  over  a  question 
that  might  draw  him  from  a  silence  which  always 
troubled  her,  for  she  feared  he  was  dull. 
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"Uncle."  she  said,  leaning  on  his  arm  and  clinging 
to  his  side  (this  was  one  of  her  fictions;  for  she  said 
to  herself,  "If  I  had  a  husband  I  should  do  just  so"), 
■ — "uncle,  if  everything  here  below  happens  accord- 
ing to  the  will  of  God,  there  must  be  a  reason  for 
everything." 

"Certainly,"  replied  the  abbe,  gravely.  The  worthy 
man,  who  cherished  his  niece,  always  allowed  her  to 
tear  him  from  his  meditations  with  angelic  patience. 

"  Then  if  I  remain  unmarried,  —  supposing  that  I 
do,  —  God  wills  it?  " 

"Yes,  my  child,"  replied  the  abbe. 

"And  yet,  as  nothing  prevents  me  from  marrying 
to-morrow  if  I  choose.  His  will  can  be  destroyed  by 
mine?  " 

"That  would  be  true  if  we  knew  what  was  really  "the 
will  of  God,"  replied  the  former  prior  of  the  Sorbonne. 
"Observe,  my  daughter,  that  you  put  in  an  if." 

The  poor  woman,  who  expected  to  draw  her  uncle 
into  a  matrimonial  discussion  by  an  argument  ad 
oiiinipofentem,  was  stupefied;  but  persons  of  obtuse 
mind  have  the  terrible  logic  of  children,  which  consists 
in  turning  from  answer  to  question,  —  a  logic  that  is 
frequently  embarrassing. 

"But,  uncle,  God  did  not  make  women  intending 
them  not  to  marry ;  otherwise  they  ought  all  to  stay 
unmarried;  if  not,  they  ought  all  to  marry.  There's 
great  injustice  in  the  distribution  of  parts." 

"Daughter,"  said  the  worthy  abbe,  "you  are  blam- 
ing the  Church,  which  declares  celibacy  to  be  the 
better  way  to  God." 

"But  if  the  Church  is  right,  and  all  the  world  were 
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good  Catholics,  would  n't  the  human  race  come  to  an 
end,  uncle?  " 

"You  have  too  much  mind,  Rose;  you  don't  need  so 
much  to  be  happy." 

That  remark  brought  a  smile  of  satisfaction  to  the 
lips  of  the  poor  woman,  and  confirmed  her  in  the  good 
opinion  she  was  beginning  to  acquire  about  herself. 
That  is  how  the  world,  our  friends,  and  our  enemies 
are  the  accomplices  of  our  defects! 

At  this  moment  the  conversation  was  interrupted  by 
the  successive  arrival  of  the  guests.  On  these  cere- 
monial days,  friendly  familiarities  were  exchanged 
between  the  servants  of  the  house  and  the  company. 
Mariette  remarked  to  the  chief-justice  as  he  passed 
the  kitchen :  — 

"Ah,  Monsieur  du  Eonceret,  I've  cooked  the  cauli- 
flowers au  ffratin  expressly  for  you,  for  mademoiselle 
knows  how  you  like  them;  and  she  said  to  me:  '  Now 
don't  forget  them,  Mariette,  for  Monsieur  du  Eonceret 
is  coming.'  " 

"That  good  Mademoiselle  Cormon!  "  ejaculated  the 
chief  legal  authority  of  the  town.  "Mariette,  did  you 
steep  them  in  gravy  instead  of  soup-stock?  it  is  much 
richer." 

The  chief-justice  was  not  above  entering  the  cham- 
ber of  council  where  Mariette  held  court ;  he  cast  the 
eye  of  a  gastronome  around  it,  and  offered  the  advice 
of  a  past  master  in  cookery. 

"Good-day,  madame,"  said  Josette  to  Madame 
Granson,  who  courted  the  maid.  "Mademoiselle  has 
thought  of  you,  and  there  's  fish  for  dinner." 

As   for   the   Chevalier   de  Valois,  he  remarked  to 
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Mariette,  in  the  easy  tone  of  a  great  seigneur  who  con- 
descends to  be  familiar:  — 

"AVell,  my  dear  eordon-bleu,  to  whom  I  should  give 
the  cross  of  the  Legion  of  honor,  is  there  some  little 
dainty  for  which  I  had  lietter  reserve  myself?" 

"Yes,  yes.  Monsieur  de  Valois,  — a  hare  sent  from 
Prebaudet;  weighs  fourteen  pounds." 

Du  Bousquier  was  not  invited.  Mademoiselle  Cur- 
mon,  faithful  to  the  system  which  we  know  of,  treated 
that  fiftj--year-old  suitor  extremely  ill,  although  she 
felt  inexplicable  sentiments  toward  him  in  the  depths 
of  her  heart.  She  had  refused  him ;  yet  at  times  she 
repented;  and  a  presentiment  that  she  should  yet  marry 
him,  together  with  a  terror  at  the  idea  which  prevented 
her  from  wishing  for  the  marriage,  assailed  her.  Her 
mind,  stimulated  b}'  these  feelings,  was  much  occupied 
by  du  Bousquier.  Without  being  aware  of  it,  she  was 
influenced  by  the  herculean  form  of  the  republican. 
^Madame  Gransou  and  the  Chevalier  de  Valois,  although 
they  could  not  explain  to  themselves  Mademoiselle  Cor- 
mon's  inconsistencies,  had  detected  her  naive  glances 
in  that  direction,  the  meaning  of  which  seemed  clear 
enough  to  make  them  both  resolve  to  ruin  the  hopes 
of  the  already  rejected  purveyor,  — hopes  which  it  was 
evident  he  still  indulged. 

Two  guests,  whose  functions  excused  them,  kept  the 
dinner  waiting.  One  was  Monsieur  du  Coudrai,  the 
recorder  of  mortgages;  the  other  Monsieur  C'hoisnel, 
former  bailiff  to  the  house  of  Esgrignon,  and  now  the 
notary  of  the  upper  aristocracy,  by  whom  he  was  re- 
ceived with  a  distinction  due  to  his  virtues ;  he  was 
also  a  man  of  considerable  wealth.      When  the  two 
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belated  guests  arrived,  Jacquelin  said  to  them  as  lie 
saw  them  about  to  enter  the  salou :  — 

"T/ie!/  are  all  in  the  garden." 

No  doubt  the  assembled  stomachs  were  impatient; 
for  on  the  appearance  of  the  recorder  of  mortgages  — 
who  had  no  defect  except  that  of  having  married  for 
her  money  an  intolerable  old  woman,  and  of  perpetrat- 
ing endless  puns,  at  which  he  was  the  first  to  laugh  — ■ 
the  gentle  murmur  by  which  such  late-comers  are  wel- 
comed arose.  While  awaiting  the  official  announce- 
ment of  dinner,  the  company  were  sauntering  on 
the  terrace  above  the  river,  and  gazing  at  the  water- 
plants,  the  mosaic  of  the  currents,  and  the  various 
pretty  details  of  the  houses  clustering  across  the  river, 
their  old  wooden  galleries,  their  mouldering  window- 
frames,  their  little  gardens  where  clothes  were  drying, 
the  cabinet-maker's  shop,  —  in  short,  the  many  details 
of  a  small  community  to  which  the  vicinity  of  a  river, 
a  weeping  willow,  flowers,  rose-bushe«,  added  a  cer- 
tain grace,  making  the  scene  quite  worthy  of  a  land- 
scape painter. 

The  chevalier  studied  all  faces,  for  he  knew  that  his 
firebrand  had  been  very  successfullj'  introduced  into 
the  chief  houses  of  the  place.  But  no  one  as  yet 
referred  openly  to  the  great  news  of  Suzanne  and  du 
Bousquier.  Provincials  possess  in  the  highest  degree 
the  art  of  distilling  gossip ;  the  right  moment  for 
openly  discussing  this  strange  affair  had  not  arrived ; 
it  was  first  necessary  that  all  present  should  put  them- 
selves on  record.  So  the  whispers  went  round  from 
ear  to  ear:  — 

"You  have  heard?" 
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"Yes." 

"Du  Bousqnier?" 

"And  that  bandsonie  Suzanne." 

"Does  Mademoiselle  Cormon  know  of  it?" 

"No." 

"Ha!" 

This  was  the  piano  of  the  scandal ;  the  rbiforzando 
would  break  forth  as  soon  as  the  first  course  had  been 
removed.  Suddenly  Monsieur  de  Valois's  eyes  lighted 
on  Madame  Gransou,  arrayed  in  her  green  hat  with 
bunches  of  auriculas,  and  beaming  with  evident  joy. 
"Was  it  merely  the  joy  of  opening  the  concert?  Though 
such  a  piece  of  news  was  like  a  gold  mine  to  work  in 
the  monotonous  lives  of  these  personages,  the  observ- 
ant and  distrustful  chevalier  thought  he  recognized  in 
the  worthy  woman  a  far  more  extended  sentiment ; 
namely,  the  joy  caused  by  the  triumph  of  self-interest. 
Instantly  he  turned  to  examine  Athanase,  and  detected 
him  in  the  significant  silence  of  deep  meditation. 
Presently,  a  look  cast  by  the  young  man  on  Made- 
moiselle Cormon  carried  to  the  soul  of  the  chevalier  a 
sudden  gleam.  That  momentary  flash  of  lightning 
enabled  him  to  read  the  past. 

"Ha!  the  devil!"  he  said  to  himself ;  "whatacheck- 
mate  I  'm  exposed  to!  " 

Monsieur  de  Valois  now  approached  Mademoiselle 
Cormon,  and  offered  his  arm.  The  old  maid's  feeling 
to  the  chevalier  was  that  of  respectful  consideration; 
and  certainly  his  name,  together  with  the  position  he 
occupied  among  the  aristocratic  constellations  of  the 
department,  made  him  the  most  brilliant  ornament  of 
her  salon.     In  her  inmost  mind  Mademoiselle  Cormon 
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had  wished  for  the  last  dozen  years  to  become  Madame 
de  Valois.  That  name  was  like  the  branch  of  a  tree, 
to  which  the  ideas  which  swanned  in  her  mind  about 
rank,  nobility,  and  the  external  qualities  of  a  husband 
had  fastened.  But,  though  the  Chevalier  de  Valois 
was  the  man  chosen  by  her  heart,  and  mind,  and 
ambition,  that  elderly  ruin,  combed  and  curled  like 
a  little  Saint-John  in  a  procession,  alarmed  Mademoi- 
selle Cormon.  She  saw  the  gentleman  in  him,  but  she 
could  not  see  a  husband.  The  indifference  which  the 
chevalier  affected  as  to  marriage,  above  all,  the  appar- 
ent purity  of  his  morals  in  a  house  which  abounded  in 
grisettes,  did  singular  harm  in  her  mind  to  Monsieur 
de  Valois  against  his  expectations.  The  worthy  man, 
who  showed  such  judgment  in  the  matter  of  his  annuity, 
was  at  fault  here.  Without  being  herself  aware  of  it, 
the  thoughts  of  Mademoiselle  Cormon  on  the  too 
virtuous  chevalier  might  be  translated  thus :  — ■ 
"What  a  pity  that  he  is  n't  a  trifle  dissipated!  " 
Observers  of  the  human  heart  have  remarked  the 
leaning  of  pious  women  toward  scamps ;  some  have  ex- 
pressed surprise  at  this  taste,  considering  it  opposed  to 
Christian  virtue.  But,  in  the  first  place,  what  nobler 
destiny  can  you  offer  to  a  virtuous  woman  than  to 
purify,  like  charcoal,  the  muddy  waters  of  vice  ?  How 
is  it  some  observers  fail  to  see  that  these  noble  crea- 
tures, obliged  by  the  sternness  of  their  own  principles 
never  to  infringe  on  conjugal  fidelity,  must  naturally 
desire  a  husband  of  wider  practical  experience  than 
their  own  ?  The  scamps  of  social  life  are  great  men  in 
love.  Thus  the  poor  woman  groaned  in  spirit  at  find- 
ing her  chosen  vessel  parted  into  two   pieces.     God 
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alone  could  solder  together  a  Chevalier  de  Valois  and 
a  du  Bousquier. 

In  order  to  explain  the  importance  of  the  few  words 
which  the  chevalier  and  Mademoiselle  Cormon  are 
about  to  say  to  eaih  other,  it  is  necessary  to  reveal 
two  serious  matters  which  agitated  the  town,  and  about 
which  opinions  were  divided;  besides,  du  Bousquier 
was  mj'steriously  connected  with  them. 

One  concerns  the  rector  of  Aleu5on,  who  had  for- 
merly taken  the  constitutional  oath,  and  who  was  now 
conquering  the  repugnance  of  the  Catholics  by  a  dis- 
plaj'  of  the  highest  virtues.  He  was  Cheveius  on  a 
small  scale,  and  became  in  time  so  fully  appreciated 
that  when  he  died  the  whole  town  mourned  him. 
Mademoiselle  Cormon  and  the  Abbe  de  Sponde  be- 
longed to  that  "little  Church,"  sublime  in  its  ortho- 
doxy, which  was  to  the  court  of  Rome  what  the  Ultras 
were  to  be  to  Louis  XVIII.  The  abbe,  more  espe- 
cially, refused  to  recognize  a  Church  which  had  com- 
promised with  the  constitutionals.  The  I'ector  was 
therefore  not  received  in  the  Cormon  household,  whose 
sympathies  were  all"  given  to  the  curate  of  Saint- 
Leonard,  the  aristocratic  parish  of  Alenqon.  Du 
Bousquier,  that  fanatic  liberal  now  concealed  under 
the  skin  of  a  royalist,  knowing  how  necessary  rallj'ing 
points  are  to  all  discontents  (which  are  really  at  the 
bottom  of  all  oppositions),  had  drawn  the  sympathies 
of  the  middle  classes  around  the  rector.  So  much 
for  the  first  case;  the  second  was  this:  — 

Under  the  secret  inspiration  of  du  Bousquier  the 
idea  of  building  a  theatre  had  dawned  on  Alengon. 
The   henchmen   of   the   purveyor  did  not  know  their 


An  Old  Maid.  283 

Mohammed;  and  they  thought  they  were  ardent  in 
carrying  out  their  own  conception.  Athanase  Granson 
was  one  of  the  warmest  partisans  for  the  theatre ;  and 
of  late  he  had  urged  at  the  mayor's  office  a  cause  which 
all  the  other  young  clerks  had  eagerly  adopted. 

The  chevalier,  as  we  have  said,  offered  his  arm  to 
the  old  maid  for  a  turn  on  the  terrace.  She  accepted 
it,  not  without  thanking  him  by  a  happy  look  for  this 
attention,  to  which  the  chevalier  replied  by  motioning 
toward  Athanase  with  a  meaning  eye. 

"Mademoiselle,"  he  began,  "you  have  so  much  sense 
and  judgment  in  social  proprieties,  and  also,  you  are 
connected  with  that  young  man  by  certain  ties  —  " 

"Distant  ones,"  she  said,  interrupting  him. 

"Ought  you  not,"  he  continued,  "to  use  the  influence 
you  have  over  his  mother  and  over  himself  by  saving 
him  from  perdition?  He  is  not  very  religious,  as  you 
know;  indeed  he  approves  of  the  rector;  but  that  is 
not  all;  there  is  something  far  more  serious;  isn't 
he  throwing  himself  headlong  into  an  opposition  with- 
out considering  what  influence  his  present  conduct 
may  exert  upon  his  future?  He  is  working  for  the 
construction  of  a  theatre.  In  this  affair  he  is  simply 
the  dupe  of  that  disguised  republican  du  Bousquier  —  " 

"Good  gracious!  Monsieur  de  Valois,"  she  replied; 
"his  mother  is  always  telling  me  he  has  so  much  mind, 
and  yet  he  can't  say  two  words;  he  stands  planted 
before  me  as  mum  as  a  post  —  " 

"Which  does  n't  think  at  all !  "  cried  the  recorder  of 
mortgages.  "I  caught  your  words  on  the  fly.  I  pre- 
sent my  compliments  to  Monsieur  de  Valois,"  he 
added,  bowing  to  that  gentleman  with  much  emphasis. 
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The  chevalier  returned  the  salutation  stiffly,  and 
drew  Mademoiselle  Cormon  toward  some  flower-pots  at 
a  little  distance,  in  order  to  show  the  interrupter  that 
he  did  not  choose  to  be  spied  upon. 

"How  is  it  possible,"  he  continued,  lowering  his 
voice,  and  leaning  toward  Mademoiselle  Cormon's  ear, 
"that  a  young  man  brought  up  in  those  detestable 
lyceums  should  have  ideas?  Only  sound  morals  and 
noble  habits  will  ever  produce  great  ideas  and  a  true 
love.  It  is  easy  to  see  by  a  mere  look  at  him  that  the 
poor  lad  is  liable  to  be  imbecile,  and  come,  perhaps, 
to  some  sad  end.     See  how  pale  and  haggard  he  is!  " 

"His  mother  declares  he  works  too  hard,"  replied 
the  old  maid,  innocently.  "He  sits  up  late,  and  for 
what?  reading  books  and  writing!  What  business 
ought  to  require  a  young  man  to  write  at  night?  " 

"It  exhausts  him,"  replied  the  chevalier,  trying  to 
bring  the  old  maid's  thoughts  back  to  the  ground 
where  he  hoped  to  inspire  her  with  horror  for  her 
youthful  lover.  "The  morals  of  those  Imperial  ly- 
ceums are  really  shocking." 

"Oh,  yes!"  said  the  ingenuous  creature.  "They 
march  the  pupils  about  with  drums  at  their  head. 
The  masters  have  no  more  religion  than  pagans.  And 
they  put  the  poor  lads  in  uniform,  as  if  they  were 
troops.     "What  ideas !  " 

"And  behold  the  product! "  said  the  chevalier, 
motioning  to  Athanase.  "In  my  day,  young  men 
were  not  so  shy  of  looking  at  a  pretty  woman.  As 
for  him,  he  drops  his  eyes  whenever  he  sees  you. 
That  young  man  frightens  me  because  I  am  really 
interested  in  him.     Tell  him  not  to  intrigue  with  the 
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Bonapavtists,  as  he  is  now  doing  about  that  theatre. 
When  all  these  petty  folks  cease  to  ask  for  it  insurrec- 
tionally,  —  which  to  my  mind  is  the  synonym  of 
constitutionally,  —  the  government  will  build  it.  Be- 
sides which,  tell  his  mother  to  keep  an  eye  on  him." 

"Oh,  I  'm  sure  she  will  prevent  him  from  seeing 
those  half-pay,  questionable  people.  I  '11  talk  to  her," 
said  Mademoiselle  Cormon,  "for  he  might  lose  his 
place  in  the  mayor's  office;  and  then  what  would  he 
and  his  mother  have  to  live  on?  It  makes  me 
shudder." 

As  Monsieur  de  Talleyrand  said  of  his  wife,  so  the 
chevalier  said  to  himself,  looking  at  Mademoiselle 
Cormon :  — 

"Find  me  another  as  stupid!  Good  powers!  isn't 
virtue  which  drives  out  intellect  vice?  But  what  an 
adorable  wife  for  a  man  of  my  age!  What  princi- 
ples !  what  ignorance !  " 

Eemember  that  this  monologue,  addressed  to  the 
Princess  Goritza,  was  mentally  uttered  while  he  took  a 
pinch  of  snuff. 

Madame  Granson  had  divined  that  the  chevalier  was 
talking  about  Athanase.  Eager  to  know  the  result  of 
the  conversation,  she  followed  Mademoiselle  Cormon, 
who  was  now  approaching  the  young  man  with  much 
dignity.  But  at  this  moment  Jacquelin  appeared  to 
announce  that  mademoiselle  was  served.  The  old  maid 
gave  a  glance  of  appeal  to  the  chevalier;  but  the 
gallant  recorder  of  mortgages,  who  was  beginning  to 
see  in  the  manners  of  that  gentleman  the  barrier  which 
the  provincial  nobles  were  setting  up  about  this  time 
between   themselves    and  the  bourgeoisie,    made   the 
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most  of  his  chance  to  cut  out  Monsieur  de  Valois. 
He  was  close  to  Mademoiselle  Cormon,  and  promptly 
offered  his  arm,  which  she  found  herself  compelled  to 
accept.  The  chevalier  then  darted,  out  of  policy,  uj)on 
jMadame  Granson. 

"Mademoiselle  Cormon,  my  dear  lady,''  he  said  to 
her,  walking  slowlj'  after  all  the  other  guests,  "feels 
the  liveliest  interest  in  your  dear  Athanase;  but  I  fear 
it  will  vanish  through  his  own  fault.  He  is  irreligious 
and  liberal ;  he  is  agitating  this  matter  of  the  theatre ; 
he  frequents  the  Bonapartists ;  he  takes  the  side  of  that 
rector.  Such  conduct  may  make  him  lose  his  place  in 
the  mayor's  office.  You  know  with  what  care  the 
government  is  beginning  to  weed  out  such  opinions. 
If  your  dear  Athanase  loses  his  place,  where  can  he 
find  other  employment?  I  advise  him  not  to  get  him- 
self in  bad  odor  with  the  administration." 

"Monsieur  le  Chevalier,"  said  the  poor  frightened 
mother,  "how  grateful  I  am  to  j'ou!  You  are  right: 
my  son  is  the  tool  of  a  bad  set  of  people;  I  shall 
enlighten  him." 

The  chevalier  had  long  since  fathomed  the  nature  of 
Athanase,  and  recognized  in  it  that  unyielding  element 
of  republican  convictions  to  which  in  his  youth  a  young 
man  is  willing  to  sacrifice  everything,  carried  away 
by  the  word  "liberty,"  so  ill-defined  and  so  little 
understood,  but  which  to  persons  disdained  by  fate  is 
a  banner  of  revolt ;  and  to  such,  revolt  is  vengeance. 
Athanase  would  certainly  persist  in  that  faith,  for  his 
opinions  were  woven  in  with  his  artistic  sorrows,  with 
his  bitter  contemplation  of  the  social  state.  He  was 
ignorant  of  the  fact  that  at  thirty-six  years  pf  age,  — 
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the  period  of  life  when  a  man  has  judged  men  and 
social  interests  and  relations,  —  the  opinions  for  which 
he  was  ready  to  saciitice  his  future  would  be  modified 
in  him,  as  they  are  in  all  men  of  real  superiority.  To 
remain  faithful  to  the  Left  side  of  Alen(jon  was  to 
gain  the  aversion  of  Mademoiselle  Cormon.  There, 
indeed,  the  chevalier  saw  true. 

Thus  we  see  that  this  society,  so  peaceful  in  appear- 
ance, was  internally  as  agitated  as  any  diplomatic 
circle,  where  craft,  ability,  and  passions  group  them- 
selves around  the  grave  questions  of  an  empire.  The 
guests  were  now  seated  at  the  table  laden  with  the 
first  course,  which  they  ate  as  provincials  eat,  without 
shame  at  possessing  a  good  appetite,  and  not  as  in 
Paris,  where  it  seems  as  if  jaws  gnashed  under  sump- 
tuary laws,  which  made  it  their  business  to  contra- 
dict the  laws  of  anatomy.  In  Paris  people  eat  with 
their  teeth,  and  trifle  with  their  pleasure;  in  the  prov- 
inces things  are  done  naturall}',  and  interest  is  perhaps 
rather  too  much  concentrated  on  the  grand  and  univer- 
sal means  of  existence  to  which  God  has  condemned 
his  creatures. 

It  was  at  the  end  of  the  first  course  that  Mademoi- 
selle Cormon  made  the  most  celebrated  of  her 
"speeches;"  it  was  talked  about  for  fully  two  years, 
and  is  still  told  at  the  gatherings  of  the  lesser  bour- 
geoisie whenever  the  topic  of  her  marriage  comes  up. 

The  conversation,  becoming  lively  as  the  penulti- 
mate entree  was  reached,  had  turned  naturally  on  the 
affair  of  the  theatre  and  the  constitutionally  sworn 
rector.  In  the  first  fervor  of  royalty,  during  the  year 
1816,  those  who  later  were  called  Jesuits  were  all  for 
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the  expulsion  of  the  Abbe  FranQois  from  his  parish. 
Du  Bousquier,  suspected  by  Monsieur  de  Valois  of 
sustaining  the  priest  and  being  at  the  bottom  of  the 
theatre  intrigues,  and  on  whose  back  the  adroit  cheva- 
lier would  in  any  case  have  put  those  sins  with  his 
customary  cleverness,  was  in  tlie  dock  with  no  lawyer 
to  defend  him.  Athanase,  the  only  guest  loyal  enough 
to  stand  by  du  TJousquier,  had  not  the  nerve  to  emit 
his  ideas  in  presence  of  these  potentates  of  Alengon, 
whom  in  his  heart  he  thought  stupid.  None  but  pro- 
vincial youths  now  retain  a  respectful  demeanor  before 
men  of  a  certain  age,  and  dare  neither  to  censure  nor 
contradict  them.  The  talk,  diminished  under  the  effect 
of  certain  delicious  ducks  dressed  with  olives,  was  fall- 
ing flat.  Mademoiselle  Cormon,  feeling  the  necessity  of 
maintaining  it  against  her  own  ducks,  attempted  to  de- 
fend du  Bousquier,  who  was  being  represented  as  a  per- 
nicious fomenter  of  intrigues,  capable  of  any  trickery. 

"As  for  me,"  she  said,  "I  thought  that  Monsieur  du 
Bousquier  cared  chiefly  for  childish  things." 

Under  existing  circumstances  the  remark  had  enor- 
mous success.  Mademoiselle  Cormon  obtained  a  great 
triumph ;  she  brought  the  nose  of  the  Princess  Goritza 
flat  on  the  table.  The  chevalier,  who  little  expected 
such  an  apt  remark  from  his  Dulcinea,  was  so  amazed 
that  he  could  at  first  find  no  words  to  express  his 
admiration;  he  applauded  noiselessly,  as  they  do  at 
the  Opera,  tapping  his  fingers  together  to  imitate 
applause. 

"She  is  adorably  witty,"  he  said  to  Madame  Gran- 
son.  "I  always  said  that  some  day  she  would  unmask 
her  batteries." 
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"In  private  she  is  always  charming,"  replied  the 
widow. 

"In  private,  madame,  all  women  have  wit,"  returned 
the  chevalier. 

The  Homeric  laugh  thus  raised  having  subsided. 
Mademoiselle  Cormon  asked  the  reason  of  her  success. 
Then  began  the  forte  of  the  gossip.  Du  Bousquier 
was  depicted  as  a  species  of  celibate  Pere  Gigogne,  a 
monster,  who  for  the  last  fifteen  years  had  kept  the 
Foundling  Hospital  supplied.  His  immoral  habits 
were  at  last  revealed!  these  Parisian  saturnalias  were 
the  result  of  them,  etc. ,  etc.  Conducted  by  the  Cheva- 
lier de  Valois,  a  most  able  leader  of  an  orchestra  of 
this  kind,  the  opening  of  the  cancan  was  magnificent. 

"I  really  don't  know,"  he  said,  "what  should  hin- 
der a  du  Bousquier  from  marrying  a  Mademoiselle 
Suzanne  "What  's-her-name.  What  is  her  name,  do  you 
know?  Suzette!  Though  I  have  lodgings  at  Madame 
Lardot's,  I  know  her  girls  only  by  sight.  If  this 
Suzette  is  a  tall,  fine,  saucy  girl,  with  gray  eyes,  a 
slim  waist,  and  a  pretty  foot,  whom  I  have  occasionally 
seen,  and  whose  behavior  always  seemed  to  me  ex- 
tremely insolent,  she  is  far  superior  in  manners  to  du 
Bousquier.  Besides,  the  girl  has  the  nobility  of 
beauty ;  from  that  point  of  view  the  marriage  would 
be  a  poor  one  for  her;  she  might  do  better.  You 
know  how  the  Emperor  Joseph  had  the  curiosity  to  see 
the  du  Barry  at  Luciennes.  He  offered  her  his  arm  to 
walk  about,  and  the  poor  thing  was  so  surprised  at  the 
honor  that  she  hesitated  to  accept  it :  '  Beauty  is  ever 
a  queen,'  said  the  Emperor.  And  he,  you  know,  was 
an  Austrian-German,"    added   the   chevalier.      "But 
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I  can  tell  you  that  Germany,  which  is  thought  here 
very  rustic,  is  a  land  of  noble  chivalry  and  fine  man- 
ners, especially  in  Poland  and  Hungary,  where  —  " 

Here  the  chevalier  stopped,  fearing  to  slip  into  some 
allusion  to  his  personal  happiness;  he  took  out  his 
snuff-box,  and  confided  the  rest  of  his  remarks  to  the 
princess,  who  had  smiled  upon  him  for  thirty-six  years 
and  more. 

"That  speech  was  rather  a  delicate  one  for  Louis 
XV.,"  said  du  Konceret. 

"But  it  was,  I  think,  the  Emperor  Joseph  who  made 
it,  and  not  Louis  XV.,"  remarked  Mademoiselle  Cor- 
mon,   in  a  correcting  tone. 

"Mademoiselle,"  said  the  chevalier,  observing  the 
malicious  glance  exchanged  between  the  judge,  the 
notary,  and  the  recorder,  "Madame  du  Barry  was  the 
Suzanne  of  Louis  XV.,  — a  circumstance  well  known 
to  scamps  like  ourselves,  but  unsuitable  for  the 
knowledge  of  young  ladies.  Your  ignorance  proves 
you  to  be  a  flawless  diamond;  historical  corruptions 
do  not  enter  your  mind." 

The  Abbe  de  Sponde  looked  graciously  at  the  Chev- 
alier de  Valois,  and  nodded  his  head  in  sign  of  his 
laudatory  approbation. 

"Doesn't  mademoiselle  know  history ?  "  asked  the 
recorder  of  mortgages. 

"If  you  mix  up  Louis  XV.  and  this  girl  Suzanne, 
how  am  I  to  know  history  ?  "  replied  Mademoiselle 
Cormon,  angelically',  glad  to  see  that  the  dish  of  ducks 
was  empty  at  last,  and  the  conversation  so  ready  to 
revive  that  all  present  laughed  with  their  mouths  full 
at  her  last  remark. 
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"Poor  girl!  "  said  the  Abb^  de  Spoude.  "When  a 
great  misfortune  happens,  charitj',  which  is  divine 
love,  and  as  blind  as  pagan  love,  ought  not  to  look 
into  the  causes  of  it.  Niece,  you  are  president  of  the 
Maternity  Society;  you  must  succor  that  poor  girl, 
who  will  now  find  it  difficult  to  marry." 

"Poor  child!  "  ejaculated  Mademoiselle  Cormon. 

"Do  you  suppose  du  Bousquier  would  marry  her?" 
asked  the  judge. 

"If  he  is  an  honorable  man  he  ought  to  do  so,"  said 
Madame  Granson;  "but  really,  to  tell  the  truth,  my 
dog  has  better  morals  than  he  —  " 

"Azor  is,  however,  a  good  purveyor,"  said  the  re- 
corder of  mortgages,  with  the  air  of  saying  a  witty 
thing. 

At  dessert  da  Bousquier  was  still  the  topic  of  con- 
versation, having  given  rise  to  various  little  jokes 
which  the  wine  rendered  sparkling.  Following  the 
example  of  the  recorder,  each  guest  capped  his  neigh- 
bor's joke  with  another:  Du  Bousquier  was  a  father, 
but  not  a  confessor ;  he  was  father  less ;  he  was  father 
li/;  he  was  not  a  reverend  father ;  nor  yet  a  conscript- 
father  — 

"Nor  can  he  be  a  foster-father,"  said  the  Abbe  de 
Sponde,  with  a  gravity  which  stopped  the  laughter. 

"Nor  a  noble  father,"  added  the  chevalier. 

The  Church  and  the  nobility  descended  thus  into  the 
arena  of  puns,  without,  however,  losing  their  dignity. 

"Hush!"  exclaimed  the  recorder  of  mortgages.  "I 
hear  the  creaking  of  du  Bousquier' s  boots." 

It  usually  happens  that  a  man  is  ignorant  of  rumors 
that  are  afloat  about  him.     A  whole  town  may  be  talk- 
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ing  of  his  affairs;  may  calumniate  and  decry  him,  but 
if  he  has  no  good  friends,  he  will  know  nothing  about 
it.     Now  the  innocent  du  Bousquier  was  superb  in  his 
ignorance.     No  one  had  told  him  as  yet  of  Suzanne's 
revelations;    he   therefore    appeared    very  jaunty  and 
slightly   conceited   when   the    company,    leaving    the 
dining-room,  returned  to  the  salon   for   their   coffee; 
several  other  guests  had  meantime  assembled  for  the 
evening.      Mademoiselle    Cormon,    from  .  a    sense   of 
shamefacedness,  dared  not  look  at  the  terrible  seducer. 
She  seized  upon  Athanase,  and  began  to  lecture  him 
with  the  queerest  platitudes  about  royalist  politics  and 
religious  moralitj'.     Not  possessing,  like  the  Cheva- 
lier de  Valois,  a  snuff-box  adorned  with  a  princess, 
by  the  help  of  which  he  could  stand  this  torrent  of 
silliness,  the  poor  poet  listened  to  the  words  of  her 
whom  he  loved  with  a  stupid  air,  gazing,  meanwhile, 
at  her  enormous  bust,  which  held  itself  before  him  in 
that   still  repose  which  is  the  attribute  of    all   great 
masses.     His  love  produced  in  him  a  sort  of  intoxica- 
tion which  changed  the  shrill  little  voice  of  the  old 
maid  into  a  soft  murmur,   and  her  flat  remarks  into 
witty  speeches.     Love  is  a  maker  of  false  coin,  con- 
tinually  changing   copper   pennies    into   gold-pieces, 
and  sometimes  turning  its  real  gold  into  copper. 

""Well,  Athanase,  will  you  promise  me?" 

This  final  sentence  struck  the  ear  of  the  absorbed 
young  man  like  one  of  those  noises  which  wake  us 
with  a  bound. 

"  What,  mademoiselle  ?  "  he  asked. 

Mademoiselle  Cormon  rose  hastily,  and  looked  at  du 
Bousquier,  who  at  that  moment  resembled  the  stout 
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god  of  Fable  which  the  Republic  stamped  upon  her 
coins.  She  walked  up  to  Madame  Granson,  and  said 
in  her  ear : — 

"My  dear  friend,  your  son  is  an  idiot.  Thatlyceum 
has  ruined  him,"  she  added,  remembering  the  insist- 
ence with  which  the  chevalier  had  spoken  of  the  evils 
of  education  in  such  schools. 

What  a  catastrophe!  Unknown  to  himself,  the 
luckless  Athanase  had  had  an  occasion  to  fling  an 
ember  of  his  own  fire  upon  the  pile  of  brush  gathered 
in  the  heart  of  the  old  maid.  Had  he  listened  to  her, 
he  might  have  made  her,  then  and  there,  perceive  his 
passion;  for,  in  the  agitated  state  of  Mademoiselle 
Cormon's  mind,  a  single  word  would  have  sufficed. 
But  that  stupid  absorption  in  his  own  sentiments, 
which  characterizes  young  and  true  love,  had  ruined 
him,  as  a  child  full  of  life  sometimes  kills  itself  out 
of  ignorance. 

"  "What  have  you  been  saying  to  Mademoiselle  Cor- 
mon  ?  "  demanded  his  mother. 

"Nothing." 

"Nothing;  well,  I  can  explain  that,"  she  thought 
to  herself,  putting  off  till  the  next  day  all  further  re- 
flection on  the  matter,  and  attaching  but  little  impor- 
tance to  Mademoiselle  Cormon's  words;  for  she  fully 
believed  that  du  Bousquier  was  forever  lost  in  the  old 
maid's  esteem  after  the  revelation  of  that  evening. 

Soon  the  four  tables  were  filled  with  their  sixteen 
players.  Four  persons  were  playing  piquet, — an  expen- 
sive game,  at  which  the  most  money  was  lost.  Mon- 
sieur Choisnel,  the  procureur-du-roi,  and  two  ladies 
went  into  the  boudoir  for  a  game   at   backgammon. 
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The  glass  lustres  were  lighted;  and  then  the  flower  of 
Mademoiselle  Cormon's  company  gathered  before  the 
fireplace,  on  sofas,  and  around  the  tables,  and  each 
couple  said  to  her  as  they  arrived,  — 

"So  you  are  going  to-morrow  to  Pr«baudet?" 

"Yes,  I  really  must,"  she  replied. 

On  this  occasion  the  mistress  of  the  house  appeared 
preoccupied.  Madame  Granson  was  the  first  to  per- 
ceive the  quite  unnatural  state  of  the  old  maid's  mind, 
—  Mademoiselle  Cormon  was  thinking! 

"What  are  you  thinking  of,  cousin?"  she  said  at 
last,  finding  her  seated  in  the  boudoir. 

"I  am  thinking,"  she  replied,  "of  that  poor  girl. 
As  the  president  of  the  Maternity  Society,  I  will  give 
you  fifty  francs  for  her." 

"Fifty  francs!  "  cried  Madame  Granson.  "But  you 
have  never  given  as  much  as  that." 

"But,  my  dear  cousin,  it  is  so  natural  to  have 
children." 

That  immoral  speech  coming  from  the  heart  of  the 
old  maid  staggered  the  treasurer  of  the  Maternity 
Society.  Du  Bousquier  had  evidently  advanced  in 
the  estimation  of  Mademoiselle  Cormon. 

"Upon  my  word,"  said  Madame  Granson,  "du 
Bousquier  is  not  only  a  monster,  he  is  a  villain.  AVhen 
a  man  has  done  a  wrong  like  that,  he  ought  to  pay  the 
indemnity.  Is  n't  it  his  place  rather  than  ours  to  look 
after  the  girl  ?  —  who,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  seems  to 
me  rather  questionable;  there  are  plenty  of  better  men 
in  Alengon  than  that  cynic  du  Bousquier.  A  girl 
must  be  depraved,  indeed,  to  go  after  him." 

"  Cynic !     Your  son  teaches  you  to  talk  Latin,  my 
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dear,  which  is  wholly  incomprehensible.  Certainly  I 
don't  wish  to  excuse  Monsieur  du  Bousquier ;  but  pray 
explain  to  me  why  a  woman  is  depraved  because  she 
prefers  one  man  to  another." 

"My  dear  cousin,  suppose  you  married  my  son 
Athanase ;  nothing  could  be  more  natural.  He  is  young 
and  handsome,  full  of  promise,  and  he  will  be  the 
glory  of  Alen90n;  and  yet  everybody  will  exclaim 
against  you:  evil  tongues  will  say  all  sorts  of  things; 
jealous  women  will  accuse  you  of  depravity,  —  but 
what  will  that  matter?  you  will  be  loved,  and  loved 
truly.  If  Athanase  seemed  to  you  an  idiot,  my  dear, 
it  is  that  he  has  too  many  ideas ;  extremes  meet. 
He  lives  the  life  of  a  girl  of  fifteen;  he  has  never  wal- 
lowed in  the  impurities  of  Paris,  not  he !  Well,  change 
the  terms,  as  my  poor  husband  used  to  say;  it  is  the 
same  thing  with  du  Bousquier  in  connection  with 
Suzanne.  You  would  be  calumniated;  but  in  the  case 
of  du  Bousquier,  the  charge  would  be  true.  Don't 
you  understand  me?  " 

"No  more  than  if  you  were  talking  Greek,"  replied 
Mademoiselle  Cormon,  who  opened  her  eyes  wide,  and 
strained  all  the  forces  of  her  intellect. 

"Well,  cousin,  if  I  must  dot  all  the  i'a,  it  is  impos- 
sible for  Suzanne  to  love  du  Bousquier.  And  if  the 
heart  counts  for  nothing  in  this  affair  —  " 

"But,  cousin,  what  do  people  love  with  if  not  their 
hearts?" 

Here  Madame  Granson  said  to  herself,  as  the  chev- 
alier had  previously  thought:  "My  poor  cousin  is 
altogether  too  innocent;  such  stupidity  passes  all 
bounds!  —  Dear    child,"    she    continued    aloud,    "it 
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seems  to  me  that  children  are  not  conceived  by  the 
spirit  only." 

"Why,  yes,  my  dear;  the  Holy  Virgin  herself — " 
"But,  my  love,  du  Bousquier  is  n't  the  Holy  Ghost!  " 
"True,"  said  the  old  maid;  "he  is  a  man! — a  man 
whose    personal    appeai-ance    makes    him   dangerous 
enough  for  his  friends  to  advise  him  to  marry." 

"You  could  yourself  bring  about  that  result,  cousin." 
"How  so? "  said  the  old  maid,  with  the  meekness  of 
Christian  charity. 

"By  not  receiving  him  in  your  house  until  he  mar- 
ries. You  owe  it  to  good  morals  and  to  religion  to 
manifest  under  such  circumstances  an  exemplary 
displeasure." 

"On  my  return  from  Prebaudet  we  will  talk  further 
of  this,  my  dear  Madame  Granson.  I  will  consult  my 
uncle  and  the  Abbe  Couturier,"  said  Mademoiselle 
Cormon,  returning  to  the  salon,  where  the  animation 
was  now  at  its  height. 

The  lights,  the  groups  of  women  in  their  best 
clothes,  the  solemn  tone,  the  dignified  air  of  the 
assembly,  made  Mademoiselle  Cormon  not  a  little  proud 
of  her  company.  To  many^  persons  nothing  better 
could  be  seen  in  Paris  in  the  highest  society. 

At  this  moment  du  Bousquier,  who  was  playing  whist 
with  the  chevalier  and  two  old  ladies,  —  Madame  du 
Coudrai  and  Madame  du  Ronceret,  —  was  the  object 
of  deep  but  silent  curiosity.  A  few  young  women 
arrived,  who,  under  pretext  of  watching  the  game, 
gazed  fixedly  at  him  in  so  singular  a  manner,  though 
slyly,  that  the  old  bachelor  began  to  think  that  there 
must  be  some  deficiency  in  his  toilet. 
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"Can  my  false  front  be  crooked? "  he  asked  himself, 
seized  by  one  of  those  anxieties  which  beset  old 
bachelors. 

He  took  advantage  of  a  lost  trick,  which  ended  a 
seventh  rubber,  to  rise  and  leave  the  table. 

"I  can't  touch  a  card  without  losing,"  he  said.  "I 
am  decidedly  too  unlucky." 

"But  you  are  lucky  in  other  ways,"  said  the  cheva- 
lier, giving  him  a  sly  look. 

That  speech  naturally  made  the  rounds  of  the 
salon,  where  every  one  exclaimed  on  the  exquisite 
taste  of  the  chevalier,  the  Prince  de  Talleyrand  of 
the  province. 

"There  's  no  one  like  Monsieur  de  Valois  for  such 
wit." 

Du  Bousquier  went  to  look  at  himself  in  a  little  ob- 
long mirror,  placed  above  the  "Deserter,"  but  he  saw 
nothing  strange  in  his  appearance. 

After  innumerable  repetitions  of  the  same  text, 
varied  in  all  keys,  the  departure  of  the  company  took 
place  about  ten  o'clock,  through  the  long  antechamber. 
Mademoiselle  Cormon  conducting  certain  of  her  favor- 
ite guests  to  the  portico.  There  the  groups  parted: 
some  followed  the  Bretagne  road  toward  the  chateau ; 
the  others  went  in  the  direction  of  the  river  Sarthe. 
Then  began  the  usual  conversation,  which  for.  twenty 
years  had  echoed  at  that  hour  throligh  this  particu- 
lar street  of  Alen9on.     It  was  invariably:  — 

"Mademoiselle  Cormon  looked  very  well  to-night." 

"Mademoiselle  Cormon?  why,  I  thought  her  rather 
strange." 

"How  that  poor  abbe  fails!     Did  you  notice  that 
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he  slept?  He  does  not  know  what  cards  he  holds;  he 
is  getting  very  absent-minded." 

"We  shall  soon  have  the  grief  of  losing  him." 

"What  a  fine  night!  It  will  be  a  fine  day  to- 
morrow." 

"Good  weather  for  the  apple-blossoms. 

"You  beat  us;  but  when  you  play  with  Monsieur  de 
Valois  you  never  do  otherwise." 

"How  much  did  he  win? " 

"Well,  to-night,  three  or  four  francs;  he  never 
loses." 

"True;  and  don't  you  know  there  are  three  hundred 
and  sixty-five  days  in  a  year  ?  At  that  price  his  gains 
are  the  value  of  a  farm." 

"Ah!  what  hands  we  had  to-night!  " 

"Here  you  are  at  home,  monsieur  and  madame;  how 
lucky  you  are,  while  we  have  half  the  town  to  cross !  " 

"I  don't  pity  you;  you  could  afford  a  carriage,  and 
dispense  with  the  fatigue  of  going  on  foot." 

"Ah,  monsieur!  we  have  a  daughter  to  marry,  which 
takes  off  one  wheel,  and  the  support  of  our  son  in 
Paris  carries  off  another." 

"You  persist  in  making  a  magistrate  of  him?  " 

"What  else  can  be  done  with  a  young  man?  Be- 
sides, there  's  no  shame  in  serving  the  king." 

Sometimes  a  discussion  on  ciders  and  flax,  always 
couched  in  the  S'ame  terms,  and  returning  at  the  same 
time  of  year,  was  continued  on  the  homeward  way. 
If  any  observer  of  human  customs  had  lived  in  this 
street,  he  would  have  known  the  months  and  seasons  by 
simply  overhearing  the  conversations. 

On  this  occasion  it  was  exclusively  jocose ;  for  du 
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Bousquier,  who  chanced  to  march  alone  in  front  of 
the  groups,  was  humming  the  well-known  air,  —  little 
thinking  of  its  appropriateness, — "Tender  woman! 
hear  the  warble  of  the  birds,"  etc.  To  some,  du 
Bousquier  was  a  strong  man  and  a  misjudged  man. 
Ever  since  he  had  been  confirmed  in  his  present  office 
by  a  royal  decree.  Monsieur  du  Ronceret  had  been 
in  favor  of  du  Bousquier.  To  others  the  purveyor 
seemed  dangerous,  —  a  man  of  bad  habits,  capable 
of  anything.  In  the  provinces,  as  in  Paris,  men  be- 
fore the  public  eye  are  like  that  statue  in  the  fine 
allegorical  tale  of  Addison,  for  which  two  knights 
on  arriving  near  it  fought;  for  one  saw  it  white,  the 
other  saw  it  black.  Then,  when  they  were  both  off 
their  horses,  they  saw  it  was  white  one  side  and  black 
the  other.  A  third  knight  coming  along  declared  it 
red. 

When  the  chevalier  went  home  that  night,  he  made 
many  reflections,  as  follows :  — 

"It  is  high  time  now  to  spread  a  rumor  of  my  mar- 
riage with  Mademoiselle  Cormon.  It  will  leak  out 
from  the  d'Esgrignon  salon,  and  go  straight  to  the 
bishop  at  Seez,  and  so  get  round  through  the  grand 
vicars  to  the  curate  of  Saint-Leonard's,  who  will  be 
certain  to  tell  it  to  the  Abbe  Couturier;  and  Made- 
moiselle Cormon  will  get  the  shot  in  her  upper  works. 
The  old  Marquis  d'Esgrignon  shall  invite  the  Abbe  de 
Sponde  to  dinner,  so  as  to  stop  all  gossip  about 
Mademoiselle  Cormon  if  I  decide  against  her,  or  about 
me  if  she  refuses  me.  The  abbd  shall  be  well  cajoled; 
and  Mademoiselle  Cormon  will  certainly  not  hold  out 
against  a  visit  from  Mademoiselle  Armande,  who  will 
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show  her  the  grandeur  and  future  chances  of  such  an 
alliance.  The  abbe's  property  is  undoubtedly  as  much 
as  three  hundred  thousand :  her  own  savings  must 
amount  to  more  than  two  hundred  thousand ;  she  has 
her  house  and  Prebaudet  and  fifteen  thousand  francs 
a  year.  A  word  to  my  friend  the  Comte  de  Fontaine, 
and  I  should  be  mayor  of  Alen9on  to-morrow,  and 
deputy.  Then,  once  seated  on  the  Right  benches, 
we  shall  reach  the  peerage,  shouting,  '  ClSture!  ' 
'Ordre!'" 

As  soon  as  she  reached  home  Madame  Granson  had 
a  lively  argument  with  her  son,  who  could  not  be  made 
to  see  the  connection  which  existed  between  his  love 
and  his  political  opinions.  It  was  the  first  quarrel 
that  had  ever  troubled  that  poor  household. 
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VI. 


FINAL    DISAPPOINTMENT   AND    ITS    FIRST   RESULT. 

The  next  day,  Mademoiselle  Cormon,  packed  into 
the  old  carriole  with  Josette,  and  looking  like  a  pyra- 
mid on  a  vast  sea  of  parcels,  drove  up  the  rue  Saint- 
Blaise  on  her  way  to  Prebaudet,  where  she  was  over- 
taken by  an  event  which  hurried  on  her  marriage,  — 
an  event  entirely  unlocked  for  by  either  Madame 
Grauson,  du  Bousquier,  Monsieur  de  Valois,  or  Made- 
moiselle Cormon  herself.  Chance  is  the  greatest  of 
all  artificers. 

The  day  after  her  arrival  at  Prebaudet,  she  was  inno- 
cently employed,  about  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
in  listening,  as  she  breakfasted,  to  the  various  reports 
of  her  keeper  and  her  gardener,  when  Jacquelin  made 
a  violent  irruption  into  the  dining-room. 

"Mademoiselle,"  he  cried,  out  of  breath,  "Monsieur 
I'abbe  sends  you  an  express,  the  son  of  Mere  Gros- 
mort,  with  a  letter.  The  lad  left  AIen9on  before  day- 
light, and  he  has  just  arrived;  he  ran  like  Penelope! 
Can't  I  give  him  a  glass  of  wine?" 

"What  can  have  happened,  Josette?  Do  you  think 
my  uncle  can  be  —  " 

"He  couldn't  write  if  he  were,"  said  Josette,  guess- 
ing her  mistress's  fears. 
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"Quickl  quick!"  cried  Mademoiselle  Cormon,  as 
soon  as  she  had  read  the  first  lines.  "Tell  Jacquelin 
to  harness  Penelope  —  Get  ready,  Josette ;  pack  up 
everything  in  half  an  hour.  We  must  go  back  to 
town  —  " 

"Jacquelin!"  called  Josette,  excited  by  the  senti- 
ment she  saw  on  her  mistress's  face. 

Jacquelin,  informed  by  Josette,  came  in  to  say,  — 

"But,  mademoiselle,  Penelope  is  eating  her  oats." 

"What  does  that  signify?     I  must  start  at  once." 

"But,  mademoiselle,  it  is  going  to  rain." 

"Then  we  shall  get  wet." 

"The  house  is  on  fire!  "  muttered  Josette,  piqued  at 
the  silence  her  mistress  kept  as  to  the  contents  of  the 
letter,  which  she  read  and  reread. 

"Finish  your  coffee,  at  any  rate,  mademoiselle; 
don't  excite  your  blood;  just  see  how  red  you  are." 

"Am  I  red,  Josette?"  she  said,  going  to  a  mirror, 
from  which  the  quicksilver  was  peeling,  and  which  pre- 
sented her  features  to  her  upside  down. 

"Good  heavens!"  thought  Mademoiselle  Cormon, 
"suppose  I  should  look  ugly!  Come,  Josette;  come, 
my  dear,  dress  me  at  once ;  I  want  to  be  ready  before 
Jacquelin  has  harnessed  Penelope.  If  you  can't  pack 
my  things  in  time,  I  will  leave  them  here  rather  than 
lose  a  single  minute." 

If  you  have  thoroughly  comprehended  the  positive 
monomania  to  which  the  desire  of  marriage  had  brought 
Mademoiselle  Cormon,  you  will  share  her  emotion. 
The  worthy  uncle  announced  in  this  sudden  missive 
that  Monsieur  de  Troisville,  of  the  Russian  army 
during  the  Emigration,  grandson  of  one  of  his  best 
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friends,  was  desirous  of  retiring  to  Alen^on,  and 
asked  his,  the  abbe's  hospitality,  on  the  ground  of  his 
friendship  for  his  grandfather,  the  Vicomte  de  Trois- 
ville.  The  old  abb^,  alarmed  at  the  reaponsibilitj', 
entreated  his  niece  to  return  instantly  and  help  him  to 
receive  this  guest,  and  do  the  honors  of  the  house ;  for 
the  viscount's  letter  had  been  delayed,  and  he  might 
descend  upon  his  shoulders  that  very  night. 

After  reading  this  missive  could  there  be  a  question 
of  the  demands  of  Prebaudet?  The  keeper  and  the 
gardener,  witnesses  to  Mademoiselle  Cormon's  ex- 
citement, stood  aside  and  awaited  her  orders.  But 
when,  as  she  was  about  to  leave  the  room,  they 
stopped  her  to  ask  for  instructions,  for  the  first  time 
in  her  life  the  despotic  old  maid,  who  saw  to  every- 
thing at  Prebaudet  with  her  own  eyes,  said,  to  their 
stupefaction,  "Do  what  you  like."  -This  from  a  mis- 
tress who  carried  her  administration  to  the  point  of 
counting  her  fruits,  and  marking  them  so  as  to  order 
their  consumption  according  to  the  number  and  condi- 
tion of  each ! 

"I  believe  I  'm  dreaming,"  thought  Josette,  as  she 
saw  her  mistress  flying  down  the  staircase  like  an  ele- 
phant to  which  God  had  given  wings. 

Presently,  in  spite  of  a  driving  rain.  Mademoiselle 
Cormon  drove  away  from  Prebaudet,  leaving  her  fac- 
totums with  the  reins  on  their  necks.  Jacquelin  dared 
not  take  upon  himself  to  hasten  the  usual  little  trot  of 
the  peaceable  Penelope,  who,  like  the  beautiful  queen 
whose  name  she  bore,  had  an  appearance  of  making  as 
many  steps  backward  as  she  made  forward.  Impa- 
tient with  the  pace,  mademoiselle  ordered  Jacquelin  in 
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a  sharp  voice  to  drive  at  a  gallop,  with  the  whip,  if 
necessary,  to  the  great  astonishment  of  the  poor 
beast,  so  afraid  was  she  of  not  having  time  to  arrange 
the  house  suitably  to  receive  Monsieur  de  Troisville. 
She  calculated  that  the  grandson  of  her  uncle's  friend 
was  probably  about  forty  years  of  age;  a  soldier  just 
from  service  was  undoubtedly  a  bachelor;  and  she 
resolved,  her  uncle  aiding,  not  to  let  Monsieur  de 
Troisville  quit  their  house  in  the  condition  he  entered 
it.  Though  Penelope  galloped,  Mademoiselle  Cormon, 
absorbed  in  thoughts  of  her  trousseau  and  the  wedding- 
day,  declared  again  and  again  that  Jacquelin  made 
no  waj-  at  all.  She  twisted  about  in  the  carriole  with- 
out replying  to  Josette's  questions,  and  talked  to  her- 
self like  a  person  who  is  mentally  revolving  important 
designs. 

The  carriole  at  last  arrived  in  the  main  street  of 
Alen9on,  called  the  rue  Saint-Blaise  at  the  end  toward 
Mortagne,  but  near  the  hotel  du  More  it  takes  the 
name  of  the  rue  de  la  Porte-de-Seez,  and  becomes  the 
rue  du  Bercail  as  it  enters  the  road  to  Brittany.  If 
the  departure  of  Jlademoiselle  Cormon  made  a  great 
noise  in  Alen^on,  it  is  easy  to  imagipe  the  uproar 
caused  by  her  sudden  return  on  the  following  day,  in 
a  pouring  rain  which  beat  in  her  face  without  her 
apparently  minding  it.  Penelope  at  a  gallop  was  ob- 
served by  every  one,  and  Jacquelin's  grin,  the  early 
hour,  the  parcels  stuffed  into  the  carriole  topsy-turvy, 
and  the  evident  impatience  of  Mademoiselle  Cormon 
were  all  noted. 

The  property  of  the  house  of  Troisville  lay  between 
Alengon   and  Mortagne.     Josette  knew  the  various 
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brtinches  of  the  family.  A  word  dropped  by  made- 
moiselle as  they  entered  Alenqon  had  put  Josette  on 
the  scent  of  the  affair;  and  a  discussion  having  started 
between  them,  it  was  settled  that  the  expected  de 
Troisville  must  be  between  forty  and  forty-two  years 
of  age,  a  bachelor,  and  neither  rich  nor  poor.  Made- 
moiselle Cormon  beheld  herself  speedily  Vicomtesse  de 
Troisville. 

"And  to  think  that  my  uncle  told  me  nothing! 
thinks  of  nothing!  inquires  nothing!  That's  my 
uncle  all  over.  He'd  forget  his  own  nose  if  it  was  n't 
fastened  to  his  face." 

Have  you  never  remarked  that,  under  circumstances 
such  as  these,  old  maids  become,  like  Richard  III., 
keen-witted,  fierce,  bold,  promissory,  —  if  one  may 
so  use  the  word,  —  and,  like  inebriate  clerks,  no 
longer  in  awe  of  anything? 

Immediately  the  town  of  Alen(;on,  speedily  informed 
from  the^  farther  end  of  the  rue  de  Saint-Blaise  to  the 
gate  of  Seez  of  this  precipitate  return,  accompanied 
by  singular  circumstances,  was  perturbed  throughout 
its  viscera,  both  public  and  domestic.  Cooks,  shop- 
keepers, street  passengers,  told  the  news  from  door  to 
door;  thence  it  rose  to  the  upper  regions.  Soon  the 
words:  "Mademoiselle  Cormon  has  returned!"  burst 
like  a  bombshell  into  all  households.  At  that  moment 
Jacquelin  was  descending  from  his  woodeu  seat 
(polished  by  a  process  unknown  to  cabinet-makers), 
on  which  he  perched  in  front  of  the  carriole.  He 
opened  the  great  green  gate,  round  at  the  top,  and 
closed  in  sign  of  mourning;  for  during  Mademoiselle 
Corroon's  absence  the  evening  assemblies  did  not  take 
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place.  The  faithful  invited  the  Abbe  de  Spoiide  to 
their  several  houses;  and  Monsieur  de  Valois  paid  his 
debt  by  inviting  him  to  dine  at  the  Marquis  d'Esgri- 
gnon's.  Jacquelin,  having  opened  the  gate,  called 
familiarly  to  Penelope,  whom  he  had  left  in  the  middle 
of  the  street.  That  animal,  accustomed-  to  this  pro- 
ceeding, turned  in  of  herself,  and  circled  round  the 
courtyard  in  a  manner  to  avoid  injuring  the  flower-bed. 
Jacquelin  then  took  her  bridle  and  led  the  carriage  to 
the  portico. 

"Mariette!"  cried  Mademoiselle  Cormon. 

"Mademoiselle! "  exclaimed  Mariette,  who  was 
occupied  in  closing  the  gate. 

"Has  the  gentleman  arrived?" 

"No,  mademoiselle." 

"Where  's  my  uncle?  " 

"He  is  at  church,  mademoiselle." 

Jacquelin  and  Josette  were  by  this  time  on  the  first 
step  of  the  portico,  holding  out  their  hands  to 
manoeuvre  the  exit  of  their  mistress  from  the  carriole 
as  she  pulled  herself  up  by  the  sides  of  the  vehicle 
and  clung  to  the  curtains.  Mademoiselle  then  threw 
herself  into  their  arms ;  because  for  the  last  two  years 
she  dared  not  risk  her  weight  on  the  iron  step,  affixed 
to  the  frame  of  the  carriage  by  a  horrible  mechanism 
of  clumsy  bolts. 

When  Mademoiselle  Cormon  reached  the  level  of  the 
portico  she  looked  about  her  courtyard  with  an  air  of 
satisfaction. 

"Come,  come,  Mariette,  leave  that  gate  alone; 
I  want  you." 

"There  's  something  in  the  wind,"  whispered  Jacquc' 
lin,  as  Mariette  passed  the  carriole. 
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"Mariette,  what  provisions  have  you  in  the  house?  " 
asked  Mademoiselle  Cormon,  sitting  down  on  the 
bench  in  the  long  antechamber  like  a  person  over- 
come with  fatigue. 

"I  haven't  anything,"  replied  Mariette,  with  her 
hands  on  her  hips.  "Mademoiselle  knows  very  well 
that  during  her  absence  Monsieur  I'abbe  dines  out 
every  day.  Yesterday  I  went  to  fetch  him  from 
Mademoiselle  Armande's." 

"Where  is  he  now?" 

"Monsieur  I'abbe?  Why,  at  church ;  he  won't  be  in 
before  three  o'clock." 

"He  thinks  of  nothing!  he  ought  to  have  told  you 
to  go  to  market.  Mariette,  go  at  once;  and  without 
wasting  money,  don't  spare  it;  get  all  there  is  that  is 
good  and  delicate.  Go  to  the  diligence  office  and  see 
if  you  can  send  for  pates ;  and  I  want  shrimps  from 
the  Brillante.     What  o'clock  is  it?  " 

"A  quarter  to  nine." 

"Good,  heavens!  Mariette,  don't  stop  to  chatter. 
The  person  my  uncle  expects  may  arrive  at  any 
moment.  If  we  had  to  give  him  a  breakfast,  where 
should  we  be  with  nothing  in  the  house  ?  " 

Mariette  turned  back  to  Penelope  in  a  lather,  and 
looked  at  Jacquelin  as  if  she  would  say,  "Mademoiselle 
has  put  her  hand  on  a  husband  this  time." 

"Now,  Josette,"  continued  the  old  maid,  "let  us 
see  where  we  had  better  put  Monsieur  de  Troisville 
to  sleep." 

With  what  joy  she  said  the  words,  "Put  Monsieur 
de  Troisville  "  (pronounced  Treville)  "to  sleep."  How 
many  ideas  in  those  few  words!  The  old  maid  was 
bathed  in  hope. 
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"Will  you  put  Mm  in  the  green  chamber?" 

"The  bishop's  room?  No;  that 'a  too  near  mine," 
said  Mademoiselle  Cormon.  "All  very  well  for  mon- 
seigneur;  he's  a  saintly  man." 

"Give  him  your  uncle's  room." 

"Oh,  that's  so  bare;  it  is  actually  indecent." 

"Well,  then,  mademoiselle,  why  not  arrange  a  bed 
in  your  boudoir?  It  is  easily  done;  and  there's  a  fire- 
place. Moreau  can  certainly  find  in  his  warerooms  a 
bed  to  match  the  hangings." 

"You  are  right,  Josette.  Go  yourself  to  Moreau; 
consult  with  him  what  to  do;  I  authorize  you  to  get 
what  is  wanted.  If  the  bed  could  be  put  up  to-night 
without  Monsieur  de  Troisville's  observing  it  (in  case 
Monsieur  de  Troisville  arrives  while  Moreau  is  here), 
T  should  like  it.  If  Moreau  won't  engage  to  do  this, 
then  I  must  put  ]\Ionsieur  de  Troisville  in  the  green 
room,  although  Monsieur  de  Troisville  would  be  so 
very  near  to  me." 

Josette  was  departing  when  her  mistress  recalled 
her. 

"Stop!  explain  the  matter  to  Jacquelin,"  she  cried, 
in  a  loud  nervous  tone.  "Tell  Arm  to  go  to  Moreau; 
I  must  be  dressed!  Fancy  if  Monsieur  de  Troisville 
surprised  me  as  I  am  now !  and  my  uncle  not  here  to 
receive  him!  Oh,  uncle,  uncle!  Come,  Josette; 
come  and  dress  me  at  once." 

"But  Penelope?"  said  Josette,  imprudently. 

"Always  Penelope!  Penelope  this,  Penelope  that! 
Is  Penelope  the  mistress  of  this  house?  " 

"But  she  is  all  of  a  lather,  and  she  has  n't  had  time 
to  eat  her  oats." 
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"Then  let  her  starve!  "  cried  Mademoiselle  Cormon; 
"provided  I  marry,"  she  thought  to  herself. 

Hearing  those  words,  which  seemed  to  her  like 
homicide,  Josette  stood  still  for  a  moment,  speechless. 
Then,  at  a  gesture  from  her  mistress,  she  ran  headlong 
down  the  steps  of  the  portico. 

"The  devil  is  in  her,  Jacquelin,"  were  the  first 
words  she  uttered. 

Thus  all  things  conspired  on  this  fateful  day  to  pro- 
duce the  great  scenic  effect  which  decided  the  future 
life  of  Mademoiselle  Cormon.  The  town  was  already 
topsy-turvy  in  mind,  as  a  consequence  of  the  five 
extraordinary  circumstances  which  accompanied  Made- 
moiselle Cormon's  return;  to  wit,  the  pouring  rain; 
Penelope  at  a  gallop,  in  a  lather,  and  blown ;  the  early 
hour;  the  parcels  half-packed;  and  the  singular  air  of 
the  excited  old  maid.  But  when  Mariette  made  an 
invasion  of  the  market,  and  bought  all  the  best  things ; 
when  Jacquelin  went  to  the  principal  upholsterer  in 
AlenQon,  two  doors  from  the  church,  in  search  of  a 
bed, —  there  was  matter  for  the  gravest  conjectures. 
These  extraordinary  events  were  discussed  on  all  sides ; 
they  occupied  the  minds  of  every  one,  even  Mademoi- 
selle Armande  herself,  with  whom  was  Monsieur  de 
Valois.  Within  two  days  the.  town  of  Aleneon  had 
been  agitated  by  such  startling  events  that  certain 
good  women  were  heard  to  remark  that  the  world  was 
coming  to  an  end.  This  last  news,  however,  resolved 
itself  into  a  single  question,  "What  is  happening 
at  the  Cormons  ?  " 

The  Abb^  de  Sponde,  adroitly  questioned  when  he 
left  Saint-Leonard's  to  take  his  daily  walk  with  the 
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Abbe  Couturier,  replied  with  his  usual  kindliness  that 
he  expected  the  Vicomte  de  Troisville,  a  nobleman  in 
the  service  of  Eussia  during  the  Emigration,  who  was 
returning  to  AlenQon  to  settle  there.  From  two  to  five 
o'clock  a  species  of  labial  telegraphy  went  on  through- 
out the  town;  and  all  the  inhabitants  learned  that 
Mademoiselle  Cormon  had  at  last  found  a  husband  by 
letter,  and  was  about  to  marry  the  Vicomte  de  Trois- 
ville. Some  said,  "Moreau  has  sold  them  a  bed." 
The  bed  was  six  feet  wide  in  that  quarter;  it  was  four 
feet  wide  at  Madame  Granson's,  in  the  rue  du  Bercail ; 
but  it  was  reduced  to  a  simple  couch  at  Monsieur  du 
Ronceret's,  where  du  Bousquier  was  dining.  The 
lesser  bourgeoisie  declared  that  the  cost  was  eleven 
hundred  francs.  But  generally  it  was  thought  that,  as 
to  this,  rumor  was  counting  the  chickens  before  they 
were  hatched.  In  other  quarters  it  was  said  that 
Mariette  had  made  such  a  raid  on  the  market  that  the 
price  of  carp  had  risen.  At  the  end  of  the  rue  Saint- 
Blaise,  Penelope  had  dropped  dead.  This  decease 
was  doubted  in  the  house  of  the  receiver-general ;  but 
at  the  Prefecture  it  was  authenticated  that  the  poor 
beast  had  expired  as  she  turned  into  the  courtyard  of 
the  hotel  Cormon,  with  such  velocity  had  the  old  maid 
flown  to  meet  her  husband.  The  harness-maker,  who 
lived  at  the  corner  of  the  rue  de  Seez,  was  bold  enough 
to  call  at  the  house  and  ask  if  anything  had  happened 
to  Mademoiselle  Cormon's  carriage,  in  order  to  dis- 
cover whether  Penelope  was  really  dead.  From  the 
end  of  the  rue  Saint-Blaise  to  the  end  of  the  rue  du 
Bercail,  it  was  then  made  known  that,  thanks  to 
Jacquelin's  devotion,  Penelope,  that  silent  victim  of 
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her  mistress's  impetuosity,  still  lived,  though  she 
seemed  to  be  suffering. 

Along  the  road  to  Brittany  the  Vicomte  de  Trois- 
ville  was  stated  to  be  a  younger  son  without  a  penny, 
for  the  estates  in  Perche  belonged  to  the  Marquis  de 
Troisville,  peer  of  France,  who  had  children ;  the 
marriage  would  be,  therefore,  an  enormous  piece  of 
luck  for  a  poor  emigre.  The  aristocracy  along  that 
road  approved  of  the  marriage;  Mademoiselle  Cormon 
could  not  do  better  with  her  money.  But  among  the 
bourgeoisie,  the  Vicomte  de  Troisville  was  a  Russian 
general  who  had  fought  against  France,  and  was  now 
returning  with  a  great  fortune  made  at  the  court  of 
Saint-Petersburg ;  he  was  a  foreigner ;  one  of  those 
allies  so  hated  by  the  liberals ;  the  Abbe  de  Sponde 
had  slyly  negotiated  this  marriage.  All  the  persons 
who  had  a  right  to  call  upon  Mademoiselle  Cormon 
determined  to  do  so  that  very  evening. 

During  this  transurban  excitement,  which  made  that 
of  Suzanne  an  almost  forgotten  affair.  Mademoiselle 
Cormon  was  not  less  agitated;  she  was  filled  with  a 
variety  of  novel  emotions.  Looking  about  her  salon, 
dining-room,  and  boudoir,  cruel  apprehensions  took 
possession  of  her.  A  species  of  demon  showed  her 
with  a  sneer  her  old-fashioned  luxury.  The  hand- 
some things  she  had  admired  from  her  youth  up  she 
suddenly  suspected  of  age  and  absurdity.  In  short, 
she  felt  that  fear  which  takes  possession  of  nearly  all 
authors  when  they  read  over  a  work  they  have  hitherto 
thought  proof  against  every  exacting  or  hlase  critic: 
new  situations  seem  timeworn;  the  best- turned  and 
most  highly  polished  phrases  limp  and  squint;  meta- 
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phors  and  images  grin  or  contradict  each  other;  what- 
soever is  false  strikes  the  eye.  In  like  manner  this 
poor  woman  trembled  lest  she  should  see  on  the  lips  of 
Monsieur  de  Troisville  a  smile  of  contempt  for  this 
episcopal  salon ;  she  dreaded  the  cold  look  he  might 
cast  over  that  ancient  dining-room ;  in  short,  she 
feared  the  frame  might  injure  and  age  the  portrait. 
Suppose  these  antiquities  should  east  a  reflected  light 
of  old  age  upon  herself?  This  question  made  her 
flesh  creep.  She  would  gladly,  at  that  moment,  spend 
half  her  savings  on  refitting  her  house  if  some  fairy 
wand  could  do  it  in  a  moment.  Where  is  the  general 
who  has  not  trembled  on  the  eve  of  a  battle?  The 
poor  woman  was  now  between  her  Austerlitz  and  her 
Waterloo. 

"Madame  la  Vicomtesse  de  Troisville,"  she  said  to 
herself;  "a  noble  name!  Our  property  will  go  to  a 
good  family,  at  any  rate." 

She  fell  a  prey  to  an  irritation  which  made  every 
fibre  of  her  nerves  quiver  to  all  their  papillse,  long 
sunk  in  flesh.  Her  blood,  lashed  by  this  new  hope, 
was  in  motion.  She  felt  the  strength  to  converse,  if 
necessary,  with  Monsieur  de  Troisville. 

It  is  useless  to  relate  the  activity  with  which  Josette, 
Jaequelin,  Mariette,  Moreau,  and  his  agents  went  about 
their  functions.  It  was  like  the  busyness  of  ants  about 
their  eggs.  All  that  daily  care  had  already  rendered 
neat  and  clean  was  again  gone  over  and  brushed  and 
rubbed  and  scrubbed.  The  china  of  ceremony  saw 
the  light;  the  damask  linen  marked  "A,  B,  C"  was 
drawn  from  depths  where  it  lay  under  a  triple  guard  of 
wrappings,  still  further  defended  by  formidable  lines 
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of  pins.  Above  all,  Mademoiselle  Cormon  sacrificed 
on  the  altar  of  her  hopes  three  bottles  of  the  famous 
liqueurs  of  Madame  Amphoux,  the  most  illustrious 
of  all  the  distillers  of  the  tropics,  —  a  name  very  dear 
to  gourmets.  Thanks  to  the  devotion  of  her  lieuten- 
ants, mademoiselle  was  soon  ready  for  the  conflict. 
The  different  weapons  — ■  furniture,  cookery,  provi- 
sions, in  short,  all  the  various  munitions  of  war, 
together  with  a  body  of  reserve  forces  — ■  were  ready 
along  the  whole  line.  Jacquelin,  Mariette,  and  Josette 
received  orders  to  appear  in  full  dress.  The  garden 
was  raked.  The  old  maid  regretted  that  she  could  n't 
come  to  an  understanding  with  the  nightingales  nest- 
ing in  the  trees,  in  order  to  obtain  their  finest  trilling. 
At  last,  about  four  o'clock,  at  the  very  moment 
when  the  Abbe  de  Sponde  returned  home,  and  just  as 
mademoiselle  began  to  think  she  had  set  the  table 
with  the  best  plate  and  linen  and  prepared  the  choi- 
cest dishes  to  no  purpose,  the  click-clack  of  a  postilion 
was  heard  in  the  Val-Noble. 

"  'T  is  he !  "  she  said  to  herself,  the  snap  of  the  whip 
echoing  in  her  heart. 
•  True  enough ;  heralded  by  all  this  gossip,  a  post- 
chaise,  in  which  was  a  single  gentleman,  made  so 
great  a  sensation  coming  down  the  rue  Saint-Blaise 
and  turning  into  the  rue  du  Cours  that  several  little 
gamins  and  some  grown  persons  followed  it,  and 
stood  in  groups  about  the  gate  of  the  hotel  Cormon  to 
see  it  enter.  Jacquelin,  who  foresaw  his  own  mar- 
riage in  that  of  his  mistress,  had  also  heard  the  click- 
clack  in  the  rue  Saint-Blaise,  and  had  opened  wide 
the  gates  into  the  courtyard.     The  postilion,  a  friend 
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of  his,  took  pride  in  making  a  fine  turn-in,  and  drew 
up  sharply  before  the  portico.  The  abbe  came  forward 
to  greet  his  guest,  whose  carriage  was  emptied  with  a 
speed  that  highwaymen  might  put  into  the  operation ; 
the  chaise  itself  was  rolled  into  the  coach-house,  the 
gates  closed,  and  in  a  few  moments  all  signs  of  Mon- 
sieur de  Troisville's  arrival  had  disappeared.  Never 
did  two  chemicals  blend  into  each  other  with  greater 
rapidity  than  the  hotel  Cormon  displayed  in  absorb- 
ing the  Vicomte  de  Troisville. 

Mademoiselle,  whose  heart  was  beating  like  a  lizard 
caught  by  a  herdsman,  sat  heroically  still  on  her  sofa, 
beside  the  fire  in  the  salon.  Josette  opened  the  door; 
and  the  Vicomte  de  Troisville,  followed  by  the  Abb^ 
de  Sponde,  pi-esented  himself  to  the  eyes  of  the 
spinster. 

"Niece,  this  is  Monsieur  le  Vicomte  de  Troisville, 
the  grandson  of  one  of  my  old  schoolmates ;  Mon- 
sieur de  Troisville,  my  niece,  Mademoiselle  Cormon." 

"Ah!  that  good  uncle;  bow  well  he  does  it!" 
thought  Eose-Marie-Victoire. 

The  Vicomte  de  Troisville  was,  to  paint  him  in  two 
words,  du  Bousquier  ennobled.  Between  the  two  mep 
there  was  precisely  the  difference  which  separates  the 
vulgar  style  from  the  noble  stj'le.  If  they  had  both 
been  present,  the  most  fanatic  liberal  would  not  have 
denied  the  existence  of  aristocracy.  The  viscount's 
strength  had  all  the  distinction  of  elegance ;  his  figure 
had  preserved  its  magnificent  dignity.  He  had  blue 
eyes,  black  hair,  an  olive  skin,  and  looked  to  be  about 
forty-six  years  of  age.  You  might  have  thought  him 
a  handsome  Spaniard  preserved  in  the  ice  of  Russia. 


An  Old  Maid.  315 

His  manner,  carriage,  and  attitude,  all  denoted  a 
diplomat  who  had  seen  Europe.  His  dress  was  that 
of  a  well-bred  traveller.  As  he  seemed  fatigued,  the 
abbe  offered  to  show  him  to  his  room,  and  was  much 
amazed  when  his  niece  threw  open  the  door  of  the 
boudoir,  transformed  into  a  bedroom. 

Mademoiselle  Cormon  and  her  uncle  then  left  the 
noble  stranger  to  attend  to  his  own  affairs,  aided  by 
Jacquelin,  who  brought  up  his  luggage,  and  went 
themselves  to  walk  beside  the  river  until  their  guest 
had  made  his  toilet.  Although  the  Abbe  de  Sponde 
chanced  to  be  even  more  absent-minded  than  usual, 
Mademoiselle  Cormon  herself  was  not  less  preoccu- 
pied. They  both  walked  on  in  silence.  The  old  maid 
had  never  before  met  any  man  as  seductive  as  this 
Olympean  viscouut.  She  might  have  said  to  herself, 
as  the  Germans  do,  "This  is  my  ideal!"  instead  of 
which  she  felt  herself  bound  from  head  to  foot,  and 
could  only  say,  "Here's  my  affair!"  Then  she  flew 
to  Mariette  to  know  if  the  dinner  could  be  put  back  a 
while  without  loss  of  excellence. 

"Uncle,  your  Monsieur  de  Troisville  is  very  ami- 
able," she  said,  on  returning. 

"Why,  niece,  he  has  n't  as  yet  said  a  word." 

"But  you  can  see  it  in  his  ways,  his  manners,  his 
face.     Is  he  a  bachelor  ?  " 

"1  'm  sure  I  don't  know,"  replied  the  abbe,  who  was 
thinking  of  a  discussion  on  mercy,  lately  begun  be- 
tween the  Abbe  Couturier  and  himself.  "  Monsieur  de 
Troisville  wrote  me  that  he  wanted  to  buy  a  house 
here?  If  he  was  married,  he  wouldn't  come  alone 
on  such  an  errand.,",  added  the  abbe,  carelessly,  not 
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conceiving  the  idea  that  his  niece  could  be  thinking 
of  marriage. 

"Is  he  rich?" 

"He  is  a  younger  son  of  the  younger  tiranch,"  re- 
plied her  uncle.  "His  grandfather  commanded  a 
squadron,  but  the  father  of  this  young  man  made  a 
bad  marriage." 

"Young  man !  "  exclaimed  the  old  maid.  "It  seems 
to  me,  uncle,  that  he  must  be  at  least  forty-five."  She 
felt  the  strongest  desire  to  put  their  years  on  a  par. 

"Yes,"  said  the  abbe;  "but  to  a  poor  priest  of 
seventy.  Rose,  a  man  of  forty  seems  a  youth." 

All  AleuQon  knew  by  this  time  that  Monsieur  de 
Troisville  had  arrived  at  the  Coruions.  The  traveller 
soon  rejoined  his  hosts,  and  began  to  admire  the  Bril- 
lante,  the  garden,  and  the  house. 

^'Monsieur  I'abbe,"  he  said,  "my  whole  ambition 
is  to  have  a  house  like  this."  The  old  maid  fancied 
a  declaration  lurked  in  that  speech,  and  she  lowered 
her  eyes.  "You  must  enjoy  it  very  much,  mademoi- 
selle," added  the  viscount. 

"How  could  it  be  otherwise?  It  has  been  in  our 
family  since  1574,  the  period  at  which  one  of  our 
ancestors,  steward  to  the  Due  d'Alenqon,  acquired 
the  land  and  built  the  house,"  replied  Mademoiselle 
Cormon.     "It  is  built  on  piles,"  she  added. 

Jacquelin  announced  dinner.  Monsieur  de  Trois- 
ville offered  his  arm  to  the  happy  woman,  who  endeav- 
ored not  to  lean  too  heavily  upon  it;  she  feared,  as 
usual,  to  seem  to  make  advances. 

"Everything  is  so  harmonious  here,"  said  the  vis- 
count, as  he  seated  himself  at  table. 
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"Yes,  our  trees  are  full  of  birds,  which  give  us  con- 
certs for  nothing;  no  one  ever  frightens  them;  and 
the  nightingales  sing  at  night,"  said  Mademoiselle 
Cormon. 

"I  was  speaking  of  the  interior  of  the  house,"  re- 
marked the  viscount,  who  did  not  trouble  himself  to 
observe  Mademoiselle  Cormon,  and  therefore  did  not 
perceive  the  dulness  of  her  mind.  "Everything  is  so 
in  keeping,  —  the  tones  of  color,  the  furniture,  the 
general  character. " 

"But  it  costs  a  great  deal;  taxes  are  enormous,"  re- 
sponded the  excellent  woman. 

"Ah!  taxes  are  high,  are  they?"  said  the  viscount, 
preoccupied  with  his  own  ideas. 

"I  don't  know,''  replied  the  abbe.  "My  niece  man- 
ages the  property  of  each  of  us." 

"Taxes  are  not  of  much  importance  to  the  rich," 
said  Mademoiselle  Cormon,  not  wishing  to  be  thought 
miserly.  "As  for  the  furniture,  I  shall  leave  it  as  it 
is,  and  change  nothing,  ■ — -unless  I  marry;  and  then, 
of  course,  everything  here  must  suit  the  husband." 

"You  have  noble  principles,  mademoiselle,"  said  the 
viscount,  smiling.     "You  will  make  one  happy  man." 

"No  one  ever  made  to  me  such  a  pretty  speech," 
thought  the  old  maid. 

The  viscount  complimented  Mademoiselle  Cormon 
on  the  excellence  of  her  service  and  the  admirable 
arrangements  of  the  house,  remarking  that  he  had  sup- 
posed the  provinces  behind  the  age  in  that  respect; 
but,  on  the  contrary,  he  found  them,  as  the  English 
say,  "very  comfortable." 

"What  can  that  word  mean?  "  she  thought.     "Oh, 
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where  is  the  chevalier  to  explain  it  to  me  ?  Comfort- 
able, —  there  seem  to  be  several  words  in  it.  "\Vell, 
courage!"  she  said  to  herself.  "I  can't  be  expected 
to  answer  a  foreign  language —  But,"  she  continued 
aloud,  feeling  hei'  tongue  untied  by  the  eloquence 
which  nearly  all  human  creatures  find  in  momentous 
circumstances,  "we  have  a  very  brilliant  society  here, 
monsieur.  It  assembles  at  my  house,  and  you  shall 
judge  of  it  this  evening,  for  some  of  my  faithful 
friends  have  no  doubt  heard  of  my  return  and  your 
arrival.  Among  them  is  the  Chevalier  de  Yalois,  a 
seigneur  of  the  old  court,  a  man  of  infinite  wit  and 
taste;  then  there  is  Monsieur  le  Marquis  d'Esgrignon 
and  Mademoiselle  Armande,  his  sister "  (she  bit  her 
tongue  with  vexation),  — ■  "a  woman  remarkable  in  her 
way,''  she  added.  "She  resolved  to  remain  unmarried 
in  order  to  leave  all  her  fortune  to  her  brother  and 
nephew." 

"Ah!"  exclaimed  the  viscount.  "Yes,  the  d'Es- 
grignons,  — ■  I  remember  them." 

"Alen9on  is  very  gay,"  continued  the  old  maid, 
now  fairly  launched.  "There's  much  amusement: 
the  receiver-general  gives  balls ;  the  prefect  is  an  ami- 
able man;  and  Monseigneur  the  bishop  sometimes 
honors  us  with  a  visit  —  " 

"Well,  then,"  said  the  viscount,  smiling,  "I  have 
done  wisely  to  come  back,  like  the  hare,  to  die  in  my 
form." 

"Yes,"  she  said.     "I,  too,  attach  myself  or  I  die." 

The  viscount  smiled. 

"Ah!  "  thought  the  old  maid,  "all  is  wellj  he  under- 
stands me." 
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The  conversation  continued  on  generalities.  By 
one  of  those  mysterious  unknown  and  undellnable 
faculties,  Mademoiselle  Cormon  found  in  her  brain, 
under  the  pressure  of  her  desire  to  be  agreeable,  all  the 
phrases  and  opinions  of  the  Chevalier  de  Valois.  It 
was  like  a  duel  in  which  the  devil  himself  pointed  the 
pistol.  Never  ■u-as  any  adversary  better  aimed  at. 
The  viscount  was  far  too  well-bred  to  speak  of  the 
excellence  of  the  dinner;  but  his  silence  was  praise. 
As  be  drank  the  delicious  wines  which  Jacquelin  served 
to  him  profusely,  he  seemed  to  feel  he  was  with 
friends,  and  to  meet  them  with  pleasure;  for  the  true 
connoisseur  does  not  applaud,  he  enjoys.  He  in- 
quired the  price  of  land,  of "  houses,  of  estates ;  he 
made  Mademoiselle  Cormon  describe  at  length  the 
confluence  of  the  Sarthe  and  the  Brillante;  he  ex- 
pressed surprise  that  the  town  was  placed  so  far  from 
the  river,  and  seemed  to  be  much  interested  in  the 
topography  of  the  place. 

The  silent  abbs  left  his  niece  to  throw  the  dice 
of  conversation;  and  she  truly  felt  that  she  pleased 
Monsieur  de  Troisville,  who  smiled  at  her  gracefully, 
and  committed  himself  during  this  one  dinner  far  more 
than  her  most  eager  suitors  had  ever  done  in  ten  days. 
Imagine,  therefore,  the  little  attentions  with  which  he 
was  petted ;  j'ou  might  have  thought  him  a  cherished 
lover,  whose  return  brought  joy  to  the  household. 
Mademoiselle  foresaw  the  moment  when  the  viscount 
wanted  bread ;  she  watched  his  every  look ;  when  he 
turned  his  head  she  adroitly  put  upon  his  plate  a  por- 
tion of •  some  dish  he  seemed  to  like;  had  he  been  a 
gourmand,  she  would  almost  have  killed  him ;  but  what 
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a  delightful  specimen  of  the  attentions  she  would  show 
to  a  husband !  She  did  not  commit  the  folly  of  depre- 
ciating herself;  on  the  contrary,  she  set  every  sail 
bravely,  ran  up  all  her  flags,  assumed  the  bearing  of 
the'  queen  of  Alenqon,  and  boasted  of  her  excellent 
preserves.  In  fact,  she  fished  for  compliments  in 
speaking  of  herself,  for  she  saw  that  she  pleased  the 
viscount;  the  truth  being  that  her  eager  desire  had 
so  transformed  her  that  she  became  almost  a  woman. 

At  dessert  she  heard,  not  without  emotions  of  de- 
light, certain  sounds  in  the  antechamber  and  salon 
which  denoted  the  arrival  of  her  usual  guests.  She 
called  the  attention  of  her  uncle  and  Monsieur  de 
Troisville  to  this  prompt  attendance  as  a  proof  of  the 
affection  that  was  felt  for  her;  whereas  it  was  really 
the  result  of  the  jwignant  curiosit3'  which  had  seized 
upon  the  town.  Impatient  to  show  herself  in  all  her 
glory,  Mademoiselle  Cormon  told  Jacquelin  to  serve 
coffee  and  liqueurs  in  the  salon,  where  he  presently  set 
out,  in  view  of  the  whole  company,  a  magnificent 
liqueur-stand  of  Dresden  china  which  saw  the  light 
only  twice  a  year.  This  circumstance  was  taken  note 
of  by  the  company,  standing  ready  to  gossip  over  the 
merest  trifle : — 

"The  deuce!  "  muttered  du  Bousquier.  "Actually 
Madame  Amphoux's  liqueurs,  which  they  onlj-  serve 
at  the  four  church  festivals !  " 

"Undoubtedly  the  marriage  was  arranged  a  year 
ago  by  letter,"  said  the  chief-justice  du  Eonceret. 
"The  postmaster  tells  me  his  office  has  received  letters 
postmarked  Odessa  for  more  than  a  year." 

Madame   Granson    trembled.      The    Chevalier    de 
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Valois,  though  he  had  dined  with  the  appetite  of  four 
men,  turned  pale  even  to  the  left  section  of  his  face. 
Feeling  that  he  was  about  to  betray  himself,  he  said 
hastily,  — 

"Don't  you  think  it  is  very  cold  to-day?  I  am 
almost  frozen." 

"The  neighborhood  of  Russia,  perhaps,"  said  du 
Bousquier. 

The  chevalier  looked  at  him  as  if  to  say,  "Well 
played ! " 

Mademoiselle  Cormon  appeared  so  radiant,  so  trium- 
phant, that  the  company  thought  her  handsome.  This 
extraordinary  brilliancy  was  not  the  effect  of  sentiment 
only.  Since  early  morning  her  blood  had  been  whirl- 
ing tempestuously  within  her,  and  her  nerves  were 
agitated  by  the  presentiment  of  some  great  crisis.  It 
required  all  these  circumstances  combined  to  make 
her  so  unlike  herself.  With  what  joy  did  she  now 
make  her  solemn  presentations  of  the  viscount  to  the 
chevalier,  the  chevalier  to  the  viscount,  and  all  Alen- 
(;on  to  Monsieur  de  Troisville,  and  Monsieur  de 
Troisville  to  all  Alencon! 

By  an  accident  wholly  explainable,  the  viscount 
and  chevalier,  aristocrats  by  nature,  came  instantly 
into  unison ;  they  recognized  each  other  at  once  as 
men  belonging  to  the  same  sphere.  Accordingly, 
they  began  to  converse  together,  standing  before  the 
fireplace.  A  circle  formed  around  them;  and  their 
conversation,  though  uttered  in  a  low  voice,  was  lis- 
tened to  in  religious  silence.  To  give  the  effect  of 
this  scene  it  is  necessary  to  dramatize  it,  and  to  pic- 
ture Mademoiselle  Cormon  occupied  in  pouring  out 
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the  coffee  of  her  imaginary  suitor,  with  her  back  to  the 
fireplace. 

MoxsiEUR  DE  Valois:  Monsieur  le  vicomte  has 
come,  I  am  told,  to  settle  in  Aleugon? 

Monsieur  de  Troisville:  Yes,  monsieur,  I  am 
looking  for  a  house.  \_MademoiseUe  Cormon,  cup  in 
hand,  turns  round.]  It  must  be  a  large  house  [3fade- 
moiselle  Covmon  offers  him  the  cup\  to  lodge  my  whole 
family.      \_The  eyes  of  the  old  maid  are  troubled.^ 

Monsieur  de  Valois:  Are  you  married? 

Monsieur  de  Troisville  :  Yes,  for  the  last  sixteen 
years,  to  a  daughter  of  the  Princess  Scherbellof. 

Mademoiselle  Cormon  fainted;  du  Bousquier,  who 
saw  her  stagger,  sprang  forward  and  received  her 
in  his  arms ;  some  one  opened  the  door  and  allowed 
him  to  pass  out  with  his  enormous  burden.  The  fiery 
republican,  insti'ucted  by  Josette,  found  strength  to 
carry  the  old  maid  to  her  bedroom,  where  he  laid  her 
on  the  bed.  Josette,  armed  with  scissors,  cut  the 
corset,  which  was  terribly  tight.  Du  Bousquier  flung 
water  on  Mademoiselle  Cormon's  face  and  bosom, 
which,  released  from  the  corset,  overflowed  like  the 
Loire  in  flood.  The  poor  woman  opened  her  ejes, 
saw  du  Bousquier,  and  gave  a  cry  of  modesty  at  the 
sight  of  him.  Du  Bousquier  retired  at  once,  leaving 
six  women,  at  the  head  of  whom  was  Madame  Gran- 
son,  radiant  with  joy,  to  take  care  of  the  invalid. 

What  had  the  Chevalier  de  Valois  been  about  all 
this  time  ?  Faithful  to  his  system,  he  had  covered  the 
retreat. 

"That  poor  Mademoiselle  Cormon,"  he  said  to 
Monsieur  de  TroisvUle,  gazing  at  the  assembly,  whose 
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laughter  was  repressed  by  his  cool  aristocratic  glances, 
"her  blood  is  horribly  out  of  order;  she  wouldn't  be 
bled  before  going  to  Prebaudet  (her  estate),  —  and  see 
the  result!" 

"She  came  back  this  morning  in  the  rain,"  said  the 
Abb^  de  Sponde,  "and  she  may  liave  taken  cold.  It 
won't  be  anything;  it  is  only  a  little  upset  she  is  sub- 
ject to." 

"She  told  me  yesterday  she  had  not  had  one  for 
three  months,  adding  that  she  was  afraid  it  would 
play  her  a  trick  at  last,"  said  the  chevalier. 

"Ha!  so  you  are  married?"  said  Jacquelin  to  him- 
self as  he  looked  at  Monsieur  de  Troisville,  who  was 
quietly  sipping  his  coffee. 

The  faithful  servant  espoused  his  mistress's  disap- 
pointment; he  divined  it,  and  he  promptly  carried  away 
the  liqueurs  of  Madame  Amphoux,  which  were  offered 
to  a  bachelor,  and  not  to  the  husband  of  a  Russian 
woman. 

All  these  details  were  noticed  and  laughed  at.  The 
Abbe  de  Sponde  knew  the  object  of  ilonsieur  de 
Troisville's  journey;  but,  absent-minded  as  usual,  he 
forgot  it,  not  supposing  that  his  niece  could  have 
the  slightest  interest  in  Monsieur  de  Troisville's  mar- 
riage. As  for  the  viscount,  preoccupied  with  the 
object  of  his  journey,  and,  like  many  husbands,  not 
eager  to  talk  about  his  wife,  he  had  had  no  occasion 
to  say  he  was  married;  besides,  he  would  naturally 
suppose  that  Mademoiselle  Cormon  knew  it. 

Du  Bousquier  reappeared,  and  was  questioned  furi- 
ously. One  of  the  six  women  came  down  soon  after, 
and  announced  that  Mademoiselle  Cormon  was  much 
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better,  and  that  the  doctor  had  come.  She  intended 
to  stay  in  bed,  as  it  was  necessarj-  to  bleed  her.  The 
salon  was  now  full.  Mademoiselle  C'ormon's  absence 
allowed  the  ladies  present  to  discuss  the  tragi-comic 
scene  —  embellished,  extended,  historifled,  embroid- 
ered, wreathed,  colored,  and  adorned  —  which  had  just 
taken  place,  and  which,  on  the  morrow,  was  destined 
to  occupy  all  Alengon. 

"That  good  Monsieur  du  Bousquier!  how  well  he 
carried  you!"  said  Josette  to  her  mistress.  "He  was 
really  pale  at  the  sight  of  you ;  he  loves  you  still. " 

That  speech  served  as  closure  to  this  solemn  and 
terrible  evening. 

Throughout  the  morning  of  the  nest  day  every  cir- 
cumstance of  the  late  comedy  was  known  in  the  house- 
holds of  Alenfou,  and  —  let  us  say  it  to  the  shame  of 
that  town,  —  they  caused  inextinguishable  laughter. 
But  on  that  day  Mademoiselle  Cormon  (much  bene- 
fited by  the  bleeding)  would  have  seemed  sublime 
even  to  the  boldest  scoffers,  had  they  witnessed  the 
noble  dignity,  the  splendid  Christian  resignation 
which  influenced  her  as  she  gave  her  arm  to  her  invol- 
untary deceiver  to  go  into  breakfast.  Cruel  jesters! 
why  could  you  not  have  seen  her  as  she  said  to  the 
viscount,  — 

"Madame  de  Troisville  will  have  difficulty  in  finding 
a  suitable  house;  do  me  the  favor,  monsieur,  of  accept- 
ing the  use  of  mine  during  the  time  you  are  in  search 
of  yours." 

"But,  mademoiselle,  I  have  two  sons  and  two 
daughters;  we  should  greatly  inconvenience  you." 

"Pray  do  not  refuse  me,"  she  said  earnestly. 
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"I  made  you  the  same  offer  in  the  answer  I  wrote 
to  your  letter,"  said  the  abbe;  "but  you  did  not  re- 
ceive it." 

"What,  uucle!  then  you  knew  —  " 

The  poor  woman  stopped.  Josette  sighed.  Neither 
the  viscount  nor  the  abbe  observed  anything  amiss. 
After  breakfast  the  Abbe  de  Sponde  carried  off  his 
guest,  as  agreed  upon  the  previous  evening,  to  show 
him  the  various  houses  in  Alenjon  which  could  be 
bought,  and  the  lots  of  lands  on  which  he  might  build. 

Left  alone  in  the  salon.  Mademoiselle  Cornion  said 
to  Josette,  with  a  deeply  distressed  air,  "My  child,  I 
am  now  the  talk  of  the  whole  town." 

"Well,  then,  mademoiselle,  you  should  marry." 

"But  I  am  not  prepared  to  make  a  choice." 

"Bah!  if  I  were  in  your  place,  I  should  take  Mon- 
sieur du  Bousquier." 

"Josette,  Monsieur  de  Valois  says  he  is  so 
republican." 

"They  don't  know  what  they  say,  your  gentlemen: 
sometimes  they  declare  that  he  robbed  the  republic; 
he  could  n't  love  it  if  he  did  that,"  said  Josette, 
dejjarting. 

"That  girl  has  an  amazing  amount  of  sense," 
thought  Mademoiselle  Cormon,  who  remained  alone,  a 
prey  to  her  perplexities. 

She  saw  plainly  that  a  prompt  marriage  was  the  only 
way  to  silence  the  town.  This  last  checkmate,  so 
evidently  mortifying,  was  of  a  nature  to  drive  her  into 
some  extreme  action;  for  persons  deficient  in  mind 
find  difficulty  in  getting  out  of  any  path,  either  good 
or  evil,  into  which  they  have  entered. 
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Each  of  the  two  old  bachelors  had  fullj'  understood 
the  situation  in  which  ^Mademoiselle  Cormon  was 
about  to  find  herself;  consequently,  each  resolved  to 
call  in  the  course  of  that  morning  to  ask  after  her 
health,  and  take  uccahioii,  in  bachelor  language,  to 
"press  his  point."  Monsieur  de  Valois  considered 
that  such  an  occasion  demanded  a  painstaking  toilet; 
he  therefore  took  a  bath  and  groomed  himself  with  ex- 
traordinary care.  For  the  first  and  last  time  Ce'sarine 
observed  him  putting  on  with  incredible  art  a  suspicion 
of  rouge.  Du  Bousquier,  *on  the  other  hand,  that 
coarse  republican,  spurred  by  a  brisk  will,  paid  no 
attention  to  his  dress,   and  arrived  the  first. 

Such  little  things  decide  the  fortunes  of  mtn,  as  they 
do  of  empires.  Kellermanu's  charge  at  Marengo, 
Bliicher's  arrival  at  Waterloo,  Louis  XIV.  s  disdain 
for  Prince  Eugene,  the  rector  of  Denain,  —  all  these 
great  causes  of  fortune  or  catastrophe  history  has 
recorded;  but  no  one  ever  profits  by  them  to  avoid 
the  small  neglects  of  their  own  life.  Consequently, 
observe  what  happens:  the  Duchesse  de  Langeais  (see 
'•  Historj'  of  the  Thirteen  "j  makes  herself  a  nun  for 
lack  of  ten  minutes'  patience;  Judge  Popinot  (see 
"Commission  in  Lunacy  ")  puts  off  till  the  morrow  the 
duty  of  examining  the  Marquis  d'Espard;  Charles 
Grandet  (see  "  Eugenie  Grandet ")  goes  to  Paris  from 
Bordeaux  instead  of  returning  by  Nautes;  and  such 
events  are  called  chance  or  fatality!  A  touch  of 
rouge  carefully  applied  destroyed  the  hopes  of  the 
Chevalier  de  Valois;  could  that  nobleman  perish  in 
any  other  way  ?  He  had  lived  by  the  Graces,  and  he 
was  doomed  to  die  by  their  hand.     While  the  cheva- 
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lier  was  giving  this  last  touch  to  his  toilet  the  rough 
du  Bousquier  was  entering  the  salon  of  the  desolate 
old  maid.  This  entrance  produced  a  thought  in  Made- 
moiselle Cormon's  mind  which  was  favorable  to  the 
republican,  although  in  all  other  respects  the  Cheva- 
lier de  Valois  held  the  advantages. 

"God  wills  it!  "  she  said  piously,  on  seeing  du 
Bousquier. 

"Mademoiselle,  you  will  not,  I  trust,  think  my 
eagerness  importunate.  I  could  not  trust  to  my. 
stupid  Rene  to  bring  news  of  your  condition,  an(5. 
therefore  I  have  come  myself." 

"I  am  perfectly  recovered,"  she  replied,  in  a  tone 
of  emotion.  "I  thank  yon,  Monsieur  du  Bousquier," 
she  added,  after  a  slight  pause,  and  in  a  significant 
tone  of  voice,  "for  tlie  trouble  you  have  taken,  and  for 
that  which  I  gave  you  yesterday  —  " 

She  remembered  having  been  in  his  arms,  and  that 
again  seemed  to  her  an  order  from  heaven.  She  had 
been  seen  for  the  first  time  by  a  man  with  her  laces 
'cut,  her  treasures  violently  bursting  from  their  casket. 

"I  carried  you  with  such  joy  that  you  seemed  to  me 
light." 

Here  Mademoiselle  Cormon  looked  at  du  Bousquier 
as  she  had  never  yet  looked  at  any  man  in  the  world. 
Thus  encouraged,  the  purveyor  cast  upon  the  old  maid 
a  glance  which  reached  her  heart. 

"I  would,"  he  said,  "that  that  moment  had  given 
me  the  right  to  keep  you  as  mine  forever  [she  listened 
with  a  delighted  air] ;  as  .you  lay  fainting  upon  that 
bed,  you  were  enchanting.  I  have  never  in  my  life 
seen  a  more  beautiful  person,  — •  and  I  have  seen  many 
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haudsonie  vromen.  Plump  ladies  have  this  advantage: 
fchej  are  superb  to  look  upon;  they  have  only  to  show 
themselves,  and  they  triumph." 

"I  fear  you  ai-e  making  fun  of  me,''  said  the  old 
maid,  "and  that  is  not  kind  when  all  the  town  will 
probably  misinterpret  what  happened  to  me  yesterday." 

"As  true  as  my  name  is  du  Bousquier,  mademoi- 
selle, I  have  never  changed  in  my  feelings  toward  you; 
and  your  first  refusal  has  not  discouraged  me." 

The  old  maid's  eyes  were  lowered.  There  was  a 
moment  of  cruel  silence  for  du  Bousquier,  and  then 
Mademoiselle  Cormon  decided  on  her  course.  She 
raised  her  eyelids ;  tears  rolled  from  her  eyes,  and 
she  gave  du  Bousquier  a  tender  glance. 

"If  that  is  so,  monsieur."  she  said,  in  a  trembling 
voice,  "promise  me  to  live  in  a  Christian  manner,  and 
not  oppose  my  religious  customs,  but  to  leave  me  the 
right  to  select  my  confessors,  and  I  will  grant  you  my 
hand ;  "  as  she  said  the  words,  she  held  it  out  to  him. 

Du  Bousquier  seized  the  good  fat  hand  so  full  of 
money,  and  kissed  it  solemnly. 

"But,"  she  said,  allowing  him  to  kiss  it,  "one 
thing  more  I  must  require  of  you." 

"If  it  is  a  possible  thing,  it  is  granted,"  replied  the 
purveyor. 

"Alas!"  returned  the  old  maid.  "For  my  sake.  I 
must  ask  you  to  take  upon  yourself  a  sin  which  I  feel 
to  be  enormous,  —  for  to  lie  is  one  of  the  capital  sins. 
But  you  will  confess  it,  will  you  not?  "VTe  will  do 
penance  for  it  together  [they  looked  at  each  other 
tenderly].  Besides,  it  may  be  one  of  those  lies 
which  the  Church  permits  as  necessary  — " 
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"Can  she  be  as  Suzanne  says  she  is?  "  thought  du 
Bousquier.  "What  luck!  Well,  mademoiselle,  what 
is  it?"  he  said  aloud. 

"That  you  will  take  upon  yourself  to  —  " 

"What?  " 

"To  say  that  this  marriage  has  been  agreed  upon 
between  us  for  the  last  six  months." 

"Charming  woman,"  said  the  purveyor,  in  the  tone 
of  "a  man  willing  to  devote  himself,  "such  sacrifices 
can  be  made  only  for  a  creature  adored  these  ten 
years." 

"In  spite  of  my  harshness?"  she  said. 

"Yes,  in  spite  of  your  harshness." 

"Monsieur  du  Bousquier,  I  have  misjudged  you." 

Again  she  held  out  the  fat  red  hand,  which  du  Bous- 
quier kissed  again. 

At  this  moment  the  door  opened;  the  betrothed 
pair,  looking  round  to  see  who  entered,  beheld  the 
delightful,  but  tardy  Chevalier  de  Valois. 

"Ah!  "  he  said,  on  entering,  "I  see  you  are  able  to 
be  up,  fair  queen." 

She  smiled  at  the  chevalier,  feeling  a  weight  upon 
her  heart.  Monsieur  de  Valois,  remarkably  young  and 
seductive,  had  the  air  of  a  Lauzun  re-entering  the 
apartments  of  the  Grande  Mademoiselle  in  the  Palais- 
Eoyal. 

"Hey!  dear  du  Bousquier,"  said  he,  in  a  jaunty 
tone,  so  sure  was  he  of  success,  "Monsieur  de  Trois- 
ville  and  the  Abbe  de  Sponde  are  examining  your 
house  like  appraisers." 

"Faith!"  said  du  Bousquier,  "if  the  Vicomte  de 
Troisville  wants  it,  it  is  his  for  forty  thousand  francs. 
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It  is  useless  to  me  now.  If  mademoiselle  will  pennit 
—  it  must  soon  be  known  — •  Mademoiselle,  may  I 
tell  it? — •  Yes!  "Well,  then,  be  the  first,  my  dear 
chevalier,  to  hear  [Mademoiselle  Connon  dropped  her 
eyes]  of  the  honor  that  mademoiselle  has  done  me, 
the  secret  of  which  I  have  kept  for  some  months. 
We  shall  be  married  in  a  few  days ;  the  coutiact  is 
already  drawn,  and  we  shall  sign  it  to-morrow.  You 
see,  therefore,  that  my  house  in  the  rue  du  Cygne  is 
useless  to  me.  I  have  been  privately  looking  for  a 
purchaser  for  some  time;  and  the  Abbe  de  Sponde, 
who  knew  that  fact,  has  naturally  taken  Monsieur 
de  Troisville  to  see  the  house." 

This  falsehood  bore  such  an  appearance  of  truth 
that  the  chevalier  was  taken  in  by  it.  That  "aiy  dear 
chevalier "  was  like  the  revenge  taken  by  Peter  the 
Great  on  Charles  XII.  at  Pultawa  for  all  his  past 
defeats.  Du  Bousquier  revenged  himself  delioiously 
for  the  thousand  little  shafts  he  had  long  borne  in 
silence;  but  in  his  triumph  he  made  a  lively  youthful 
gesture  by  running  his  hands  through  his  hair,  and  in 
so  doing  he  —  knocked  aside  his  false  front. 

"I  congratulate  you  both,"  said  the  chevalier,  with 
an  agreeable  air;  "and  I  wish  that  the  marriage  may 
end  like  a  fairy  tale:  They  were  happy  ever  after, 
and  had  ■ —  many  —  childkex  !  "  So  saj'ing,  he  took  a 
pinch  of  snuff.  "But,  monsieur,"  he  added  satiri- 
cally, "you  forget  —  that  you  are  wearing  a  false 
front." 

Du  Bousquier  blushed.  The  false  front  was  hang- 
ing half  a  dozen  inches  from  his  skull.  Mademoiselle 
Cormon   raised   her  eyes,   saw  that  skull   in  all   its 
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nudity,  and  lowered  them,  abashed.  Du  Bousquier 
cast  upon  the  chevalier  the  most  venomous  look  that 
toad  ever  darted  on  its  prey. 

"Dogs  of  aristocrats,  who  despise  me,"  thought  he, 
"1  '11  crush  you  some  day." 

The  chevalier  thought  he  had  recovered  his  advan- 
tages. But  Mademoiselle  Cormon  was  not  a  woman  to 
understand  the  connection  which  the  chevalier  inti- 
mated between  his  congratulatory  wish  and  the  false 
front.  Besides,  even  if  she  had  comprehended  it,  her 
word  was  passed,  her  hand  given.  Monsieur  de  Valois 
saw  at  once  that  all  was  lost.  The  innocent  woman, 
with  the  two  now  silent  men  before  her,  wished,  true 
to  her  sense  of  duty,  to  amuse  them. 

"Why  not  play  a  game  of  piquet  together?"  she 
said  artlessly,  without  the  slightest  malice. 

Du  Bousquier  smiled,  and  went,  as  the  future  master 
of  the  house,  to  fetch  the  piquet  table.  Whether  the 
Chevalier  de  Valois  lost  his  head,  or  whether  he 
wanted  to  stay  and  study  the  causes  of  his  disaster 
and  remedy  it,  certain  it  is  that  he  allowed  himself  to 
be  led  like  a  lamb  to  the  slaughter.  He  had  received 
the  most  violent  knock-down  blow  that  ever  struck  a 
man;  any  nobleman  would  have  lost  his  senses  for 
less. 

The  Abbe  de  Sponde  and  the  Vicomte  de  Troisville 
soon  returned.  Mademoiselle  Cormon  instantly  rose, 
hurried  into  the  antechamber,  and  took  her  uncle  apart 
to  tell  him  her  resolution.  Learning  that  the  house 
in  the  rue  du  Cygne  exactly  suited  the  viscount,  she 
begged  her  future  husband  to  do  her  the  kindness  to 
tell   him    that  her   uncle  knew  it  was  for  sale.     She 
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dared  not  confide  that  lie  to  the  abbe,  fearing  his 
absent-mindedness.  The  lie.  however,  prospered 
better  than  if  it  had  been  a  virtuous  action.  In  the 
course  of  that  evening  all  Alen9on  heard  the  news. 
For  the  last  four  days  the  town  had  had  as  much  to 
think  of  as  during  the  fatal  days  of  1814  and  1815. 
Some  laughed ;  others  admitted  the  marriage.  These 
blamed  it;  those  approved  it.  The  middle  classes  of 
Alengon  rejoiced ;  they  regarded  it  as  a  victory.  The 
next  day,  among  friends,  the  Chevalier  de  Valois  said 
a  cruel  thing :  — 

"The  Cormons  end  as  they  began;  there's  only  a 
hand's  breadth  between  a  steward  and  a  purveyor." 
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VII. 

OTHER   RESULTS. 

The  news  of  Mademoiselle  Cormon's  choice  stabbed 
poor  Athanase  Granson  to  the  heart;  but  he  showed 
no  outward  sign  of  the  terrible  agitation  within  him. 
When  he  first  heard  of  the  marriage  he  was  at  the 
house  of  the  chief-justice,  du  Ronceret,  where  his 
mother  was  playing  boston.  Madame  Granson  looked 
at  her  son  in  a  mirror,  and  thought  him  pale;  but  he 
had  been  so  all  day,  for  a  vague  rumor  of  the  matter 
had  already  reached  him. 

Mademoiselle  Cormon  was  the  card  on  which  Atha- 
nase had  staked  his  life ;  and  the  cold  presentiment  of 
a  catastrophe  was  already  upon  him.  When  the  soul 
and  the  imagination  have  magnified  a  misfortune  and 
made  it  too  heavy  for  the  shoulders  and  the  brain  to 
bear;  when  a  hope  long  cherished,  the  realization  of 
which  would  pacify  the  vulture  feeding  on  the  heart, 
is  balked,  and  the  man  has  faith  neither  in  himself, 
despite  his  powers,  nor  in  the  future,  despite  of  the 
Divine  power, —  then  that  man  is  lost.  Athanase  was 
a  fruit  of  the  Imperial  system  of  education.  Fatal- 
ity, the  Emperor's  religion,  had  filtered  down  from  the 
throne  to  the  lowest  ranks  of  the  army  and  the  benches 
of  the  lyceums.  Athanase  sat  still,  with  his  eyes  fixed 
on  Madame  du  Ronceret's  cards,  in  a  stupor  that  might 
80  well  pass  for  indifference   that   Madame  Granson 
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herself  was  deceived  about  his  feelings.  This  appar- 
ent uncoucern  explained  her  son's  refusal  to  make  a 
sacrifice  for  this  marriage  of  his  liberal  opinions,  —  the 
term  "liberal  "  having  lately  been  created  for  the  Em- 
peror Alexander  by,  I  think,  Madame  de  Stael,  thi'ough 
the  lips  of  Benjamin  Constant. 

After  that  fatal  evening  the  young  man  took  to 
rambling  among  the  picturesque  regions  of  the  Sarthe, 
the  banks  of  which  aie  much  frequented  by  sketchers 
who  come  to  Aleufon  for  points  of  view.  Windmills 
are  there,  and  the  river  is  gay  in  the  meadows.  The 
shores  of  the  Sarthe  are  bordered  with  beautiful  trees, 
well  giouped.  Though  the  landscape  is  flat,  it  is  not 
without  those  modest  graces  which  distinguish  France, 
where  the  eye  is  never  wearied  by  the  brilliancy  of 
Oriental  skies,  nor  saddened  by  constant  fog.  The 
place  is  solitary.  In  the  provinces  no  one  pays  much 
attention  to  a  fine  view,  either  because  provincials  are 
biases  on  the  beauty  around  them,  or  because  they 
have  no  poesy  in  their  souls.  If  there  exists  in  the 
]Drovinces  a  mall,  a  promenade,  a  vantage-ground  from 
which  a  flue  view  can  be  obtained,  that  is  the  point  to 
which  no  one  goes.  Alhanase  was  fond  of  this  soli- 
tude, enlivened  b}'  the  sparkling  water,  where  the 
fields  were  the  first  to  green  under  the  earliest  smiling 
of  the  springtide  sun.  Those  persons  who  saw  him 
sitting  beneath  a  poplar,  and  who  noticed  the  vacant 
eye  which  he  turned  to  them,  would  say  to  Madame 
Granson :  — 

"Something  is  the  matter  with  your  son." 
"I  know  what  it  is,"  the  mother  would  reply;  hint- 
ing that  he  was  meditating  over  some  great  work. 
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Athanase  no  longer  took  part  in  politics :  be  ceased 
to  have  opinions ;  but  he  appeared  at  times  quite  gay, 
— ^gay  with  the  satire  of  those  who  think  to  insult  a 
whole  world  with  their  own  individual  scorn.  This 
young  man,  outside  of  all  the  ideas  and  all  the  pleas- 
ures of  the  provinces,  interested  few  persons;  he  was 
not  even  an  object  of  curiosity.  If  persons  spoke  of 
him  to  his  mother,  it  was  for  her  sake,  not  his.  There 
was  not  a  single  soul  in  Alenqon  that  sympathized 
with  his ;  not  a  woman,  not  a  friend  came  near  to  dry 
his  tears ;  they  dropped  into  the  Sarthe.  If  the  gor- 
geous Suzanne  had  happened  that  way,  how  many 
young  miseries  might  have  been  born  of  the  meeting! 
for  the  two  would  surely  have  loved  each  other. 

She  did  come,  however.  Suzanne's  ambition  was 
early  excited  by  the  tale  of  a  strange  adventure  which 
happened  at  the  tavern  of  the  More,  —  a  tale  which  had 
taken  possession  of  her  childish  brain.  A  Parisian 
woman,  beautiful  as  the  angels,  was  sent  by  Fouche 
to  entangle  the  Marquis  de  Montauran,  otherwise  called 
"The  Gars,"  in  a  love-affair  (see  "The  Chouans"). 
She  met  him  at  the  tavern  of  the  More  on  his  return 
from  an  expedition  to  Mortagne;  she  cajoled  him, 
made  him  love  her,  and  then  betrayed  him.  That 
fantastic  power  —  the  power  of  beauty  over  mankind; 
in  fact,  the  whole  story  of  Marie  de  Verneuil  and  the 
Gars  —  dazzled  Suzanne;  she  longed  to  grow  up  in 
order  to  play  upon  men.  Some  months  after  her  hasty 
departure  she  passed  through  her  native  town  with 
an  artist  on  his  way  to  Brittany.  She  wanted  to  see 
Fougeres,  where  the  adventure  of  the  Marquis  de  Mon- 
tauran culminated,  and  to   stand  upon  the  scene  of 
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that  picturesque  war,  the  tragedies  of  which,  still  so 
little  known,  had  filled  her  childish  mind.  Besides 
this,  she  had  a  fancy  to  pass  through  Alenqon  so 
elegantlj'  equipped  that  no  one  could  recognize  her;  to 
put  her  mother  above  the  reach  of  necessity,  and  also 
to  send  to  poor  Athanase,  in  a  delicate  manner,  a  sum 
of  money,  — which  in  our  age  is  to  genius  what  in  the 
middle  ages  was  the  charger  and  the  coat  of  mail  that 
Rebecca  convej'ed  to  Ivanhoe. 

One  month  passed  away  in  the  strangest  uncertain- 
ties respecting  the  marriage  of  Mademoiselle  Cormon. 
A  party  of  unbelievers  denied  the  marriage  altogether; 
the  believers,  on  the  other  hand,  affirmed  it.  At  the 
end  of  two  weeks,  the  faction  of  unbelief  received  a 
vigorous  blow  in  the  sale  of  du  Bousquier's  house  to 
the  Marquis  de  Troisville,  who  only  wanted  a  simple 
establishment  in  Alen9on,  intending  to  go  to  Paris 
after  the  death  of  the  Princess  Scherbellof;  he  pro- 
posed to  await  that  inheritance  in  retirement,  and 
then  to  reconstitute  his  estates.  This  seemed  posi- 
tive. The  unbelievers,  however,  were  not  crushed. 
They  declared  that  du  Bousquier,  married  or  not,  had 
made  an  excellent  sale,  for  the  house  had  only  cost 
him  twenty-seven  thousand  francs.  The  believers 
were  depressed  by  this  practical  observation  of  the  in- 
credulous. Choisnel,  Mademoiselle  Cormon's  notary, 
asserted  the  latter,  had  heard  nothing  about  the  mar- 
riage contract;  but  the  believers,  still  firm  in  their 
faith,  carried  off,  on  the  twentieth  day,  a  signal  vic- 
tory: Monsieur  Lepressoir,  the  notary  of  the  liberals, 
went  to  Mademoiselle  Gormon's  house,  and  the  eon- 
tract  was  signed. 
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This  was  the  first  of  the  numerous  sacrifices  which 
Mademoiselle  Cormon  was  destined  to  make  to  her 
husband.  Du  Bousquier  bore  the  deepest  hatred  to 
Choisnel;  to  him  he  osved  the  refusal  of  the  hand  of 
Mademoiselle  Armande,  —  a  refusal  which,  as  he  be- 
lieved, had  influenced  that  of  Mademoiselle  Cormon. 
This  circumstance  alone  made  the  marriage  drag 
along.  Mademoiselle  received  several  anonymous 
letters.  She  learned,  to  her  great  astonishment,  that 
Suzanne  was  as  truly  a  virgin  as  herself  so  far  as  du 
Bousquier  was  concerned,  for  that  seducer  with  the 
false  toupet  could  never  be  the  hero  of  any  such 
adventure.  Mademoiselle  Cormon  disdained  anony- 
mous letters;  but  she  wrote  to  Suzanne  herself,  on 
the  ground  of  enlightening  the  Maternity  Society. 
Suzanne,  who  had  no  doubt  heard  of  du  Bousquier' s 
proposed  marriage,  acknowledged  her  trick,  sent  a 
thousand  francs  to  the  soci-ty,  and  did  all  the  harm 
she  could  to  the  old  purveyor.  Mademoiselle  Cormon 
convoked  the  Materu  ty  Society,  which  held  a  special 
meeting  at  which  it  was  vo.ted  that  the  association 
would  not  in  future  assist  any  misfortunes  about  to 
happen,  but  solely  those  that  had  happened. 

In  spite  of  all  these  various  events  which  kept  the 
town  in  the  choicest  gossip,  the  banns  wei'e  published 
in  the  churches  and  at  the  mayor's  office.  Athanase 
prepared  the  deeds.  As  a  matter  of  propriety  and 
public  decency,  the  bride  retired  to  Prebaudet,  where 
du  Bousquier,  bearing  sumptuous  and  horrible  bou- 
quets, betook  himself  every  morning,  returning  home 
for  dinner. 

At  last,  on  a  dull  and  rainy  morning  in  June,  the 
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marriage  of  Mademoiselle  Cornion  and  the  Sieur  du 
Bousquier  took  place  at  nooh  in  the  parish  church  of 
Alen(;on,  in  sight  of  the  whole  town.  The  bridal  pair 
went  from  their  own  houses  to  the  maj^or's  office,  and 
from  the  maj'or's  office  to  the  church  in  an  open  caliche, 
a  magnificent  vehicle  for  Aleneou,  which  du  Bousquier 
had  sent  for  secretlj-  to  Paris.  The  loss  of  the  old 
carriole  was  a  species  of  calamity  in  the  eyes  of  the 
community.  The  harness-maker  of  the  Porte  de  Seez 
bemoaned  it,  for  he  lost  the  flftj-  francs  a  year  which 
it  cost  in  repairs.  Alengou  saw  with  alarm  the  possi- 
bility of  luxury  being  thus  introduced  into  the  town. 
Every  one  feared  a  rise  in  the  price  of  rents  and  pro- 
visions, and  a  coming  invasion  of  Parisian  furniture. 
Some  persons  were  sufficiently  pricked  Ijy  curiosity 
to  give  ten  sous  to  Jacquelin  to  allow  them  a  close 
inspection  of  the  vehicle  which  threatened  to  upset  the 
whole  economy  of  the  region.  A  pair  of  horses, 
bought  in  Normandie,  were  alsn  most  alarming. 

"If  we  bought  our  own  horses,"  said  the  Eonceret 
circle,  "we  couldn't  sell  them  to  those  who  come  to 
buy." 

Stupid  as  it  was,  this  reasoning  seemed  sound ;  for 
surelj'  such  a  course  would  prevent  the  region  from 
grasping  the  money  of  foreigners.  In  the  eyes  of  the 
provinces  wealth  consists  less  in  the  rapid  turning 
over  of  money  than  in  sterile  accumulation.  It  may 
be  mentioned  here  that  Penelope  succumbed  to  a 
pleurisy  which  she  acquired  about  six  weeks  before 
the  marriage ;  nothing  could  save  her. 

Madame  Granson,  Mariette,  Madame  du  Coudrai, 
Madame  du  Eonceret,  and   through   them    the  whole 
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town,  remarked  that  Madame  duBousquier  entered  the 
church  v>ith  her  left  foot,  —  an  omen  all  the  more 
dreadful  because  the  term  Left  was  beginning  to  ac- 
quire a  political  meaning.  The  priest  whose  duty  it 
was  to  read  the  opening  formula  opened  his  book  by 
chance  at  the  De  Profundis.  Thus  the  marriage  was 
accompanied  by  circumstances  so  fateful,  so  alarming, 
so  annihilating  that  no  one  dared  to  augur  well  of  it. 
Matters,  in  fact,  went  from  bad  to  worse.  There  was 
no  wedding  party;  the  married  pair  departed  immedi- 
ately for  Prebaudet.  Parisian  customs,  said  the  com- 
munity, were  about  to  triumph  over  time-honored 
provincial  ways. 

The  marriage  of  Jacquelin  and  Josette  now  took 
place :  it  was  gay ;  and  they  were  the  only  two  persons 
in  Alengon  who  refuted  the  sinister  prophecies  relat- 
ing to  the  marriage  of  their  mistress. 

Du  Bousquier  determined  to  use  the  proceeds  of  the 
sale  of  his  late  residence  in  restoring  and  modernizing 
the  hotel  Cormon.  He  decided  to  remain  through  two 
seasons  at  Prebaudet,  and  took  the  Abbe  de  Sponde 
with  them.  This  news  spread  terror  through  the  town, 
where  every  individual  felt  that  du  Bousquier  was 
about  to  drag  the  community  into  the  fatal  path  of 
"comfort."  This  fear  increased  when  the  inhabitants 
of  Aleugon  saw  the  bridegroom  driving  in  from  Pre- 
baudet one  morning  to  inspect  his  works,  in  a  fine 
tilbury  drawn  by  a  new  horse, .  having  Eene  at  his 
side  in  livery.  The  first  act  of  his  administration 
had  been  to  place  his  wife's  savings  on  the  Grand- 
Livre,  which  was  then  quoted  at  67  fr.  50  cent.  In 
the  space  of  one  year,  during  which  he  played  con- 
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Btantly  for  a  rise,  he  made  himself  a  personal  fortune 
almost  as  considerable  as  that  of  his  ivife. 

But  all  these  foreboding  prophecies,  these  perturb- 
ing innovations,  were  superseded  and  surpassed  by 
an  event  connected  with  this  marriage  which  gave  a 
still  more  fatal  aspect  to  it. 

On  the  very  evening  of  the  ceremony,  Athanase  and 
his  mother  were  sitting,  after  their  dinner,  over  a  little 
Are  of  fagots,  which  the  servant  lighted  usually  at 
dessert. 

"AVell,  we  will  go  this  evening  to  the  du  Roncerets', 
inasmuch  as  we  have  lost  Mademoiselle  Cormon,"  said 
Madame  Granson.  "  Heavens !  how  shall  I  ever  accus- 
tom myself  to  call  her  Madame  du  Bousquier!  that 
name  burns  my  lips." 

Athanase  looked  at  his  mother  with  a  constrained 
and  melancholy  air;  he  could  not  smile;  but  he 
seemed  to  wish  to  welcome  that  naive  sentiment  which 
soothed  his  wound,  though  it  could  not  cure  his 
anguish. 

"Mamma,"  he  said,  in  the  voice  of  his  childhood, 
so  tender  was  it,  and  using  the  name  he  had  abandoned 
for  several  years,  — "my  dear  m.amma,  do  not  let  us 
go  out  just  3-et;  it  is  so  pleasant  here  before  the 
fire." 

The  mother  heard,  without  comprehending,  that 
supreme  prayer  of  a  mortal  sorrow. 

"Yes,  let  us  stay,  my  child,"  she  said.  "I  like 
much  better  to  talk  with  you  and  listen  to  youi'  pro- 
jects than  to  play  at  boston  and  lose  my  money." 

"You  are  so  handsome  to-night  I  love  to  look  at 
you.     Besides,  I  am  in  a  current  of  ideas  which  har- 


An   Old  Maid.  341 

n.onize  with  this  poor  little  salon  where  we  have 
suffered  so  much." 

"And  where  we  shall  still  suffer,  my  poor  Athanase, 
until  your  works  succeed.  For  myself,  I  am  trained 
to  poverty;  but  you,  my  treasure!  to  see  your  youth 
go  by  without  a  joy!  nothing  but  toil  for  my  poor  boy 
in  life!  That  thought  is  like  an  illness  to  a  mother; 
it  tortures  me  at  night;  it  wakes  me  in  the  morning. 
O  God!  what  have  I  done?  for  what  crime  dost  thou 
punish  me  thus?  " 

She  left  her  sofa,  took  a  little  chair,  and  sat  close 
to  Athanase,  so  as  to  lay  her  bead  on  the  bosom  of 
her  child.  There  is  always  the  grace  of  love  in  true 
motherhood.  Athanase  kissed  her  on  the  eyes,  on  her 
gray  hair,  on  her  forehead,  with  the  sacred  desire  of 
laying  his  soul  wherever  he  applied  his  lips. 

"I  shall  never  succeed,"  he  said,  trying  to  deceive 
his  mother  as  to  the  fatal  resolution  he  was  revolving 
in  his  mind. 

"Pooh!  don't  get  discouraged.  As  you  often  say, 
thought  can  do  all  things.  With  ten  bottles  of  ink, 
ten  reams  of  paper,  and  his  powerful  will,  Luther 
upset  all  Europe.  Well,  you  '11  make  yourself  famous ; 
you  will  do  good  things  by  the  same  means  which  he 
used  to  do  evil  things.  Have  n't  you  said  so  your- 
self? For  my  part,  I  listen  to  you;  I  understand  you 
a  great  deal  more  than  you  think  I  do, —  for  I  still  bear 
you  in  my  bosom,  and  your  every  thought  still  stirs 
me  as  your  slightest  motion  did  in  other  days." 

"I  shall  never  succeed  here,  mamma;  and  I  don't 
want  you  to  witness  the  sight  of  my  struggles,  my 
misery,  my  anguish.  Oh,  mother,  let  me  leave 
Alengon!  I  want  to  suffer  away  from  you." 
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"And  I  wish  to  be  at  your  side,"  replied  his  mothei', 
proudly.  ' '  Suffer  without  your  mother !  —  that  poor 
motlier  who  would  be  your  servaut  if  necessary;  who 
will  efface  herself  rather  than  injure  you ;  j'our  mother, 
who  will  never  shame  you.  No,  no,  Athanase;  we 
must  not  part." 

Athanase  clung  to  his  mother  with  the  ardor  of  a 
dying  man  who  clings  to  life. 

"But  I  wish  it,  nevertheless.  If  not,  you  will  lose 
me;  this  double  grief,  yours  and  mine,  is  killing  me. 
You  would  rather  I  lived  than  died?  " 

Madame  Granson  looked  at  her  son  with  a  hag- 
gard eye. 

"So  this  is  what  you  have  been  brooding?  "  she  said. 
"They  told  me  right.     Do  you  really  mean  to  go?" 

"Yes." 

"You  will  not  go  without  telling  me;  without  warn- 
ing me?  You  must  have  an  outfit  and  money.  I  have 
some  louis  sewn  into  my  petticoat;  I  shall  give  them 
to  yon." 

Athanase  wept. 

"That's  all  I  wanted  to  tell  you,"  he  said.  "Now 
I  '11  take  you  to  the  du  Roneerets'.     Come." 

The  mother  and  the  son  went  out.  Athanase  left  his 
mother  at  the  door  of  the  house  where  she  intended  to 
pass  the  evening.  He  looked  long  at  the  light  which 
came  through  the  shutters;  he  clung  closely  to  the 
wall,  and  a  frenzied  joy  came  over  him  when  he  pres- 
ently heard  his  mother  say,  "He  has  great  independ- 
ence of  heart. 

"Poor  mother!  I  have  deceived  her,"  he  cried,  as 
he  made  his  way  to  the  Sarthe. 


An  Old  Maid.  343 

He  reached  the  noble  poplar  beneath  which  he  had 
meditated  so  much  for  the  last  forty  days,  and  where 
he  had  placed  two  heavy  stones  on  which  he  now  sat 
down.  He  contemplated  that  beautiful  nature  lighted 
by  the  moon;  he  reviewed  once  more  the  glorious 
future  he  had  longed  for;  he  passed  through  towns 
that  were  stirred  by  his  name;  he  heard  the  applaud- 
ing crowds;  he  breathed  the  incense  of  his  fame;  he 
adored  that  life  long  dreamed  of;  radiant,  he  sprang  to 
radiant  triumphs;  he  raised  his  statue;  he  evoked  his 
illusions  to  bid  them  farewell  in  a  last  Olympic  feast. 
The  magic  had  been  potent  for  a  moment;  but  now  it 
vajiished  forever.  In  that  awful  hour  he  clung  to  the 
beautiful  tree  to  which,  as  to  a  friend,  he  had  attached 
himself;  then  he  put  the  two  stones  into  the  pockets 
of  his  overcoat,  which  he  buttoned  across  his  breast. 
He  had  come  intentionally  without  a  hat.  He  now 
went  to  the  deep  pool  he  had  long  selected,  and  glided 
into  it  resolutely,  trying  to  make  as  little  noise  afe 
possible,  and,  in  fact,  making  scarcely  any. 

When,  at  half-past  nine  o'clock,  Madame  Granson 
returned  home,  her  servant  said  nothing  of  Athanase, 
but  gave  her  a  letter.  She  opened  it  and  read  these 
few  words,  — 

"My  good  mother,  I  have  departed;  don't  be  angry 
with  me." 

"A  pretty  trick  he  has  played  me!"  she  thought. 
"And  his  linen!  and  the  money!  Well,  he  will  write 
to  me,  and  then  I  '11  follow  him.  These  poor  children 
think  they  are  so  much  cleverer  than  their  fathers  and 
mothers." 

And  she  went  to  bed  in  peace. 
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During  the  preceding  morning  the  Sarthe  had  risen 
to  a  height  foreseen  by  the  fisherman.  These  sudden 
rises  of  muddy  water  brought  eels  frorh  their  various 
runlets.  It  so  happened  that  a  fisherman  had  spread 
bis  net  at  the  very  place  where  poor  Athanase  had 
flung  himself,  believing  that  no  one  would  ever  find 
him.  About  six  o'clock  in  the  morning  the  man  drew 
in  his  net,  and  with  it  the  young  body.  Tlie  few 
friends  of  the  poor  mother  took  every  precaution  in 
preparing  her  to  receive  the  dreadful  remains.  The 
news  of  this  suicide  made,  as  ma.y  well  be  supposed, 
a  great  excitement  in  Alen9on.  The  poor  j'oung  man 
of  genius  had  no  protector  the  night  before,  but  on 
the  morrow  of  his  death  a  thousand  voices  cried  aloud, 
"I  would  have  lielped  him."  It  is  so  easy  and  con- 
venient to  be  charitable  gratis ! 

The  suicide  was  explained  by  the  Chevalier  de 
Valois.  He  revealed,  in  a  spirit  of  revenge,  the  art- 
less, sincere,  and  genuine  love  of  Athanase  for  Made- 
moiselle Cormon.  Madame  Gransou,  enlightened  by 
the  chevalier,  remembered  a  thousand  little  circum- 
stances which  confirmed  the  chevalier's  statement. 
The  story  then  became  touching,  and  many  women 
wept  over  it.  Madame  Granson's  grief  was  silent, 
concentrated,  and  little  understood.  There  are  two 
forms  of  mourning  for  mothers.  Often  the  world  can 
enter  fully  into  the  nature  of  their  loss:  their  son, 
admired,  appreciated,  young,  perhaps  handsome,  with 
a  noble  path  before  him,  leading  to  fortune,  possibly 
to  fame,  excites  universal  regret;  society  joins  in  the 
grief,  and  alleviates  while  it  magnifies  it.  But  there 
is  another  sorrow  of  mothers  who  alone   know  what 
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their  child  -was  really;  who  alone  have  received  his 
smiles  and  observed  the  treasures  of  a  life  too  soon 
cut  short.  That  sorrow  hides  its  woe,  the  blackness 
of  which  surpasses  all  other  mourning;  it  cannot  be 
described;  happilv  there  are  but  few  women  whose 
heart-strings  are  thus  severed. 

Before  Madame  du  Bousquier  returned  to  town, 
Madame  du  Rouceret,  one  of  her  good  friends,  had 
driven  out  to  Prebaudet  to  fling  this  corpse  upon 
the  roses  of  her  joy,  to  show  her  the  love  she  had 
ignored,  and  sweetly  shed  a  thousand  drops  of  worm- 
wood into  the  honey  of  her  bridal  month.  As  Madame 
du  Bousquier  drove  back  to  Alen9on,  she  chanced  to 
meet  Madame  Granson  at  the  corner  of  the  rue  Val- 
Noble.  The  glance  of  the  mother,  dying  of  her  grief, 
struck  to  the  heart  of  the  poor  woman.  A  thousand 
maledictions,  a  thousand  flaming  reproaches,  were  in 
that  look:  Madame  du  Bousquier  was  horror-struck; 
that  glance  predicted  and  called  down  evil  upon  her 
head. 

The  evening  after  the  catastrophe,  Madame  Granson, 
one  of  the  persons  most  opposed  to  the  rector  of  the 
town,  and  who  had  hitherto  supported  the  minister  of 
Saint-Leonard,  began  to  tremble  as  she  thought  of  the 
inflexible  Catholic  doctrines  professed  by  her  own 
party.  After  placing  her  son's  body  in  its  shroud 
with  her  own  hands,  thinking  of  the  mother  of  the 
Saviour,  she  went,  with  a  soul  convulsed  by  anguish, 
to  the  house  of  the  hated  rector.  There  she  found  the 
modest  priest  in  an  outer  room,  engaged  in  putting 
away  the  flax  and  yarns  with  which  he  supplied  poor 
women,  in  order  that  they  might  never  be  wholly  out 
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of  work,  —  a  form  of  charity  which  saved  many  who 
were  incapable  of  begging  from  actual  penury.  The 
rector  left  his  yarns  and  hastened  to  take  Madame 
Granson  into  his  dining-room,  where  the  wretched 
mother  noticed,  as  she  looked  at  his  supper,  the  frugal 
method  of  his  own  living. 

"Monsieur  I'abbe,"  she  said,  "I  have  come  to  im- 
plore you  —  "    She  burst  into  tears,  unable  to  continue. 

"I  know  what  bringg  you,"  replied  the  saintly  man. 
"I  must  trust  to  you,  madame,  and  to  your  relation, 
Madame  du  Bousquier,  to  pacify  Monseigneur  the 
bishop  at  Seez.  Yes,  I  will  pray  for  your  unhappy 
child ;  yes,  I  will  say  the  masses.  But  we  must  avoid 
all  scandal,  and  give  no  opportunitj'  for  evil-judging 
persons  to  assemble  in  the  church.  I  alone,  without 
other  clergy,  at  night — " 

"Yes,  yes,  as  you  think  best;  if  only  he  may  lie  in 
consecrated  ground,"  said  the  poor  mother,  taking  the 
priest's  hand  and  kissing  it. 

Toward  midnight  a  coffin  was  clandestinely  borne  to 
the  parish  church  by  four  young  men,  comrades  whom 
Athanase  had  liked  the  best.  A  few  friends  of 
Madame  Granson,  women  dressed  in  black,  and  veiled, 
were  present;  and  half  a  dozen  other  young  men  who 
had  been  somewhat  intimate  with  this  lost  genius. 
Four  torches  flickered  on  the  coffin,  which  was  covered 
with  crape.  The  rector,  assisted  by  one  discreet  choir- 
boy, said  the  mortuary  mass.  Then  the  body  of  the 
suicide  was  noiselessly  carried  to  a  corner  of  the  ceme- 
tery, where  a  black  wooden  cross,  without  inscription, 
was  all  that  indicated  its  place  hereafter  to  the  mother. 
Athanase  lived  and  died  in  shadow.     No  voice  was 
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raised  to  blame  the  rector;  the  bishop  kept  silence. 
The  piety  of  the  mother  redeemed  the  impiety  of  the 
son's  last  act. 

Some  months  later,  the  poor  woman,  half  beside 
herself  with  grief,  and  moved  by  one  of  those  inexpli- 
cable thirsts  which  misery  feels  to  steep  its  lips  in  the 
bitter  chalice,  determined  to  see  the  spot  where  her 
son  was  drowned.  Her  instinct  may  have  told 
her  that  thoughts  of  his  could  be  recovered  beneath 
that  poplar ;  perhaps,  too,  she  desired  to  see  what  his 
eyes  had  seen  for  the  last  time.  Some  mothers  would 
die  of  the  sight;  others  give  themselves  up  to  it  in 
saintly  adoration.  Patient  anatomists  of  human 
nature  cannot  too  often  enunciate  the  truths  before 
which  all  educations,  laws,  and  philosophical  systems 
must  give  way.  Let  us  repeat  continually :  it  is  absurd 
to  force  sentiments  into  one  formula:  appearing  as 
they  do,  in  each  individual  man,  they  combine  with 
the  elements  that  form  his  nature  and  take  his  own 
physiognomy. 

Madame  Granson,  as  she  stood  on  that  fatal  spot, 
saw  a  woman  approach  it,  who  exclaimed,  — 

"Was  it  here?" 

That  woman  wept  as  the  mother  wept.  It  was 
Suzanne.  Arriving  that  morning  at  the  hotel  du 
More,  she  had  been  told  of  the  catastrophe.  If  poor 
Athanase  had  been  living,  she  meant  to  do  as  many 
noble  souls,  who  are  moneyless,  dream  of  doing,  and 
as  the  rich  never  think  of  doing,  —  she  meant  to  have 
sent  him  several  thousand  francs,  writing  upon  the 
envelope  the  words:  "Money  due  to  your  father  from 
a  comrade   who   makes    restitution   to   you."     This 
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tender  scheme  had  been  arranged  by  Suzanne  during 
her  journey. 

The  courtesan  caught  sight  of  Madame  Granson  and 
moved  rapidly  away,  whispering  as  she  passed  her, 
"I  loved  him!" 

Suzanne,  faithful  to  her  nature,  did  not  leave  Alen- 
Qon  on  this  occasion  without  changing  the  orange- 
blossoms  of  the  bride  to  rue.  She  was  the  first  to 
declare  that  Madame  du  Bousquier  would  never  be 
anything  but  Mademoiselle  Oormou.  With  one  stab 
of  her  tongue  she  revenged  poor  Athanase  and  her 
dear  chevalier. 

Alencon  now  witnessed  a  suicide  that  was  slower 
and  quite  differently  pitiful  from  that  of  poor  Atha- 
nase, who  was  quickly  forgotten  by  society,  which 
always  makes  haste  to  forget  its  dead.  The  poor 
Chevalier  de  Valois  died  in  life;  his  suicide  was  a 
daily  occurrence  for  fourteen  years.  Three  months  after 
the  du  Bousquier  marriage  society  remarked,  not  with- 
out astonishment,  that  the  linen  of  the  chevalier  was 
frayed  and  rusty,  that  his  hair  was  irregularly  combed 
and  brushed.  With  a  frowsy  head  the  Chevalier  de 
Valois  could  no  longer  be  said  to  exist!  A  few  of  his 
ivory  teeth  deserted,  though  the  keenest  observers  of 
human  life  were  unable  to  discover  to  what  body  they 
had  hitherto  belonged,  whether  to  a  foreign  legion  or 
whetlier  they  were  indigenous,  vegetable  or  animal; 
whether  age  had  pulled  them  from  the  chevalier's 
mouth,  or  whether  they  were  left  forgotten  in  the 
drawer  of  his  dressing-table.  The  cravat  was  crooked, 
indifferent  to  elegance.  The  negroes'  heads  grew  pale 
with  dust -and  grease.     The  wrinkles  of-  the  face- were 
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blackened  and  puckered ;  the  skin  became  parchment. 
The  nails,  neglected,  were  often  seen,  alas!  with  a 
black  velvet  edging.  The  waistcoat  was  tracked  and 
stained  with  droppings  which  spread  upon  its  surface 
like  autumn  leaves.  The  cotton  in  the  ears  was  sel- 
dom changed.  Sadness  reigned  upon  that  brow,  and 
slipped  its  yellowing  tints  into  the  depths  of  each 
furrow.  In  short,  the  ruins,  hitherto  so  cleverly 
hidden,  now  showed  through  the  cracks  and  crevices  of 
that  fine  edifice,  and  proved  the  power  of  the  soul  over 
the  body;  for  the  fair  and  dainty  man,  the  cavalier,  the 
young  blood,  died  when  hope  deserted  him.  Until  ttien 
the  nose  of  the  chevalier  was  ever  delicate  and  nice; 
never  had  a  damp  black  blotch,  nor  an  amber  drop 
fallen  from  it;  but  now  that  nose,  smeared  with  tobacco 
around  the  nostrils,  degraded  by  the  driblets  which 
took  advantage  of  the  natural  gutter  placed  between 
itself  and  the  upper  lip,  —  that  nose,  which  no  longer 
cared  to  seem  agreeable,  revealed  the  infinite  pains  _ 
which  the  chevalier  had  formerly  taken  with  his  per- 
son, and  made  observers  comprehend,  by  the  extent 
of  its  degradation,  the  greatness  and  persistence  of  the 
man's  designs  upon  Mademoiselle  Cormon. 

Alas,  too,  the  anecdotes  went  the  way  of  the  teeth ; 
the  clever  sayings  grew  rare.  The  appetite,  however, 
remained;  the  old  nobleman  saved  nothing  but  his 
stomach  from  the  wreck  of  his  hopes ;  though  he  lan- 
guidly prepared  his  pinches  of  snuff,  he  ate  alarming 
dinners.  Perhaps  you  will  more  fully  understand  the 
disaster  that  this  marriage  was  to  the  mind  and  heart 
of  the.  chevalier  when  you  learn  that  his  intercourse 
with  the- Princess  Goritza  became  less  frequent." 
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One  day  he  appeared  in  Mademoiselle  Armande's 
salon  with  the  calf  of  his  leg  on  the  shin-bone.  This 
bankruptcy  of  the  graces  was,  I  do  assure  you,  terri- 
ble, and  struck  all  Alenqon  with  horror.  The  late 
young  man  had  become  an  old  one;  this  human  being, 
who,  by  the  breaking-dowu  of  his  spirit,  had  passed 
at  once  from  fifty  to  ninety  years  of  age,  frightened 
society.  Besides,  his  secret  was  betrayed;  he  had 
waited  and  watched  for  Mademoiselle  Cormon ;  he 
had,  like  a  patient  hunter,  adjusted  his  aim  for  ten 
whole  years,  and  finally  had  missed  the  game!  In 
short,  the  impotent  Eepublic  had  won  the  day  from 
Valiant  Chivalry,  and  that,  too,  under  the  Eestoration ! 
Form  triumphed ;  mind  was  vanquished  by  matter, 
diplomacy  by  insurrection.  And,  O  final  blow!  a 
mortified  grisette  revealed  the  secret  of  the  che%'alier's 
mornings,  and  he  now  passed  for  a  libertine.  The 
liberals  cast  at  his  door  all  the  foundlings  hitherto 
attributed  to  du  Bousquier.  But  the  faubourg  Saint- 
Germain  of  Alengon  accepted  them  proudlj';  it  even 
said,  "That  poor  chevalier,  what  else  could  he  do?" 
The  faubourg  pitied  him,  gathered  him  closer  to  their 
circle,  and  brought  back  a  few  rare  smiles  to  his  face ; 
but  frightful  enmity  was  piled  upon  the  head  of  du 
Bousquier.  Eleven  persons  deserted  the  Cormon  salon, 
and  passed  to  that  of  the  d'Esgrignons. 

The  old  maid's  marriage  had  a  signal  effect  in 
defining  the  two  parties  in  Aleuqon.  The  salon 
d'Esgrignon  represented  the  upper  aristocracy  (the 
returning  Troisvilles  attached  themselves  to  it);  the 
Cormon  salon  represented,  under  the  clever  influence  of 
du  Bousquier,  that  fatal  class  of  opinions  which,  with- 
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out  being  truly  liberal  or  resolutely  royalist,  gave 
birth  to  the  221  on  the  famous  day  when  the  struggle 
openly  began  between  the  most  august,  grandest,  and 
only  true  power,  roi/alti/,  and  the  most  false,  most 
changeful,  most  oppressive  of  all  powers,  —  the  power 
called  parliamentary,  which  elective  assemblies  exer- 
cise. The  salon  du  Eonceret,  secretly  allied  to  the 
Cormon  salon,  was  boldly  liberal. 

The  Abbe  de  Sponde,  after  his  return  from  Pre- 
baudet,  bore  many  and  continual  sufferings,  which  he 
kept  within  his  breast,  saying  no  word  of  them  to  his 
niece.  But  to  Mademoiselle  Armande  he  opened  his 
heart,  admitting  that,  folly  for  folly,  he  would  much 
have  preferred  the  Chevalier  de  Valois  to  Monsieur  du 
Bousquier.  Never  would  the  dear  chevalier  have  had 
the  bad  taste  to  contradict  and  oppose  a  poor  old  man 
who  had  but  a  few  days  more  to  live;  du  Bousquier 
had  destroyed  everything  in  the  good  old  home.  The 
abbe  said,  with  scanty  tears  moistening  his  aged 
eyes,  — 

"Mademoiselle,  I  have  n't  even  the  little  grove  where 
I  have  walked  for  fifty  years.  My  beloved  lindens 
are  all  cut  down!  At  the  moment  of  my  death  the 
Eepublic  appears  to  me  more  than  ever  under  the  form 
of  a  horrible  destruction  of  the  Home." 

"You  must  pardon  your  niece,"  said  the  Chevalier 
de  Valois.  "Eepublican  ideas  are  the  first  error  of 
youth  which  seeks  for  liberty;  later  it  finds  it  the 
worst  of  despotisms,  —  that  of  an  impotent  canaille. 
Your  poor  niece  is  punished  where  she  sinned." 

"What  will  become  of  me  in  a  house  where  naked 
women  are  painted  on  the  walls? "  said  the  poor  abbe. 
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^'Where  shall  I  find  other  lindens  beneath  which  to 
read  my  breviary?  " 

Like  Kant,  who  was  unable  to  collect  his  thoughts 
after  the  fir-tree  at  which  he  was  accustomed  to  gaze 
while  meditating  was  cut  down^  so  the  poor  abbe 
could  never  attain  the  ardor  of  his  former  praj'ers 
while  walking  up  and  down  the  sbadeless  paths.  Du 
Bousquier  had  planted  an  English  garden. 

"It  was  best,"  said  Madame  du  Bousquier,  without 
thinking  so;  but  the  Abbe  Couturier  had  authorized 
her  to  commit  many  wrongs  to  please  her  husband. , 

These  restorations  destroyed  all  the  venerable  dig- 
nity, cordiality,  and  patriarchal  air  of  the  old  house. 
Like  the  Chevalier  de  Valois,  whose  personal  ■  neglect 
might  be  called  an  abdication,  the  bourgeois  dignity 
of  the  Cormon  salon  existed  no  longer  when  it  was 
turned  to  white  and  gold,  with  mahogany  ottomans 
covered  in  blue  satin.-  The  dining-room,  adorned 
in  modern  taste,  was  colder  in  tone  than  it  used  to  be, 
and  the  dinners  were  eaten  with  less  appetite  than 
formerly.  Monsieur  dn  Coudrai  declared  that  he  felt 
his  puns  stick  in  his  throat  as  he  glanced  at  the  figures 
painted  on  the  walls,  which  looked  him  out  of  counte- 
nance. Externally,  the  house  was  still  provincial ; 
but  internally  everything  revealed  the  purveyor  of  the 
Directory  and  the  bad  taste  of  the  money-changer,  — 
for  instance,  columns  in  stucco,  glass  doors,  Greek 
mouldings,  meaningless  outlines,  all  styles  conglom- 
erated, magnificence  out  of  place  and  out  of  season. 

The  town  of  AlenQon  gabbled  for  two  weeks  over 
this  luxury,  which  seemed  unparalleled;  but  a  few 
months  later  the  community  was  proud  of  it,  and  sev- 
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eral  rich  manufacturers  restored  their  houses  and  set 
up  flne  salons.  Modern  furniture  came  into  the  town, 
and  astral  lamps  were  seen ! 

The  Abbe  de  Sponde  was  among  the  first  to  perceive 
the  secret  unhappiness  this  marriage  now  brought  to 
the  private  life  of  his  beloved  niece.  The  character 
of  noble  simplicity  which  had  hitherto  ruled  their  lives 
was  lost  during  the  first  winter,  when  du  Bousquier 
gave  two  balls  every  month.  Oh,  to  hear  violins  and 
profane  music- at  these  worldly  entertainments  in  the 
sacred  old  house!-  The  abbe  prayed  on  his  knees 
while  the  revels  lasted.  Next  the  political  system  of 
the  sober  salon  was  slowly  perverted.  The  abbe 
fathomed  du  Bousquier;  he  shuddered  at  his  imperi- 
ous tone;  he  saw  the  tears  in  his  niece's  eyes  when 
she  felt  herself  losing  all  control  over  her  own  prop- 
erty; for  her  husband  now  left  nothing  in  her  hands 
but  the  management  of  the  linen,  the  table,  and  things 
of  a  kind  which  are  the  lot  of  women.  Eose  had  no 
longer  any  orders  to  give.  Monsieur's  will  was  alone 
regarded  by  Jacquelin,  now  become  coachman,  by 
Eene,  the  groom,  and  by  the  chef,  who  came  from  Paris, 
Mariette  being  reduced  to  kitchen  maid.  Madame  du 
Bousquier  had  no  one  to  rule  but  Josette.  "Who  knows 
what  it  costs  to  relinquish  the  delights  of  power?  If 
the  triumph  of  the  will  is  one  of  the  intoxicating 
pleasures  in  the  lives  of  great  men,  it  is  the  all  of  life 
to  narrow  minds.  One  must  needs  have  been  a  minis- 
ter dismissed  from  power  to  comprehend  the  bitter 
pain  which  came  upon  Madame  du  Bousquier  when  she 
found  herself  reduced  to  this  absolute  servitude.  She 
often  got  into  the  carriage  against  her  will;  shfe  saw 
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herself  surrounded  by  servants  who  were  distasteful  to 
her ;  she  no  longer  had  the  handling  of  her  dear  monej-, 
—  she  who  had  known  herself  free  to  spend  money, 
and  did  not  spend  it. 

All  imposed  limits  make  the  human  being  desire  to 
go  beyond  them.  The  keenest  sufferings  come  from 
the  thwarting  of  self-will.  The  beginning  of  this 
state  of  things  was,  however,  rose-colored.  Every 
concession  made  to  marital  authority  was  an  effect  of 
the  love  which  the  poor  woman  felt  for  her  husband. 
Du  Bousquier  behaved,  in  the  first  instance,  admirably 
to  his  wife:  he  was  wise;  he  was  excellent;  he  gave 
her  the  best  of  reasons  for  each  new  encroachment. 
So  for  the  first  two  years  of  her  marriage  Madame  du 
Bousquier  appeared  to  -  be  satisfied.  She  had  that 
deliberate,  demure  little  air  which  distinguishes  young 
women  who  have  married  for  love.  The  rush  of  blood 
to  her  head  no  longer  tormented  her.  This  appear- 
ance of  satisfaction  routed  the  scoffers,  contradicted 
certain  rumors  about  du  Bousquier,  and  puzzled  all 
observers  of  the  human  heart.  Rose-Marie-Tictoire 
was  so  afraid  that  if  she  displeased  her  husband  or 
opposed  him,  she  would  lose  his  affection  and  be  de- 
prived of  his  company,  that  she  would  willinglj-  have 
sacrificed  all  to  him,  even  her  uncle.  Her  silly  little 
forms  of  pleasure  deceived  even  the  poor  abbe  for  a 
time,  who  endured  his  own  trials  all  the  better  for 
thinking  that  his  niece  was  happy,  after  all. 

Alen9on  at  first  thought  the  same.  But  there  was 
one  man  more  diflScult  to  deceive  than  the  whole  town 
put  together.  The  Chevalier  de  Valois,  who  had  taken 
refuge  on  the  Sacred  Mount  of  the  upper  aristocracy, 
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now  passed  his  life  at  the  d'Esgrignous.  He  listened 
to  the  gossip  and  the  gabble,  and  he  .thought  day  and 
night  upon  his  vengeance.  He  meant  to  strike  du 
Bousquier  to  the  heart. 

The  poor  abbe  fully  understood  the  baseness  of  this 
first  and' last  love  of  his  niece;  he  shuddered  as,  little 
by  little,  he  perceived  the  hypocritical  nature  of  his 
nephew  and  his  treacherous  manoeuvres.  Though  du 
Bousquier  restrained  himself,  as  he  thought  of  the 
abbe's  property,  and  wished  not  to  cause  him  vexa- 
tion, it  was  his  hand  that  dealt  the  blow  that  sent  the 
old  priest  to  his  grave.  If  you  will  interpret  the  word 
intolerance  a,s  firmness  of  principli'.i  if  you  do  not  wish 
to  condemn  in  the  catholic  soul  of  the  Abbe  de  Sponde 
the  stoicism  which  AA'^ alter  Scott  has  made  you  admire 
in  the  puritan  soul  of  Jeanie  Deans'  father;  if  you 
are  willing  to  recognize  in  the  Roman  Church  the 
Potlus  mori  quam  foedari  which  you  admire  in  repub- 
lican tenets,  — you  will  understand  the  sorrow  of  the 
Abbe  de  Sponde  when  he  saw  in  his  niece's  salon 
the  apostate  priest,  the  renegade,  the  pervert,  the 
heretic,  that  enemy  of  the  Church,  the  guiltj'  taker  of 
the  Constitutional  oath.  Du  Bousquier,  whose  secret 
ambition  was  to  lay  down  the  law  to  the  town,  wished, 
as  a  first  proof  of  his  power,  to  reconcile  the  minister 
of  Saint-Leonard  with  the  rector  of  the  parish,  and 
he  succeeded.  His  wife  thought  he  had  accomplished 
a  work  of  peace  where  the  immovable  abbe  saw  only 
treachery.  The  bishop  came  to  visit  du  Bousquier, 
and  seemed  glad  of  the  cessation  of  hostilities.  The 
virtues  of  the  Abbe  Francois  had  conquered  prejudice, 
except  that  of  the  aged  Roman  Catholic,  who  exclaimed 
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with  Corneille,  "Alas!  what  virtues  do  you  make  me 
hate :  " 

The  abbe  died  when  orthodoxy  thus  expired  iu  the 
diocese. 

In  1819,  the  property  of  the  Abbe  de  Sponde  in- 
creased JIadame  du  Bousquier's  income  from  real 
estate  to  twenty-five  thousand  francs  without  counting 
Prebaudet  or  the  house  in  the  Val-Xoble.  About  this 
time  du  Bousquier  returned  to  his  wife  the  capital  of 
her  savings  which  she  had  yielded  to  him;  and  he 
made  her  use  it  in  purchasing  lands  contiguous  to 
Prebaudet,  which  made  that  domain  one  of  the  most 
considerable  in  the  department,  for  the  estates  of  the 
Abbe  de  Sponde  also  adjoined  it.  Du  Bousqujer  thus 
passed  for  one  of  the  richest  men  of  the  department. 
This  able  man,  the  constant  candidate  of  the  liberals, 
missing  by  seven  or  eight  votes  only  in  all  the  electoral 
battles  fought  under  the  Eestoration,  and  who  osten- 
sibly repudiated  the  liberals  by  trying  to  be  elected 
as  a  ministerial  royalist  (without  ever  being  able 
to  conquer  the  aversion  of  the  administration),  —  this 
rancorous  republican,  mad  with  ambition,  resolved  to 
rival  the  royalism  and  aristocracy  of  Alencon  at  the 
moment  when  they  once  more  had  the  upper  hand.  He 
strengthened  himself  with  the  Church  by  the  deceit- 
ful appearance  of  a  well-feigned  jiiety :  he  accom- 
panied his  wife  to  mass;  he  gave  money  for  the  con- 
rents  of  the  town;  he  assisted  the  congregation  of  the 
Sacre-Coeur;  he  took  sides  with  the  clergy  on  all 
occasions  when  the  clergy  came  into  collision  with 
the  town,  the  department,  or  the  State.  Secretly  sup- 
ported by  the  liberals,  protected  by  the  Church,  call- 
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ing  himself  a  constitutional  royalist,  he  kept  beside 
the  aristocracy  of  the  department  in  the  one  hope  of 
ruining  it,  —  and  he  did  ruin  it.  Ever  on  the  watch 
for  the  faults  and  blunders  of  the  nobility  and  the 
government,  he  laid  plans  for  his  vengeance  against 
the  "chateau-people,"  and  especially  against  the 
d'Esgrignons,  in  whose  bosom  he  was  one  day  to 
thrust  a  poisoned  dagger. 

Among  other  benefits  to  the  town  he  gave  money 
liberally  to  revive  the  manufacture  ot point  d' Aleii^on  ; 
he  renewed  the  trade  in  linens,  and  the  town  had  a 
factory.  Inscribing  himself  thus  upon  the  interests 
and  heart  of  the  masses,  bj'  doing  what  the  royalists 
did  not  do,  du  Bousquier  did  not  really  risk  a  farthing. 
Backed  by  his  fortune,  he  could  afford  to  wait  results 
which  enterprising  persons  who  involve  themselves  are 
forced  to  abandon  to  luckier  successors. 

Du  Bousquier  now  posed  as  a  banker.  This  minia- 
ture LafFitte  was  a  partner  in  all  new  enterprises, 
taking  good  security.  He  served  himself  while  appar- 
ently serving  the  interests  of  the  community.  He  was 
the  prime  mover  of  insurance  companies,  the  protector 
of  new  enterprises  for  public  conveyance;  he  sug- 
gested petitions  asking  the  administration  for  the 
•necessary  roads  and  bridges.  Thus  warned,  the 
government  considered  this  action  an  encroachment 
on  its  own  authority.  A  struggle  was  begun  injudi- 
ciouslj-,  for  the  good  of  the  community  compelled  the 
authorities  to  yield  in  the  end.  Du  Bousquier  embit- 
tered the  provincial  nobility  against  the  court  nobility 
and  Ihe  peerage;  and  finally  he  brought  about  the 
shocking  adhesion  of  a  strong  party  of  constitutional 
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royalists  to  the  warfare  sustained  by  the  "Journal  des 
Debats,"  and  M.  de  Chateaubriand  against  the 
throne,  —  an  ungrateful  opposition  based  on  ignoble 
interests,  which  was  one  cause  of  the  triumph  of  the 
bourgeoisie  and  journalism  in  1830. 

Thus  du  Bousqnier,  in  common  with  the  class  he 
represented,  had  the  satisfaction  of  beholding  the 
funeral  of  royalty.  The  old  republican,  smothered 
with  masses,  who  for  fifteen  years  had  played  that 
comedy  to  satisfy  his  vendetta,  himself  threw  down 
with  his  own  hand  the  white  flag  of  the  maj'oralty  to 
the  applause  of  the  multitude.  Xo  man  in  France 
cast  upon  the  new  throne  raised  in  August,  1830,  a 
glance  of  more  intoxicated,  joyous  vengeance.  The 
accession -of  the  Younger  Branch  wus  the  triumph  of 
the  Revolution.  To  him  the  victory  of  the  tricolor 
meant  the  resurrection  of  the  Montague,  which  this 
time  should  surely  bring  the  nobility  down  to  the  dust 
by  means  more  certain  than  that  of  the  guillotine, 
because  less  violent.  The  peerage  without  heredity ; 
the  National  Guard,  which  puts  on  the  same  camp-bed 
the  corner  grocer  and  the  marquis;  the  abolition  of 
entails  demanded  by  a  bourgeois  lawj-er;  the  Catholic 
Church  deprived  of  its  supremacy;  and  all  the  other 
legislative  inventions  of  August,  1830,  —  were  to  du- 
Bousquier  the  wisest  possible  application  of  the  prin- 
ciples of  1793. 

Since  1830  this  man  has  been  a  receiver-general. 
He  relied  for  his  advancement  on  his  relations  with 
the  Due  d'Orleans,  father  of  Louis  Philippe,  and  with 
Monsieur  de  Folmon,  formerly  steward  to  the  Duchess- 
dowager  of  Orleans.     He  receives  about  eighty  thou- 
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sand  francs  a  year.  In  the  eyes  of  the  people  about 
him  Monsieur  du  Bousquier  is  a  man  of  means,  —  a 
respectable  man,  steady  in  his  principles,  upright,  and 
obliging.  Alencon  owes  to  him  its  connection  with 
the  industi'ial  movement  by  which  Brittany  may  pos- 
sibly some  day  be  joined  to  what  is  popularly  called 
modern  civilization.  Alenqon,  which  up  to  1816  could 
boast  of  only  two  private  carriages,  sawy  without 
amazement,  in  the  course  of  ten  years,  coupes,  landaus, 
tilburies,  and  cabriolets  rolling  through  her  streets. 
The  burghers  and  the  laud-owners,  alarmed  at  first 
lest  the  price  of  everything,  should  increase,  recog- 
nized later  that  this  increase  in  the  style  of  living  had 
a  contrary  effect  upon  their  revenues.  The  prophetic 
remark  of  du  Eonceret,  "Du  Bousquier  is  a  very 
strong  man,"  was  adopted  by  the  whole  country-side. 
But,  unhappily  for  the  wife,  that  saj'ing  has  a  double 
meaning.  The  -husband  does  not  in  any  way  resem- 
ble the  public  politician.  This  great  citizen,  so 
liberal  to  the  world  about  him,  so  kindly  inspired 
with  love  for  his  native  place,  is  a  despot  in  his 
own  house,  and  utterly  devoid  of  conjugal  affection. 
This  man,  so  profoundly  astute,  hypocritical,  and  sly; 
this  Cromwell  of  the  Val-Noble, —  behaves  In  his  home 
as  he  behaves  to  the  aristocracy,  whom  he  caresses  in 
hopes  to  throttle  them.  Like  his  friend  Bernadotte, 
he  wears  a  velvet  glove  upon  his  iron  hand.  His  wife 
has  given  him  no  children.  Suzanne's  remark  and  the 
chevalier's  insinuations  were  therefore  justified.  But 
the  liberal  bourgeoisie,  the  constitutional-royalist- 
bourgeoisie,  the  country  squires,  the  magistracy,  and 
the  "church   party"  laid   the   blame  on  Madame  du 
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Bousquier.  " She  was  too  old, "  they  said ;  "Monsieur 
du  Bousquier  had  married  her  too  late.  Besides,  it 
was  very  lucky  for  the  poor  woman;  it  was  dangerous 
at  her  age  to  bear  children!"  ^^'hen  Madame  du 
Bousquier  confided,  weeping,  her  periodic  despair  to 
Mesdames  du  Coudrai  and  du  Eoneeret,  those  ladies 
would  reply,  — 

"But  you  are  crazy,  my  dear;  you  dou't  know  what 
you  are  wishing  for;  a  child  would  be  your  death." 

Many  men,  whose  hopes  were  fastened  on  du  Bous- 
quier's  triumph,  sang  his  praises  to  their  wives,  who 
in  turn  repeated  them  to  the  poor  wife  in  some  such 
speech  as  this:  — 

"You  are  very  lucky,  dear,  to  have  married  such  an 
able  man ;  you  '11  escape  the  misery  of  women  whose 
husbands  are  men  without  energy,  incapable  of  man- 
aging their  property,  or  bringing  up  their  children." 

"Your  husband  is  making  you  queen  of  the  depart- 
ment, my  love.  He  '11  never  leave  you  embarrassed, 
not  he!     ^Yhy,  he  leads  all  Alengon." 

"But  I  wish,"  said  the  poor  wife,  "that  he  gave  less 
time  to  the  public  and  —  " 

"You  are  hard  to  please,  my  dear  Madame  du  Bous- 
quier. I  assure  you  that  all  the  women  in  town  en^•y 
you  your  husband." 

Misjudged  by  society,  which  began  by  blaming  her, 
the  pious  woman  found  ample  opportunity  in  her  home 
to  display  her  virtues.  She  lived  in  tears,  but  she 
never  ceased  to  present  to  others  a  placid  face.  To 
so  Christian  a  soul  a  certain  thought  which  pecked 
forever  at  her  heart  was  a  crime:  "I  loved  the  Cheva- 
lier de  Valois,"  it  said;  "but  Ihave  married  du  Bous- 
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quier."  The  love  of  poor  Athanase  Granson  also 
rose  like  a  phantom  of  remorse,  and  pursued  her  even 
in  her  dreams.  The  death  of  her  uncle,  whose  griefs 
at  the  last  burst  forth,  made  her  life  still  more  sor- 
rowful ;  for  she  now  felt  the  suffering  her  uncle  must 
have  endured  in  witnessing  the  change  of  political  and 
religious  opinion  in  the  old  house.  Sorrow  often  falls 
like  a  thunderbolt,  as  it  did  on  Madame  Granson;  but 
in  this  old  maid  it  slowly  spread  like  a  drop  of  oil, 
which  never  leaves  the  stuff  that  slowly  imbibes  it. 

The  Chevalier  de  Valois  was  the  malicious  manipu- 
lator who  brought  about  the  crowning  misfortune  of 
Madame  du  Bousquier's  life.  His  heart  was  set  on 
undeceiving  her  pious  simplicity;  for  the  chevalier, 
expert  in  love,  divined  du  Bousquiei-,  the  married  man, 
as  he  had  divined  du  Bousquier,  the  bachelor.  But 
the  wary  republican  was  difficult  of  attack.  His 
salon  was,  of  course,  closed  to  the  Chevalier  de  Valois, 
as  to  all  those  who,  in  the  early  days  of  his  marriage, 
had  slighted  the  Cormon  mansion.  He  was,  moreover, 
impervious  to  ridicule:  he  possessed  a  vast  fortune; 
he  reigned  in  Alen5on;  he  cared  as  little  for  his  wife 
as  Richard  III.  cared  for  the  dead  horse  which  had 
helped  him  to  win  a  battle.  To  please  her  husband, 
Madame  du  Bousquier  had  broken  off  relations  with 
the  d'Esgrignon  household,  where  she  went  no  longer, 
except  that  sometimes  when  her  husband  left  her 
during  his  trips  to  Paris,  she  would  pay  a  brief  visit 
to  Mademoiselle  Armande. 

About  three  years  after  her  marriage,  at  the  time  of 
the  Abbe  de  Sponde"s  death.  Mademoiselle  Armande 
joined   Madame   du  Bousquier  as  they  were  leaving 
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Saint-Leonard's,  where  tbey  had  gone  to  hear  a  re- 
quiem said  for  him.  The  generous  demoiselle  thought 
that  on  this  occasion  she  owed  her  sympathy  to  the 
niece  in  trouble.  They  walked  together,  talking  of 
the  dear  deceased,  until  they  reached  the  forbidden 
house,  into  which  Mademoiselle  Armande  enticed 
Madame  du  Bousquier  by  the  charm  of  her  manner 
and  conversation.  The  poor  desolate  woman  was  glad 
to  talk  of  her  uncle  with  one  whom  he  truly  loved. 
Moreover,  she  wanted  to  receive  the  condolences  of 
the  old  marquis,  whom  she  had  not  seen  for  nearly 
three  years.  It  was  half-past  one  o'clock,  and  she 
found  at  the  hotel  d'Esgrignon  the  Chevalier  de 
Valois,  who  had  come  to  dinner.  As  he  bowed  to  her, 
he  took  her  by  the  hands. 

"Well,  dear,  virtuous,  and  beloved  lady,"  he  said, 
in  a  tone  of  emotion,  "we  have  lost  our  sainted  friend ; 
we  share  your  grief.  Yes,  your  loss  is  as  keenly  felt 
here  as  in  your  own  home, — more  so,"  he  added, 
alluding  to  du  Bousquier. 

After  a  few  more  words  of  funeral  oration,  in  which 
all  present  spoke  from  the  heart,  the  chevalier  took 
Madame  du  Bousquier's  arm,  and,  gallantly  placing 
it  within  his  own,  pressed  it  adoringly  as  he  led  her 
to  the  recess  of  a  window. 

"Are  you  happy?"  he  said  in  a  fatherly  voice. 

"Yes,"  she  said,  dropping  her  eyes. 

Hearing  that  "Yes,"  Madame  de  Troisville,  the 
daughter  of  the  Princess  Scherbellof,  and  the  old 
Marquise  de  Casteran  came  up  and  joined  the  cheva- 
lier, together  with  Mademoiselle-  Armande.  They  all 
went-  to  walk  in  the  garden  until  dinner  was  served, 
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without  any  -perception  on  the  part  of  Madame  du 
Bousquier  that  a  little  conspiracy  was  afoot.  "  We 
have  her!  now  let  us  find  out  the  secret  of  the  case," 
were  the  words  written  in  the  eyes  of  all  present. 

"To  make  your  happiness  complete,"  said  Made- 
moiselle Armande,  "you  ought  to  have  children,  — a 
fine  lad  like  my  nephew  —  " 

Tears  seemed  to  start  in  Madame  du  Bousquier's 
eyes. 

"I  have  heard.it  said  that  you  were  the  one  to  blame 
in  the  matter,  and  that  you  feared  the  dangers  of  a 
.  pregnancy,"  said  the  chevalier. 

"I!  "  she  said  artlessly.  "I  would  buy  a  child 
with  a  hundred  years  of  purgatory  if  I  could." 

On  the  question  thus  started  a  discussion  arose, 
conducted  by  Madame  de  Troisville  and  the  old  Mar- 
quise de  Casteran  with  such  delicacy  and  adroitness 
that  the  poor  victim  revealed,  without  being  aware  of 
it,  the  secrets  of  her  home.  Mademoiselle  Armande 
had  taken  the  chevalier's  arm,  and  walked  away  so  as 
to  leave  the  three  women  free  to  discuss  wedlock. 
Madame  du  Bousquier  was  then  enlightened  on  the 
various  deceptions  of  her  marriage;  and  as  she  was 
still  the  same  simpleton  she  had  always  been,  she 
amused  her  advisers  by  delightful  naivetes. 

Although  at  first  the  deceptive  marriage  of  Made- 
moiselle Cormon  made  a  laugh  throughout  the  town, 
which  was  soon  initiated  into  the  story  of  the  case, 
before  long  Madame  du  Bousquier  won  the  esteem  and 
sympathy  of  all  the  women.  The  fact  that  Made- 
moiselle Cormon  had  flung  herself  headlong  into  mar- 
riage  without    succeeding    in   being    married,    made 
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everybody  laugh  at  her;  but  when  they  learned  the 
exceptional  position  in  which  the  sternness  of  her 
religious  principles  placed  her,  all  the  world  admired 
her.  "That  poor  Madame  du  Bousquier  "  took  the 
place  of  "  That  good  Mademoiselle  Cormon." 

Thus  the  chevalier  contrived  to  render  du  Bousquier 
both  ridiculous  and  odious  for  a  time;  but  ridicule 
ends  by  weakening;  when  all  had  said  their  say  about 
him,  the  gossip  died  out.  Besides,  at  fifty -seven  years 
of  age  the  dumb  republican  seemed  to  many  people  to 
have  a  right  to  retire.  This  affair,  however,  envenomed 
the  hatred  which  du  Bousquier  already  bore  to  the  house 
of  •Esgrignou  to  such  a  degree  that  it  made  him  pitiless 
when  the  day  of  vengeance  came.  [See  "The  Gallery 
of  Antiquities."]  Madame  du  Bousquier  received 
orders  never  ag-ain  to  put  her  foot  into  that  house. 
By  way  of  reprisals  upon  the  chevalier  for  the  trick 
thus  played  him,  du  Bousquiei',  who  had  just  created 
the  journal  called  the  "Courrier  de  rOrne,"  caused 
the  following  notice  to  be  inserted  in  it:  — 

"  Bonds  to  the  amount  of  one  thousand  francs  a  year  will 
be  paid  to  any  person  who  can  prove  the  existence  of  one 
Monsieur  de  Pombreton  before,  during,  or  after  the  Emi- 
gration." 

Although  her  marriage  was  essentially  negative, 
Madame  du  Bousquier  saw  some  advantages  in  it: 
was  it  not  better  to  interest  herself  in  the  most  remark- 
able man  in  the  town  than  to  live  alone?  Du  Bous- 
quier was  preferable  to  a  dog,  or  cat,  or  those  canaries 
that  spinsters  adore.  He  showed  for  his  wife  a  senti- 
ment more  real  and  less  selfish  than  that  which  is  felt 
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by  servants,  confessors,  and  hopeful  heirs.  Later  in 
life  she  came  to  consider  her  husband  as  the  instru- 
ment of  divine  wrath;  for  she  then  saw  innumerable 
sins  in  her  former  desires  for  marriage;  she  regarded 
herself  as  justly  punished  for  the  sorrow  she  had 
brought  on  Madame  Granson,  and  for  the  hastened 
death  of  her  uncle.  Obedient  to  that  religion  which 
commands  us  to  kiss  the  rod  with  which  the  pun- 
ishment is  inflicted,  she  praised  her  husband,  -and 
publicly  approved  him.  But  in  the  confesaional,  or 
at  night,  when  praying,  she  wept  often,  imploring 
God's  forgiveness  for  the  apostasy  of  the  man  who 
thought  the  contrary  of  what  he  professed,  and  who 
desired  the  destruction  of  the  aristocracy  and  the 
Church,  —  the  two  religions  of  the  house  of  C'oi'mou. 

With  all  her  feelings  bruised  and  immolated  within 
her,  compelled  by  duty  to  make  her  husband  happy, 
attached  to  him  by  a  certain  indefinable  affection,  born, 
perhaps,  of  habit,  her  life  became  one  perpetual  con- 
tradiction. She  had  married  a  man  whose  conduct 
and  opinions  she  hated,  but  whom  she  was  bound  to 
care  for  with  dutiful  tenderness.  Often  she  walked 
with  the  angels  when  du  Bonsquier  ate  her  preserves 
or  thought  the  dinner  good.  iShe  watched  to  see  that 
his  slightest  wish  was  satisfied.  If  he  tore  off  the. 
cover  of  his  newspaper  and  left  it  on  a  table,  instead 
of  throwing  it  away,  she  would  say,  — 

"Rene,  leave  that  where  it  is;  monsieur  did  not 
place  it  there  without  intention." 

If  du  Bousquier  had  a  journey  to  take,  she  was  anx- 
ious about  his  trunk,  his  linen;  she  took  the  most 
miinute  precautions  for  his  material  benefit.    If  he  went 
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to  Prebaudet,  she  consulted  the  barometer  the  evening 
before  to  know  if  the  weather  would  be  fine.  She 
watched  for  his  will  in  his  eyes,  like  a  dog  which 
hears  and  sees  its  master  while  sleeping.  When  the 
stout  du  Bousquier,  touched  by  this  scrupulous  love, 
would  take  her  round  the  waist  and  kiss  her  forehead, 
saying,  "What  a  good  woman  you  are!"  tears  of 
pleasure  would  come  into  the  eyes  of  the  poor  creature. 
It  is'probable  that  du  Bousquier  felt  himself  obliged  to 
make  certain  concessions  which  obtained  for  him  the 
respect  of  Eose-Marie-Victoire;  for  Catholic  virtue 
does  not  require  a  dissimulation  as  complete  as  that  of 
Madame  du  Bousquier.  Often  the  good  saint  sat 
mutely  by  and  listened  to  the  hatred  of  men  who  con- 
cealed themselves  under  the  cloak  of  constitutional 
royalists.  She  shuddered  as  she  foresaw  the  ruin  of 
the  Church.  Occasionally  she  risked  a  stupid  word, 
an  observation  which  du  Bousquier  cut  short  with  a 
glance. 

The  worries  of  such  an  existence  ended  by  stupefy- 
ing Madame  du  Bousquier,  who  found  it  easier  and 
also  more  dignified  to  concentrate  .her  intelligence  on 
lier  own  thoughts  and  resign  herself  to  lead  a  life  that 
was  purely  animal.  She  then  adopted  the  submission 
of  a  slave,  and  regarded  it  as  a  meritorious  deed  to 
accept  the  degradation  in  which  her  husband  placed 
her.  The  fulfilment  of  his  will  never  once  caused  her 
to  murmur.  The  timid  sheep  went  henceforth  in  the 
way  the  shepherd  led  her;  she  gave  herself  up  to  the 
severest  religious  practices,  and  thought  no  more  of 
Satan  and  his  works  and  vanities.  Thus  she  pre- 
sented to  the  eyes  of  the  world  a  union  of  all  Chris- 
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tian  virtues;  and  du  Bousquier  was  certainly  one  nf 
the  luckiest  men  in  ttie  kingdom  of  France  and  of 
Navarre. 

"She  will  be  a  simpleton  to  her  last  breath,"  said 
the  former  collector,  who,  however,  dined  with  her 
twice  a  week. 

This  history  would  be  strangely  incomplete  if  no 
mention  were  made  of  the  coincidence  of  the  Chevalier 
de  Valois'  death  occurring  at  the  same  time  as  that  of 
Suzanne's  mother.  The  chevalier  died  with  the  mon- 
archy, in  August,  1830.  He  had  joined  the  cortege  of 
Charles  X.  at  Nonancourt,  and  piously  escorted  it  to 
Cherbourg  .with  the  Troisvilles,  Casterans,  d'Esgri- 
gnons,  Verneuils,  etc.  The  old  gentleman  had  taken 
with  him  fifty  thousand  francs,  —  the  siim  to  which  his 
savings  then  amounted.  He  offered  them  to  one  of 
the  faithful  friends  of  the  king  for  transmission  to 
his  master,  speaking  of  his  approaching  death,  and 
declaring  that  the  money  came  originally  from  the 
goodness  of  the  king,  and,  moreover,  that  the  property 
of  the  last  of  the  Valois  belonged  of  right  to  the  crown. 
It  is  not  known  whether  the  fervor  of  his  zeal  con- 
quered the  reluctance  of  the  Bourbon,  who  abandoned 
his  fine  kingdom  of  France  without  carrying  away  with 
him  a  farthing,  and  who  ought  to  have  been  touched 
by  the  devotion  of  the  chevalier.  It  is  certain,  how- 
ever, that  Cesarine,  the  residuary  legatee  of  the  old 
man,  received  from  his  estate  only  six  hundred  francs 
a  year.  The  chevalier  returned  to  Alenoon,  cruelly 
weakened  by  grief  and  by  fatigue ;  he  died  on  the  very 
day  when  Charles  X.  arrived  on  a  foreign  shore. 

Madame  du  Val-Noble  and  her  protector,  who  was 
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just  then  afraid  of  the  vengeance  of  the  liberal  party, 
were  glad  of  a  pretext  to  remain  incognilo  in  the  vil- 
lage where  J^uzanne's  mother  died.  At  tlio  sale  of  the 
chevalier's  effects,  which  took  place  at  that  time, 
Suzanne,  anxious  to  obtain  a  souvenir  of  her  first  and 
last  friend,  pushed  up  the  price  of  the  famous  snuff- 
box, which  was  finally  knocked  down  to  her  for 
a  thousand  francs.  The  portrait  of  the  Princess 
Cxoritza  was  alone  worth  that  sum.  Two  years  later, 
a  young  daud^',  who  was  making  a  collection  of  the 
fine  snuff-boxes  of  the  last  centurj-,  obtained  from 
Madame  du  Val  Xoble  the  chevalier's  treasure.  The 
charming  confidant  of  manj-  a  love  and  the  pleasure 
of  an  old  age  is  now  on  exhibition  in  a  species  of  pri- 
vate museum.  If  the  dead  could  know  what  happens 
after  them,  the  chevalier's  head  would  surely  blush 
upon  its  left  cheek. 

If  this  history  has  no  other  effect  than  to  inspire  the 
possessors  of  precious  relics  with  holy  fear,  and  induce 
them  to  m;ike  codicils  to  secure  these  touching  sou- 
venirs of  joys  that  are  no  more  by  bequeatliing  them  to 
loving  hands,  it  will  have  done  an  immense  service  to 
the  chivalrous  and  romantic  portion  of  the  community; 
but  it  does,  in  truth,  contain  a  far  higher  moral.  .  Does 
it  not  show  the  necessity  for  a  new  species  of  edu- 
cation? Does  it  not  invoke,  from  the  enlightened 
solicitude  of  the  ministers  of  Public  Instruction,  the 
creation  of  chairs  of  anthropology,  —  a  science  in  which 
Germany  outstrips  us?  3Iodern  myths  are  even  less 
understood  than  ancient  ones,  harried  as  we  are  with 
myths.  Myths  are  pressing  us  from  every  point;  they 
serve  all  theories,  they  explain  all  questions.     They 
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are,  according  to  human  ideas,  the  torches  of  history; 
they  would  save  empires  f  I'om  revolution  if  only  the 
professors  of  history  would  force  the  explanations 
they  give  into  the  mind  of  the  provincial  masses.  If 
Mademoiselle  Cormon  had  been  a  reader  or  a  student, 
and  if  there  had  existed  in  the  department  of  the  Orne 
a  professor  of  anthropology,  or  even  had  she  read 
Ariosto,  the  frightful  disasters  of  her  conjugal  life 
would  never  have  occurred.  She  would  probably  have 
known  why  the  Italian  poet  makes  Angelica  prefer 
Medoro,  who  was  a  blond  Chevalier  de  Valois,  to 
Orlando,  whose  mare  was  dead,  and  who  knew  no 
better  than  to  fly  into  a  passion.  Is  not  Medoro  the 
mythic  form  for  all  courtiers  of  feminine  royalty,  and 
Orlando  the  myth  of  disorderlj',  furious,  and  impotent 
revolutions,  which  destroy  but  cannot  produce?  We 
publish,  but  without  assuming  any  responsibility  for 
it,  this  opinion  of  a  pupil  of  Monsieur  Ballanche. 

No  information  has  reached  us  as  to  the  fate  of  the 
negroes'  heads  in  diamonds.  You  may  see  Madame 
du  Val-Noble  every  evening  at  the  Opera.  Thanks  to 
the  education  given  her  by  the  Chevalier  de  Yalois,  she 
has  almost  the  air  of  a  well-bred  woman. 

Madame  du  Bousquier  still  lives;  is  not  that,  as 
much  as  to  say  she  still  suffers?  After  reaching  the 
age  of  sixty  —  the  period  at  which  women  allow  them- 
selves to  make  confessions  —  she  said  confidentially 
to  Madame  du  Coudrai,  that  she  had  never  been  able 
to  endure  the  idea  of  dying  an  old  maid. 
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I. 

The  commercial  traveller,  a  personage  unknown  to 
antiquity,  is  one  of  the  sti-iking  figures  created  by  the 
manners  and  customs  of  our  present  epoch.  May  he 
not,  in  some  conceivable  order  of  things,  be  destined 
to  mark  for  coming  philosophers  the  great  transition 
which  welds  a  period  of  material  enterprise  to  the 
period  of  intellectual  strength?  Our  century  will  bind 
the  realm  of  isolated  power,  abounding  as  it  does  in 
creative  genius,  to  the  realm  of  universal  but  levelling 
might;  equalizing  all  products,  spreading  them  broad- 
cast among  the  masses,  and  being  itself  controlled 
by  the  principle  of  unity,  —  the  final  expression  of  all 
societies.  Do  we  not  find  the  dead  level  of  barbarism 
succeeding  the  saturnalia  of  popular  thought  and  the 
last  struggles  of  those  civilizations  which  accumulated 
the  treasures  of  the  world  in  one  direction  ? 

The  commercial  traveller  !  Is  he  not  to  the  realm  of 
ideas  what  our  stage-coaches  are  to  men  and  things? 
He  is  their  vehicle  ;  he  sets  them  going,  carries  them 
along,  rubs  them  up  with  one  another.  He  takes  from 
the  luminous  centre  a  handful  of  light,  and  scatters  it 
broadcast  among  the  drowsj-  populations  of  the  duller 
regions.  This  human  pyrotechnic  is  a  scholar  without 
learning,  a  juggler  hoaxed  by  himself,  an  unbelieving 
priest  of  mysteries  and  dogmas,  which  he  expounds  aO 
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the  better  for  his  want  of  faith.  Curious  being  \  He  has 
seen  over3-thing,  known  everything,  and  is  up  in  all  the 
waj's  of  the  world.  Soaked  in  the  vices  of  Paris,  he 
affects  to  be  the  fellow-well-met  of  the  provinces.  He 
is  the  link  which  connects  the  village  with  the  capital ; 
though  essentiallj-  he  is  neither  Parisian  nor  provincial, 
• —  he  is  a  traveller.  He  sees  nothing  to  the  core  :  men 
and  places  he  knows  bj'  their  names  ;  as  for  things,  he 
looks  merely'  at  their  surface,  and  he  has  his  own  httle 
tape-line  with  which  to  measure  them.  His  glance 
shoots  over  all  things  and  penetrates  none.  He  occu- 
pies himself  with  a  great  deal,  yet  nothing  occupies 
him. 

Jester  and  jolly  fellow,  he  keeps  on  good  terms  with 
all  political  opinions,  and  is  patriotic  to  the  bottom  of 
his  soul.  A  capital  mimic,  he  knows  how  to  put  on, 
turn  and  turn  about,  the  smiles  of  persuasion,  satisfac- 
tion, and  good-nature,  or  drop  them  for  the  normal  ex- 
pression of  his  natural  man.  He  is  compelled  to  be  an 
observer  of  a  certain  sort  in  the  interests  of  his  trade. 
He  must  probe  men  with  a  glance  and  guess  their  habits, 
wants,  and  above  all  their  solvency.  To  economize 
time  he  must  come  to  quick  decisions  as  to  his  chances 
of  success,  —  a  practice  that  makes  him  more  or  less  a 
man  of  judgment ;  on  the  strength  of  which  he  sets  up 
as  a  judge  of  theatres,  and  discourses  about  those  of 
Paris  and  the  provinces. 

He  knows  all  the  good  and  bad  haunts  in  France,  de 
actu  et  visu.  He  can  pilot  you,  on  occasion,  to  vice  or 
virtue  with  equal  assurance.  Blest  with  the  eloquence 
of  a  hot-water  spigot  turned  on  at  will,  he  can  check  or 
let  run,  without  floundering,  the  collection  of  phrases 
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which  he  keeps  on  tap,  and  which  produce  upon  his 
victims  the  effect  of  a  moral  shower-bath.  Loquacious 
as  a  cricket,  he  smokes,  drinks,  wears  a  profusion  of 
trinkets,  overawes  the  common  people,  passes  for  a 
lord  in  the  villages,  and  never  permits  himself  to  be 
"stumped,"  —  a  slang  expression  all  his  own.  He 
knows  how  to  slap  his  pockets  at  the  right  time,  'and 
make  his  money  jingle  if  he  thinks  the  servants  of  the 
second-class  houses  which  he  wants  to  enter  (alwaj's 
eminently  suspicious)  are  likelj'  to  take  him  for  a  thief., 
Activit}-  is  not  the  least  surprising  qualit}-  of  this  hu- 
man machine.  Not  the  hawk  swooping  upon  its  prej-, 
not  the  stag  doubling  before  the  huntsman  and  the 
hounds,,  nor  the  hounds  themselves  catching  scent  of 
the  game,-  can  be  compared  with  him  for  the  rapidity 
of  his  dart  when  he  spies  a  "commission,"  for  the 
agility  with  which  he  trips  up  a  rival  and  gets  ahead  of 
him,  for  the  keenness  of  his  scent  as  he  noses  a  cus- 
tomer and  discovers  the  spot  where  he  can  get  off  his 
wares. 

How  many  great  qualities  must  such  a,  man  possess  ! 
You  will  find  in  all  countries  many  such  diplomats  of  low 
degree ;  consummate  negotiators  arguing  in  the  inter- 
ests of  calico,  jewels,  fripperj-,  wines  ;  and  often  display- 
ing more  true  diplomacj^  than  ambassadors  themselves, 
who,  for  the  most  part,  know  only  the  forms  of  it.  No 
one  in  France  can  doubt  the  powers  of  the  commercial 
traveller ;  that  intrepid  soul  who  dares  all,  and  boldly 
brings  the  genius  of  civilization  and  the  modern  inven- 
tions of  Paris  into  a  struggle  with  the  plain  common- 
sense  of  remote  villages,  and  the  ignorant  and  boorish 
treadmill  of  provincial  ways.     Can  we  ever  forget  the 
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skilful  manceuvres  by  which  he  worms  himself  into  the 
minds  of  the  populace,  bringing  a  volume  of  words  to 
bear  upon  the  refractor}',  reminding  us  of  the  indefati- 
gable worker  in  marbles  whose  file  eats  slowly  into  a 
block  of  porph}  ly  ?  Would  you  seek  to  know  the  ut- 
most power  of  language,  or  the  strongest  pressure  that 
a  phrase  can  bring  to  bear  against  rebeUious  lucre, 
against  the  miserly  proprietor  squatting  in  the  recesses 
of  his  eountrj-  lair?  —  listen  to  one  of  these  great  am- 
bassadors of  Parisian  industrj-  as  he  revolves  and  works 
and  sucks  like  an  intelligent  piston  of  the  steam-engine 
called  Speculation. 

"  Monsieur,"  said  a  wise  political  economist,  the 
director-cashier-managor  and  secretary-general  of  a  cele- 
brated fire-insurance  conipan}',  "  out  of  every  five  hun- 
dred thousand  francs  of  policies  to  be  renewed  in  the 
provinces,  not  more  than  fifty  thousand  are  paid  up 
voluntarily.  The  other  four  hundred  and  fifty  thousand 
are  got  in  by  the  activit}'  of  our  agents,  who  go  about 
among  those  who  are  in  arrears  and  worry  them  with 
stories  of  horrible  incendiaries  until  they  are  driven  to 
sign  the  new  policies.  Thus  you  see  that  eloquence, 
the  labial  flux,  is  nine  tenths  of  the  waj's  and  means 
of  our  business." 

To  talk,  to  make  people  listen  to  you,  —  that  is  se- 
duction in  itself.  A  nation  that  has  two  Chambers,  a 
woman  who  lends  both  ears,  are  soon  lost.  Eve  and 
her  serpent  are  the  everlasting  myth  of  an  hourl}'  fact 
which  began,  and  may  end,  with  the  world  itself. 

"  A  conversation  of  two  hours  ought  to  capture  your 
man,"  said  a  retired  lawyer. 

Let- us  walk  round  the  commercial  traveller,  and  look 
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at  him  well.  Don't  forget  his  overcoat,  olive  green, 
nor  his  cloak  with  its  morocco  collar,  nor  the  striped 
blue  cotton  shirt.  In  this  queer  figure  —  so  original 
that  we  cannot  rub  it  out  —  how  many  divers  person- 
alities we  come  across  !  In  the  first  place,  what  an 
acrobat,  what  a  circus,  what  a  batter^',  all  in  one, 
is  the  man  himself,  his  vocation,  and  his  tongue ! 
Intrepid  mariner,  he  plunges  in,  armed  with  a  few 
phrases,  to  catch  five  or  six  hundred  thousand  francs 
in  the  frozen  seas,  in  the  domain  of  the  red  Indians 
who  inhabit  the  interior  of  France.  The  provin- 
cial fish  will  not  rise  to  harpoons  and  torches ;  it 
can  only  be  taken  with  seines  and  nets  and  gentlest 
persuasions.  The  traveller's  business  is  to  extract 
the  gold  in  country  caches  by  a  purely  intellectual 
operation,  and  to  extract  it  pleasantly  and  without 
pain.  Can  you  think  without  a  shudder  of  the  flood 
of  phrases  which,  daj'  by  day,  renewed  each  dawn, 
leaps  in  cascades  the  length  and  breadth  of  sunny 
France  ? 

You  know  the  species  ;  let  us  now  take  a  look  at  the 
individual. 

There  lives  in  Paris  an  incomparable  commercial 
traveller,  the  paragon  of  his  race,  a  man  who  possesses 
in  the  highest  degree  all  the  qualifications  necessary 
to  the  nature  of  his  success.  His  speech  is  vitriol 
and  likewise  glue,  —  glue  to  catch  and  entangle  his 
victim  and  make  him  sticky  and  easy  to  gi-ip ;  vitriol 
to  dissolve  hard  heads,  close  fists,  and  closer  calcu- 
lations. His  line  was  once  the  hat;  but  his  talents 
and  the  art  with  which  he  snared  the  wariest  provin- 
cial had  brought  him  such  commercial  celebrity  that  all 
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vendors  of  the  "  article  Paris  "  paid  court  to  him,  and 
humblj'  begged  that  he  would  deign  to  undertake  their 
commissions.^ 

Thus,  when  he  returned  to  Paris  in  the  intervals  of 
his  triumphal  progress  through  France,  he  lived  a  life 
of  perpetual  festivity  in  the  shape  of  weddings  and 
suppers.  When  he  was  in  the  provinces,  the  corre- 
spondents in  the  smaller  towns  made  much  of  him  ;  in 
Paris,  the  great  houses  feted  and  caressed  him.  "Wel- 
comed, flattered,  and  fed  wherever  he  went,  it  came  to 
pass  that  to  breakfast  or  to  dine  alone  was  a  novelty, 
an  event.  He  lived  the  life  of  a  sovereign,  or,  better 
still,  of  a  journalist ;  in  fact,  he  was  the  perambulating 
feuiVeton  of  Parisian  commerce. 

His  name  was  Gaudissart ;  and  his  renown,  his  vogue, 
the  flatteries  showered  upon  him,  were  such  as  to  win 
for  him  the  surname  of  Illustrious.  Wherever  the 
fellow  went,  — behind  a  counter  or  before  a  bar,  into  a 
salon  or  to  the  top  of  a  stage-coach,  up  to  a  garret  or 
to  dine  with  a  banker,  —  every  one  said,  the  moment 
the}-  saw  him,  "Ah!  here  comes  the  illustrious  Gau- 
dissart ! "  ^  No  name  was  ever  so  in  keeping  with  the 
st3'le,  the  manners,  the  countenance,  the  voice,  the  lan- 
guage, of  any  man.  All  things  smiled  upon  our  trav- 
eller, and  the  traveller  smiled  back  in  return.  Similia 
similibus,  — he  believed  in  homcEopathj-.    Puns,  horse- 

1  Article  Paris,  means  anything  —  especially  articles  of  wear- 
ing apparel —  which  originates  or  is  made  in  Paris.  The  name 
is  supposed  to  give  to  the  thing  a  special  value  in  tlie 
provinces. 

^  Se  gandir,  to  enjoy,  to  make  f im.  Gaudriole,  gay  discourse, 
rather  free.  —  Littbs. 
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laugh,  monkish  face,  skin  of  a  friar,  true  Rabelaisian 
exterior,  clothing,  body,  mind,  and  features,  all  pulled 
together  to  put  a  devil-maj'-care  jollity  into  every  inch 
of  his  person.  Free-handed  and  easy-going,  he  might 
be  recognized  at  once  as  the  favorite  of  grisettes,  the 
man  who  jumps  lightly  to  the  top  of  a  stage-coach, 
gives  a  hand  to  the  timid  ladj^  who  fears  to  step  down, 
jokes  with  the  postillion  about  his  neckerchief  and  con- 
trives to  sell  him  a  cap,  smiles  at  the  maid  and  catches 
her  round  the  waist  or  by  the  heart ;  gurgles  at  dinner 
like  a  bottle  of  wine  and  pretends  to  draw  the  cork  b}' 
sounding  a  fillip  on  his  distended  cheek  ;  plays  a  tune 
with  his  knife  on  the  champagne  glasses  without  break- 
ing them,  and  says  to  the  companj',  "Let  me  see  j'ou 
do  that ;  "  chaffs  the  timid  traveller,  contradicts  the 
knowing  one,  lords  it  over  a  dinner-table  and  manages 
to  get  the  titbits  for  himself.  A  strong  fellow,  never- 
theless, he  can  throw  aside  all  this  nonsense  and  mean 
business  when  he  flings  away  the  stump  of  his  cigar  and 
says,  with  a  glance  at  some  town,  "  I  '11  go  and  see  what 
those  people  have  got  in  their  stomachs." 

When  buckled  down  to  his  work  he  became  the  slj-est 
and  cleverest  of  diplomats.  All  things  to  all  men,  he 
knew  how  to  accost  a  banker  like  a  capitalist,  a  magis- 
strate  like  a  functionarj',  a  royalist  with  pious  and  mon- 
archical sentiments,  a  bourgeois  as  one  of  themselves. 
In  short,  wherever  he  was  he  was  just  what  he  ought 
to  be  ;  he  left  Gaudissart  at  the  door  when  he  went  in, 
and  picked  him  up  when  he  came  out. 

Until  1830  the  illustrious  Gaudissart  was  faithful  to 
the  article  Paris.  In  his  close  relation  to  the  caprices 
of  humanity,  the  varied  paths  of  commerce  had  enabled 
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him  to  observe  the  windings  of  the  heart  of  man.  He 
had  learned  the  secret  of  peTsuasive  eloquence,  the 
knack  of  loosening  the  tightest  purse-strings,  the  art 
of  rousing  desire  in  the  souls  of  husbands,  wives,  chil- 
dren, and  servants ;  and  what  is  more,  he  knew  how 
to  satisfy  it.  No  one  had  greater  faculty'  than  he  for 
inveigling  a  merchant  bj'  the  charms  of  a  bargain,  and 
■  disappearing  at  the  instant  when  desire  had  reached  its 
crisis.  Full  of  gratitude  to  the  hat-making  trade,  he 
alwaj's  declared  that  it  was  his  efforts  in  behalf  of  the 
exterior  of  the  human  head  which  had  enabled  him  to 
understand  its  interior  :  he  had  capped  and  crowned  so 
many  people,  he  was  always  flinging  himself  at  their 
heads,  etc.  His  jokes  about  hats  and  heads  were  irre- 
pressible, though  perhaps  not  dazzling. 

Nevertheless,  after  August  and  October,  1830,  he 
abandoned  the  hat  trade  and  the  .article  Paris,  and 
tore  himself  from  things  mechanical  and  visible  to 
mount  into  the  higher  spheres  of  Parisian  speculation. 
"He  forsook,"  to  use  his  own  words,  "matter  for 
mind  ;  manufactured  products  for  the  inflnitelj-  purer 
elaborations  of  human  intelligence."  This  requires 
some  explanation. 

The  general  upset  of  1830  brought  to  birth,  as  every- 
bod3'  knows,  a  number  of  old  ideas  which  clever  specu- 
lators tried  to  pass  off  in  new  bodies.  After  1830  ideas 
became  property.  A  writer,  too  wise  to  publish  his 
writings,  once  remarked  that  "  more  ideas  are  stolen 
than  pocket-handkerchiefs."  Perhaps  in  course  of  time 
we  ma}'  have  an  Exchange  for  thought ;  in  fact,  even 
now  ideas,  good  or  bad,  have  their  consols,  are  bought 
up,  imported,  exported,  sold,  and  quoted  like  stocks. 
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If  ideas  are  not  on  hand  ready  for  sale,  speculators  try 
to  pass  off  words  in  their  stead,  and  actually  live  upon 
them  as  a  bird  li\es  on  the  seeds  of  his  millet.  Pray 
do  not  laugh  ;  a  word  is  worth  quite  as  much  as  an  idea 
in  a  land  where  the  ticket  on  a  sack  is  of  more  impor- 
tance than  the  contents.  Have  we  not  seen  libraries 
working  off  the  word  picturesque  when  literature  would 
have  cut  the  throat  of  the  word  fantastic?  Fiscal 
genius  has  guessed  the  proper  tax  on  intellect ;  it  has 
accuratelj'  estimated  the  profits  of  advertising ;  it  has 
I'egistered  a  prospectus  of  the  quantity'  and  exact  value 
of  the  property',  weighing  its  thought  at  the  intellectual 
Stamp  Office  in  the  Rue  de  la  Paix. 

Having  become  an  article  of  commerce,  intellect  and 
all  its  products  must  naturallj-  obey  the  laws  which  bind 
other  manufacturing  interests.  Thus  it  often  happens 
that  ideas,  conceived  in  their  cups  by  certain  apparently 
idle  Parisians, — who  nevertheless  fight  many  a  moral 
battle  over  their  champagne  and  their  pheasants,  —  are 
handed  down  at  their  birth  fi'om  the  brain  to  com- 
mercial travellers  who  are  employed  to  spread  them 
discreetlj',  urbi  et  orbi^  through  Paris  and  the  prov- 
inces, seasoned  with  the  fried  pork  of  advertisement 
and  prospectus,  by  means  of  which  they  catch  in  their 
rat-trap  the  departmental  rodent  commonly  called  sub- 
scriber, sometimes  stockholder,  occasionally  corres- 
ponding member  or  patron,  but  invariably  fool. 

"  I  am  a  fool !  "  many  a  poor  country  proprietor  has 
said  when,  caught  by  the  prospect  of  being  the  first  to 
launch  a  new  idea,  he  finds  that  he  has,  in  point  of  fact, 
launched  his  thousand  or  twelve  hundred  francs  into  a 
gulf. 
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"  Subscribers  are  fools  who  never  can  be  brought  to 
understand  that  to  go  ahead  in  the  intellectual  world 
thej'  must  start  with  more  mouej'  than  they  need  for 
the  tour  of  Europe,"  say  the  speculators. 

Consequentlj'  there  is  endless  warfare  between  the 
recalcitrant  public  which  refuses  to  paj'  the  Parisian 
imposts  and  the  tax-gatherer  who,  living  b}'  his  receipt 
of  custom,  lards  the  public  with  new  ideas,  turns  it  on 
the  spit  of  livelj'  projects,  roasts  it  with  prospectuses 
(basting  all  the  while  with  flatter}'),  and  finallj-  gobbles 
it  up  with  some  toothsome  sauce  in  which  it  is  caught 
and  intoxicated  like  a  fly  with  black-lead.  Moreover, 
since  1830  what  honors  and  emoluments  have  been 
scattered  throughout  France  to  stimulate  the  zeal  and 
self-love  of  the  "progressive  and  intelligent  masses"! 
Titles,  medals,  diplomas,  a  sort  of  legion  of  honor  in- 
vented for  the  army  of  martyrs,  have  followed  each 
other  with  marvellous  rapidit}'.  vSpeculators  in  the 
manufactured  products  of  "h  intellect  have  developed 
a  spice,  a  ginger,  all  their  own.  From  this  have  come 
premiums,  forestalled  dividends,  and  that  conscription 
of  noted  names  which  is  levied  without  the  knowledge 
of  the  unfortunate  writers  who  bear  them,  and  who 
thus  find  themselves  actual  co-operators  in  more  enter- 
prises than  there  are  da3's  in  the  j^ear  ;  for  the  law,  we 
maj'  remark,  takes  no  account  of  the  theft  of  a  patro- 
n^'mic.  Worse  than  all  is  the  rape  of  ideas  which  these 
caterers  for  the  public  mind,  like  the  slave-merchants 
of  Asia,  tear  from  the  paternal  brain  before  thej-  are 
well  matured,  and  drag  half-clothed  before  the  eyes  of 
their  blockhead  of  a  sultan,  their  Shahabaham,  their 
terrible  public,  which,  if  they  don't  amuse  it,  will  cut  oflf 
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their  heads  by  curtailing  the  ingots  and  emptying  their 
pocltets. 

This  madness  of  our  epoch  reacted  upon  the  illus- 
trious Gaudissart,  and  here  follows  the  history  of  how- 
it  happened.  A  life-insurance  company  having  been 
told  of  his  irresistible  eloquence  offered  him  an  unheard- 
of  commission,  which  he  graciously  accepted.  The 
bargain  concluded  and  the  treaty  signed,  our  traveller 
was  put  in  training,  or  wo  might  saj-  weaned,  bj'  the 
secretary-general  of  the  enterprise,  who  freed  his  mind 
of  Its  swaddling-clothes,  showed  him  the  dark  holes  of 
the  business,  taught  him  its  dialect,  took  the  mechanism 
apart  bit  by  bit,  dissected  for  his  instruction  the  par- 
ticular public  he  was  expected  to  gull,  crammed  him 
with  phrases,  fed  him  with  impromptu  replies,  pro- 
visioned him  with  unanswerable  arguments,  and,  so  to 
speak,  sharpened  the  file  of  the  tongue  which  was  about 
to  operate  upon  the  life  of  France. 

The  puppet  amply  rewarded  the  pains  bestowed  upon 
him.  The  heads  of  the  companj'  boasted  of  the  illus- 
trious Gaudissart,  showed  him  such  attention  and  pro- 
claimed the  great  talents  of  this  perambulating  pros- 
pectus so  loudly  in  the  sphere  of  exalted  banking  and 
commercial  diplomacy,  that  the  financial  managers  of 
two  newspapers  (celebrated  at  that  time  but  since  de- 
funct) were  seized  with  the  idea  of  employing  him  to 
get  subscribers.  The  proprietors  of  the  "Globe,"  an 
organ  of  Saint-Simonism,  and  the  "  Movement,"  a 
republican  journal,  each  invited  the  illustrious  Gaudis- 
sart to  a  conference,  and  proposed  to  give  him  ten 
francs  a  head  for  every  subscriber,  provided  he  brought 
in  a  thousand,  but  only  five  francs  if  he  got  no  more 
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than  five  hundred.  The  cause  of  political  journalism 
not  interfering  with  the  pre-aecepted  cause  of  life  insur- 
ance, the  bargain  was  struck ;  although  Gaudissart 
demanded  an  indemnity  from  the  Saint-Simonians  for 
the  eight  days  he  was  forced  to  spend  in  studying  the 
doctrines  of  their  apostle,  asserting  that  a  prodigious 
effort  of  memory  and  intellect  was  nee-essarj'  to  get  to 
the  bottom  of  that  '■'■article"  and  to  reason  upon  it 
suitablj'.  He  asked  nothing,  however,  from  the  repub- 
licans. In  the  first  place,  he  inclined  to  republican 
idteas,  — the  onh-  ones,  according  to  gaiidissardian  phil- 
osoph}-,  whidi  could  bring  about  a  rational  equalitj-. 
Besides  which  he  had  already  dipped  into  the  conspira- 
cies of  the  French  curhonari ;  he  had  been  arrested, 
and  released  for  want  of  proof ;  and  finally,  as  he  called 
the  newspaper  proprietors  to  observe,  he  had  lately 
grown  a  mustache,  and  needed  onlj-  a  hat  of  a  certain 
shape  and  a  pair  of  spurs  to  represent,  with  due  pro- 
prietj',  the  Republic. 


The  Illustrious  Gfaudissart.  385 


II. 


Fob  one  whole  week  this  commanding  genius  went 
every  morning  to  be  Saint-Simonized  at  the  office  of  the 
"  Globe,"  and  every  afternoon  he  betook  himself  to  the 
life-insurance  company,  where  he  learned  the  intricacies 
of  financial  diplomacy.  His  aptitude  and  his  memory 
were  prodigious ;  so  that  he  was  able  to  start  on  his 
peregrinations  by  the  15th  of  April,  the  date  at  which 
he  usualty  opened  the  spring  campaign.  Two  large 
commercial  houses,  alarmed  at  the  decline  of  business, 
implored  the  ambitious  Gaudissart  not  to  desert  the 
article  Paris,  and  seduced  him,  it  was  said,  with  large 
offers,  to  take  their  commissions  once  more.  The  king 
of  travellers  was  amenable  to  the  claims  of  his  old 
friends,  enforced  as  they  were  by  the  enormous  pre- 
miums offered  to  him. 

"Listen,  my  Uttle  Jenny,"  he  said  in  a  hackney- 
coach  to  a  pretty  florist. 

All  truly  great  men  delight  in  allowing  themselves  to 
be  tyrannized  over  by  a  feeble  being,  and  Gaudissart 
had  found  his  tjrant  in  Jennj^  He  was  bringing  her 
home  at  eleven  o'clock  from  the  Gymnase,  whither  he 
had  taken  her,  in  full  dress,  to  a  proscenium  box  on 
the  first  tier. 

"  On  my  return,  Jenny,  I  shall  refurnish  your  room 
m  superior  style.     That  big  Matilda,  who  pesters  you 
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with  comparisons  and  her  real  India  shawls  imported 
by  the  suite  of  the  Russian  ambassador,  and  her  silver 
plate  and  her  Russian  prince, — who  to  my  mind  is 
nothing  but  a  humbug,  —  won't  have  a  word  to  saj- 
then.  I  consecrate  to  the  adornment  of  j'our  room  all 
the  '  Children '  I  shall  get  in  the  provinces." 

""Well,  that's  a  pretty  thing  to  say!"  cried  the 
florist.  "  Monster  of  a  man  !  Do  you  dare  to  talk  to 
me  of  your  children?  Do  30U  suppose  I  am  going  to 
stand  that  sort  of  thing  ?  " 

"Oh,  what  a  goose  j-ou  are,  my  Jenny!  That's 
only  a  figure  of  speech  in  our  business." 

"A  fine  business,  then  !  " 

""Well,  but  listen;  if  30U  talk  all  the  time  you'll 
always  be  in  the  right." 

' '  I  mean  to  be.    Upon  my  word,  you  lake  things  easy  !" 

"  You  don't  let  me  finish.  I  ha\e  taken  under  my 
protection  a  superlative  idea,  —  a  journal,  a  newspaper, 
written  for  children.  In  our  profession,  when  travellers 
have  caught,  let  us  suppose,  ten  subscribers  to  the 
'  Children's  Journal,'  they  say,  '  I  've  got  ten  Chil- 
dren,' just  as  I  say  when  I  get  ten  subscriptions  to  a 
newspaper  called  the  '  IMovement,'  '  I  've  got  ten  Move- 
ments.'    Now  don't  you  see  ?  " 

"  That 's  all  right.  Are  you  going  into  politics  ?  If 
you  do  you  '11  get  into  Sainte-Pelagie,  and  I  shall  have 
to  trot  down  there  after  you.  Oh !  if  one  only  knew 
what  one  puts  one's  foot  into  when  we  love  a  man,  on 
mj-  word  of  honor  we  would  let  j'ou  alone  to  take  care 
of  j'ourselves,  you  men  I  However,  if  you  are  going 
away  to-morrow  we  won't  talk  of  disagreeable  things,  — 
that  would  be  silly." 


"  '  Unlace  me,  Gaudissart,  and  do  it  right ;  don't 
tighten  me.'" 
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-Tue  coach   stopped   before   a   pretty  house,    newly 

uilt  in  the  Rue  d'Artois,  where  Gaudissart  and  Jenny 
climbed  to  the  fourth  story.  This  was  the  abode  of 
Mademoiselle  Jenny  Courand,  commonly  reported  to 
privately  married  to  the  illustrious  Gaudissart,  a 
rumor  which  that  individual  did  not  deny.  To  main- 
taiii  her  supremacj-,  Jenny  kept  him  to  the  performance 
of  enumerable  small  attentions,  and  tlireatened  con- 
tinually to  turn  him  off  if  he  omitted  the  least  of  them. 
She  now  ordered  hira  to  write  to  her  from  every  town, 
and  render  a  minute  account  of  all  his  proceedings. 

"How  many  'Children'  will  it  take  to  furnish  my 
chamber?"  she  asked,  throwing  off  her  shawl  and  sit- 
ting down  by  a  good  fire. 

"  I  get  five  sons  for  each  subscriber." 

"  Delightful !  And  is  it  with  five  sous  that  you  ex- 
pect to  make  me  rich  ?  Perhaps  you  are  like  the  "Wan- 
dering Jew  with  your  pockets  full  of  money." 

"  But,  Jenny,  I  shall  get  a  thousand  '  Children.'  Just 
reflect  that  children  have  never  had  a  newspaper  to  them- 
selves before.  But  what  a  fool  I  am  to  tr}'  to  explain 
matters  to  you,  — j'ou  can't  understand  such  things." 

"Can't  I?  Then  tell  me, — tell  me,  Gaudissart,  if 
I  'm  such  a  goose  why  do  you  love  me  ?  " 

"  Just  because  you  are  a  goose,  —  a  sublime  goose  ! 
Listen,  Jennj'.  See  here,  I  am  going  to  undertake 
the  '  Globe,'  the  '  Movement,'  the  '  Children,'  the  in- 
surance business,  and  some  of  my  old  articles  Paris  ; 
instead  of  earning  a  miserable  eight  thousand  a  your. 
I  '11  bring  back  twenty  tliousand  at  least  from  each  trip." 

"Unlace  me,  Gaudissart,  and  do  it  right;  don't 
tighten  me." 
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"Yes,  truly,"  said  the  traveller,  complacently;  "I 
shall  become  a  shareholder  in  the  newspapers,  like 
Finot,  one  of  my  friends,  the  son  of  a  hatter,  who  now 
has  thirty  thousand  francs  income,  and  is  going  to 
make  himself  a  peer  of  France.  When  one  thinks  of 
that  little  Popinot  —  ah,  mon  Dieu  !  I  forgot  to  tell 
3'ou  that  Monsieur  Popinot  was  named  minister  of  com- 
merce yesterday.  Whj'  should  n't  I  be  ambitious  too? 
Ha !  ha !  I  conld  easilj-  pick  up  the  jargon  of  those 
fellows  who  talk  in  the  Chamber,  and  be  made  a  minis- 
ter, and  bluster  with  the  rest  of  them.  Now,  listen  to 
me  :  — 

"  Gentlemen,"  he  said,  standing  behind  a  chair, 
"  the  Press  is  neither  a  tool  nor  an  article  of  barter: 
it  is,  viewed  under  its  political  aspects,  an  institution. 
We  are  bound,  in  virtue  of  our  position  as  legislators, 
to  consider  all  things  politically,  and  therefore  "  (here 
he  stopped  to  get  breath)  —  ' '  and  therefore  we  must 
examine  the  Press  and  ask  ourselves  if  it  is  useful  or 
noxious,  if  it  should  be  encouraged  or  put  down,  taxed 
or  free.  These  are  serious  questions.  I  feel  that  I  do 
not  waste  the  time,  always  most  precious,  of  this  Cham- 
ber bj'  examining  this  article  —  the  Press  —  and  ex- 
plaining to  you  its  qualities.  We  are  on  the  verge  of 
an  abyss.  Undoubtedly  the  laws  have  not  the  nap 
which  they  ought  to  have  —  Hein  ?  "  he  said,  looking 
at  Jenny.  "  All  orators  put  France  on  the  verge  of  an 
abyss.  They  either  say  that  or  the}-  talk  about  the 
chariot  of  state,  or  convulsions,  or  political  horizons. 
Don't  I  know  their  dodges  ?  I  'm  up  to  all  the  tricks 
of  all  the  trades.  Do  j'ou  know  why?  Because  I 
was  born  with  a  caul ;  my  mother  has  got  it,  but  I  '11 
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give  it  to  j'on.  You  '11  see !  I  shall  soon  be  in  the 
government." 

"  You ! " 

"  Whj'  shouldn't  I  be  the  Baron  Gaudissart,  peer  of 
France?  Have  n't  they  twice  elected  Monsieur  Popinot 
as  deputy  from  tlie  fourth  arrondissement?  He  dines 
with  Louis  Philippe.  There  's  Finot ;  he  is  going  to  be, 
they  saj',  a  member  of  the  Council.  Suppose  they 
send  me  as  ambassador  to  London?  I  tell  you  I'd 
nonplus  those  English  !  No  man  ever  got  the  better  of 
Gaudissart,  the  illustrious  Gaudissart,  and  nobody 
ever  will.  Yes,  I  say  it !  no  one  ever  outwitted  me, 
and  no  one  can  —  in  any  walk  of  life,  politics  or  impoli- 
tics,  here  or  elsewhere.  But,  for  the  time  being,  I 
must  give  mj^self  wholly  to  the  capitalists ;  to  the 
'  Globe,'  the  '  Movement,'  the  '  Children,'  and  my 
article  Paris." 

"  You  will  be  brought  up  with  a  round  turn,  you  and 
your  newspapers.  I  '11  bet  you  won't  get  further  than 
Poitiers  before  the  police  nab  you." 

"  What -will  you  bet?" 

"A  shawl." 

' '  Done  !  If  I  lose  that  shawl  I  '11  go  back  to  the 
article  Paris  and  the  hat  business.  But  as  for  getting 
the  better  of  Gaudissart  —  never  !  never  !  " 

And  the  illustrious  traveller  threw  himself  into  posi- 
tion before  Jenny,  looked  at  her  proudly,  one  hand  in 
his  waistcoat,  his  head  at  a  three-quarter  profile,  —  an 
attitude  truly  Napoleonic. 

"Oh,  how  funn}-  you  are!  what  have  you  been 
eating  to-night?" 

Gaudissart  was  thirty-eight  j'ears  of  age,  of  medium 
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height,  stout  and  fat  like  men  who  roll  about  continu- 
ally in  stage-coaches,  with  a  face  as  round  as  a  pump- 
kin, ruddy  cheeks,  and  regular  features  of  the  type 
which  sculptors  of  all  lands  adopt  as  a  model  for  statues 
of  Abundance,  Law,  Force,  Commerce,  and  the  like. 
His  protuberant  stomach  swelled  forth  in  the  shape  of  a 
pear  ;  his  legs  were  small,  but  active  and  vigorous.  He 
caught  Jennj'  up  in  his  arms  like  a  bab}"^  and  kissed  her. 

"Hold  3'our  tongue,  j'oung  woman!"  he  said. 
"What  do  jou  know  about  Saint-Simonism,  antago- 
nism, Fourierism,  criticism,  heroic  enterprise,  or  wo- 
man's freedom?  I'll  tell  j'ou  what  they  are,  —  ten 
francs  for  each  subscription,  Madame  Gaudissart." 

"On  my  word  of  honor,  you  are  going  crazj-,  Gau- 
dissart." 

"  More  and  more  crazj'  about  you,"  he  replied,  fling- 
ing his  hat  upon  the  sofa. 

The  next  morning  Gaudissart,  having  breakfasted 
gloriously  with  Jenu}',  departed  on  horseback  to  work 
up  the  chief  towns  of  the  district  to  which  he  was 
assigned  by  the  various  enterprises  in  whose  interests 
he  was  now  about  to  exercise  his  great  talents.  After 
spending  forty-flve  daj's  in  beating  up  the  country  be- 
tween Paris  and  Blois,  he  remained  two  weeks  at  the 
latter  place  to  write  up  his  correspondence  and  make 
short  visits  to  the  various  market  towns  of  the  depart- 
ment. The  night  before  he  left  Blois  for  Tours  he 
indited  a  letter  to  Mademoiselle  Jennj-  Courand.  As 
the  conciseness  and  charm  of  this  epistle  cannot  be 
equalled  by  any  narration  of  ours,  and  as,  moreover,  it 
proves  the  legitimacj^  of  the  tie  which  united  these  two 
individuals,  we  produce  it  here  :  — 
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"  Mt  dear  Jenny,  —  You  will  lose  your  wager.  Like 
Napoleon,  Gaudissart  the  illustrious  has  his  star,  but  not 
his  Waterloo.  I  triumph  everywhere.  Life  insurance  has 
done  well.  Between  Paris  and  Blois  I  lodged  two  millions.  • 
But  as  I  get  to  the  centre  of  France  heads  become  infinitely 
harder  and  millions  correspondingly  scarce.  The  article 
Paris  keeps  up  its  own  little  jog-trot.  It  is  a  ring  on  the 
finger.  With  all  my  well-known  cunning  I  spit  these  shop- 
keepers like  larks.  I  got  off  one  hundred  and  sixty-two 
Ternaux  shawls  at  Orleans.  I  am  sure  I  don't  know  what 
they  will  do  with  them,  unless  they  return  them  to  the  backs 
of  the  sheep. 

"As  to  the  article  journal  —  the  devil!  that's  a  horse  of 
another  color.  Holy  saints!  how  one  has  to  warble  before 
you  can  teach  these  bumpkins  a  new  tune.  I  have  only 
made  sixty-two  '  Movements : '  exactly  a  hundred  less  for 
the  whole  trip  than  the  shawls  in  one  town.  Those  repub- 
lican rogues!  they  won't  subscribe.  You  talk,  they  talk; 
they  share  your  opinions,  and  presently  you  are  all  agreed 
that  every  existing  thing  must  be  overturned.  You  feel 
sure  your  man  is  going  to  subscribe.  Not  a  bit  of  it !  If  he 
owns  three  feet  of  ground,  enough  to  grow  ten  cabbages,  or 
a  few  ti-ees  to  slice  into  toothpicks,  the  fellow  begins  to  talk 
of  consolidated  property,  taxes,  revenues,  indemnities,  —  a 
whole  lot  of  stuff,  and  I  have  wasted  my  time  and  breath  on 
patriotism.  It 's  a,  bad  business !  Candidly,  the  '  Move- 
ment '  does  not  move.  I  have  written  to  the  directors  and 
told  them  so.  I  am  sorry  for  it  —  on  account  of  my  political 
opinions. 

"  As  for  the  '  Globe,'  that 's  another  breed  altogether. 
Just  set  to  work  and  talk  new  doctrines  to  people  you  fancy 
are  fools  enough  to  believe  such  lies  —  why,  they  think  you 
want  to  burn  their  houses  down !  It  is  in  vain  for  me  to  tell 
them  that  I  speak  for  futurity,  for  posterity,  for  self-interest 
properly  understood;  for  enterprise  where  nothing  can  be 
lost;  that  man  has  preyed  upon  man  long   enough;   that 
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woman  is  a  slave;  that  the  great  providential  thought  should 
be  made  to  triumph ;  that  a  way  must  be  found  to  arrive  at 
a  rational  co-ordination  of  the  social  fabric,  — in  short,  the 
"whole  reverberation  of  my  sentences.  Well,  what  do  you 
think?  when  I  open  upon  them  with  such  ideas  these  pro- 
vincials lock  their  cupboards  as  if  I  wanted  to  steal  their 
spoons  and  beg  me  to  go  away!  Ai-e  not  they  fools?  geese? 
The  '  Globe '  is  smashed.  I  said  to  the  proprietors,  '  You 
are  too  advanced,  you  go  ahead  too  fast:  you  ought  to  get  a 
few  results;  the  provinces  like  results.'  However,  I  have 
made  a  hundred  '  Globes,'  and  I  must  say,  considering  the 
thick-headedness  of  these  clodhoppers,  it  is  a  miracle.  But  to 
do  it  I  had  to  make  them  such  a  lot  of  promises  that  I  am 
sure  I  don't  know  how  the  globites,  globists,  globules,  or 
whatever  they  call  themselves,  will  ever  get  out  of  them.  But 
they  always  tell  me  they  can  make  the  world  a  gi-eat  deal 
better  than  it  is,  so  I  go  ahead  and  prophesy  to  the  value 
of  ten  francs  for  each  subscription.  There  was  one  farmer 
who  thought  the  paper  was  agricultural  because  of  its  name. 
I  Globed  Tiim.  Bah !  he  gave  in  at  once ;  he  had  a  projecting 
forehead;  all  men  with  projecting  foreheads  are  ideologists. 

"  But  the '  Children  ' ;  oh !  ah !  as  to  the  '  Children' !  I  got  two 
thousand  between  Paris  and  Blois.  Jolly,  business !  but  there 
is  not  much  to  say.  Yoa.  just  show  a  little  vignette  to  the 
mother,  pretending  to  hide  it  from  the  child :  naturally  the 
child  wants  to  see,  and  pulls  mamma's  gown  and  cries  for  its 
newspaper,  because  '  Papa  has  dot  his.'  jMamma  can't  let  her 
brat  tear  the  gown;  the  gown  costs  thirty  francs,  the  sub- 
scription six  —  economy;  result,  subscription.  It  is  an  excel- 
lent thing,  meets  an  actual  want;  it  holds  a  place  between 
dolls  and  sugar-plums,  the  two  eternal  necessities  of  childhood. 

"I  have  had  a  quarrel  here  at  the  table  d'hote  about  the 
newspapers  and  my  opinions.  I  was  unsuspiciously  eating 
my  dinner  next  to  a  man  with  a  gray  hat  who  was  reading 
the'Debats.'  I  said  to  myself,  'Now  for  my  rostrum  elo- 
quence.    He  is  tied  to  the  dynasty;  I'll  cook  him;  this 
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triumph  will  be  capital  practice  for  my  ministerial  talents.' 
So  I  went  to  work  and  praised  his  '  Debats.'  Heinl  if  I 
didn't  lead  him  along.!  Thread  by  thread,  I  began  to  net 
my  man.  I  launched  my  four-horse  phrases,  and  the 
F-sharp  arguments,  and  all  the  rest  of  the  cursed  stuff. 
Everybody  listened;  and  I  saw  a  man  who  had  July  as  plain 
as  day  on  his  mustache,  just  ready  to  nibble  at  a  '  Movement.' 
Well,  I  don't  know  how  it  was,  but  I  unluckily  let  fall  the 
word  '  blockhead.'  Thunder!  you  should  have  seen  my  gray 
hat,  my  dynastic  hat  (shocking  bad  hat,  anyhow),  who  got 
the  bit  in  his  teeth  and  was  furiously  angry.  I  put  on  my 
grand  air  —  you  know  —  and  said  to  him  :  '■  Ah,  9.a !  JMon- 
sieur,  you  are  remarkably  aggressive;  if  you  are  not  content, 
I  am  ready  to  give  you  satisfaction;  I  fought  in  July.' 
'  Though  the  father  of  a  family,'  he  replied,  '  I  am  ready  — ' 
'  Father  of  a  family!  '  I  exclaimed;  'my  dear  sir,  have  you 
any  children  ?  '  '  Yes.'  '  Twelve  years  old?  '  '  Just  about.' 
'  Well,  then,  the  "Children's  Journal  "  is  the  very  thing  for 
you;  six  francs  a  year,  one  number  a  month,  double  columns, 
edited  by  great  literary  lights,  well  got  up,  good  paper,  engrav- 
ings from  charming  sketches  by  our  best  artists,  actu^  coloi'sd 
drawings  of  the  Indies  — will  not  fade.'  I  fired  my  broadside 
'  feelings  of  a  father,  etc.,  etc.,'—  in  short,  a  subscription  in- 
stead of  a  quarrel.  '  There's  nobody  but  Gaudissart  who  can 
get  out  of  things  like  that,'  said  that  little  cricket  Laraard  to 
the  big  Bulot  at  the  cafe,  when  he  told  hin.  the  story. 

"  I  leave  to-morrow  for  Amboise.  I  shall  do  up  Amboise 
in  two  days,  and  I  will  write  next  from  Tours,  where  I  shall 
measure  swords  with  the  inhabitants  of  that  colorless  region ; 
colorless,  I  mean,  from  the  intellectual  and  speculative  point 
of  view.  But,  on  the  word  of  a  Gaudissart,  they  shall  be 
toppled  over,  toppled  down  —  floored,  I  say. 

"  Adieu,  my  kitten.  Love  me  always;  be  faithful;  fidelity 
through  thick  and  thin  is  one  of  the  attributes  of  the  Fi-ee 
Woman.     Who  is  kissing  you  on  the  eyelids  ? 

"THY  FELIX  FOREVER." 
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m. 

FiTE  days  later  Gaudissart  started  from  the  H6tel  dea 
Faisans,  at  which  he  had  put  up  in  Tours,  and  went  to 
Vouvraj-,  a  rich  and  populous  district  where  the  public 
mind  seemed  to  him  susceptible  of  cultivation.  Mounted 
upon  his  horse,  he  trotted  along  the  embankment  think- 
ing no  more  of  his  phrases  than  an  actor  thinks  of  his 
part  which  he  has  plaj-ed  for  a  hundred  times.  It  was 
thus  that  the  illustrious  Gaudissart  went  his  cheerful 
way,  admiring  the  landscape,  and  little  dreaming  that 
in  the  happy  vallej'S  of  Vouvra^'  his  commercial  infalli- 
bility was  about  to  perish. 

Here  a  few  remarks  upon  the  public  mind  of  Touraine 
are  essential  to  our  storj'.  The  subtle,  satirical,  epi- 
grammatic tale-telling  spirit  stamped  on  everj'  page  of 
Rabelais  is  the  faithful  expression  of  the  Tourangian 
mind,  —  a  mind  polished  and  refined  as  it  should  be  in  a 
land  where  the  kings  of  France  long  held  their  court ;  ar- 
dent, artistic,  poetic,  voluptuous,  j'et  whose  first  impulses 
subside  quickly.  The  softness  of  the  atmosphere,  the 
beautj-  of  the  climate,  a  certain  ease  of  life  and  jovialit}- 
of  manners,  smother  before  long  the  sentiment  of  art, 
narrow  the  widest  heart,  and  enervate  the  strongest  will. 
Transplant  the  Tourangian,  and  his  fine  qualities  de- 
velop and  lead  to  great  results,  as  we  maj'  see  in  many 
spheres  of  action :  look  at  Rabelais  and  Semblangaj', 
Plantin    the   printer    and    Descartes,    Boucicault,    the 
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Napoleon  of  his  day,  and  Pinaigrier,  who  painted  most 
of  the  colored  glass  in  our  cathedrals  ;  also  Verville  and 
Courier.  But  the  Tourangian,  distinguished  though  he 
be  in  other  regions,  sits  in  his  own  home  like  an  Indian 
on  his  mat  or  a  Turk  on  his  divan.  He  emploj's  his 
wit  in  laughing  at  his  neighbor  and  in  making  merry 
all  his  days ;  and  when  at  last  he  reaches  the  end  of 
his  life,  he  is  still  a  happy  man.  Touraine  is  like  the 
Abbaye  of  Thtileme,  so  vaunted  in  the  history  of  Gar- 
gantua.  There  we  maj'  find  the  complying  sisterhoods 
of  that  famous  tale,  and  there  the  good  cheer  celebrated 
by  Eabelais  reigns  in  glory. 

As  to  the  do-nothingness  of  that  blessed  land  it  is 
sublime  and  well  expressed  in  a  certain  popular  legend  : 
"  Tourangian,  are  jou  hungr}',  do  you  want  some 
soup?"  "Yes."  "  Bring  your  porringer."  "Then 
I  am  not  hungrj'."  Is  it  to  the  joji^s  of  the  vineyard 
and  the  harmonious  loveliness  of  this  garden  land  of 
France,  is  it  to  the  peace  and  tranquillitj^  of  a  region 
where  the  step  of  an  invader  lias  never  trodden,  that 
we  owe  the  soft  compliance  of  these  unconstrained  and 
easy  manners?  To  such  questions  no  answer.  En- 
ter this  Turkej'  of  sunny  France,  and  j'ou  will  stay 
there,  —  laz}',  idle,  happ}^  You  ma}'  be  as  ambitious 
as  Napoleon,  as  poetic  as  Lord  Byron,  and  j'et  a  power 
unknown,  invisible,  will  compel  j^ou  to  bury  j-our  poetry 
within  j'our  soul  and  turn  your  projects  into  dreams. 

The  illustrious  Gaudissart  was  fated,  to  encounter 
here  in  Vouvray  one  of  those  indigenous  jesters  whose 
jests  are  not  intolerable  solely  because  they  have  reached 
the  perfection  of  the  mocking  art.  Right  or  wrong,  the 
Tourangians  are  fond  of  inheriting  from  their  parents, 
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Consequently  the  doctrines  of  Saint-Simon  were  espe- 
ciallj'  hated  and  vilified  among  them.  In  Touraine 
hatred  and  vilification  take  the  form  of  superb  disdain 
and  witty  maliciousness  worthj'  of  the  land  of  good 
stories  and  practical  jokes,  —  a  spirit  which,  alas  !  is 
yielding,  day  by  day,  to  that  other  spirit  which  Lord 
Byron  has  characterized  as  "  English  cant." 

For  his  sins,  after  getting  down  at  the  Soleil  d'Or, 
an  inn  kept  b}'  a  former  grenadier  of  the  imperial  guard 
named  Mitouflet,  married  to  a  rich  widow,  the  illustrious 
traveller,  after  a  brief  consultation  with  the  landlord, 
betook  himself  to  the  knave  of  Vouvraj-,  the  jovial 
meny-maker,  the  comic  man  of  the  neighborhood,  com- 
pelled by  fame  and  nature  to  supply  the  town  with 
merriment.  This  countrj-  Figaro  was  once  a  dyer,  and 
now  possessed  about  seven  or  eight  thousand  francs  a 
year,  a  prettj'  house  on  tLe  slope  of  the  hill,  a  plump 
little  wife,  and  robust  health.  For  ten  years  he  had 
had  nothing  to  do  but  take  care  of  his  wife  and  his  gar- 
den, marry  his  daughter,  plaj-  whist  in  the  evenings, 
keep  the  run  of  all  the  gossip  of  the  neighborhood, 
meddle  with  the  elections,  squabble  with  the  large  pro- 
prietors, and  order  good  dinners  ;  or  else  trot  along  the 
embankment  to  find  out  what  was  going  on  in  Tours, 
torment  the  cure,  and  finally,  by  wa}-  of  dramatic  enter- 
tainment, assist  at  the  sale  of  lands  in  the  neighborhood 
of  his  vineyards.  In  short,  he  led  the  true  Tourangian 
life,  —  the  life  of  a  little  country-townsman.  He  was, 
moreover,  an  important  member  of  the  bourgeoisie,  —  a 
leader  among  the  small  proprietors,  all  of  them  envious, 
jealous,  delighted  to  catch  up  and  retail  gossip  and 
calumnies   against    the    aristocracy ;    dragging  things 
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down  to  their  own  level ;  aud  at  war  with  all  kinds  of 
superiority,  which  they  despised  with  the  fine  compos- 
ure of  ignorance.  Monsieur  Vernier  —  such  was  the 
name  of  this  great  little  man  —  was  just  finishing 
his  breakfast,  with  his  wife  and  daughter  on  either 
side  of  him,  when  Gaudissart  entered  the  room  through 
a  window  that  looked  out  on  the  Loire  and  the  Cher, 
and  lighted  one  of  the  gaj^est  dining-rooms  of  that  gay 
land. 

"Is  this  Monsieui'  Vernier  himself?"  said  the  trav- 
eller, bending  his  vertebral  column  with  such  grace  that 
it  seemed  to  be  elastic. 

"  Yes,  Monsieur,"  said  the  mischievous  ex-dj'er,  with 
a  scrutinizing  look  which  took  in  the  style  of  man  he 
had  to  deal  with. 

"I  come.  Monsieur,"  resumed  Gaudissart,  "to  so- 
licit the  aid  of  3'our  knowledge  aud  insight  to  guide  mj 
efforts  in  this  district,  where  Mitouflet  tells  me  j-ou 
have  the  greatest  influence.  Monsieur,  I  am  sent  into 
the  provinces  on  an  enterprise  of  the  utmost  impor- 
tance, undertaken  bj'  bankers  who  —  " 

"Who  mean  to  win  our  tricks,"  said  Vernier,  long 
used  to  the  ways  of  commercial  travellers  and  to  their 
periodical  visits: 

"  Preciselj',"  replied  Gaudissart,  with  native  impu- 
dence. "  But  with  your  fine  tact,  Monsieur,  you  must 
be  aware  that  we  can't  win  tricks  from  people  unless  it 
is  their  interest  to  play  at  cards.  I  beg  you  not  to 
confound  me  with  the  vulgar  herd  of  travellers  who 
succeed  by  liumbug  or  importunity.  I  am  no  longer  a 
commercial  traveller.  I  was  one,  and  I  glory  in  it ;  but 
to-day  my  mission  is  of  higher  importance,  and  should 
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place  me,  in  the  minds  of  superior  people,  among  those 
who  devote  themselves  to  the  enlightenment  of  their 
countrj'.  The  most  distinguished  bankers  in  Paris  "take 
part  in  this  affair ;  not  fictitiously,  as  in  some  shameful 
speculations  which  I  call  rat-traps.  No,  no,  nothing  of 
the  kind !  I  should  never  condescend  —  never !  —  to 
hawk  about  such  catch-fools.  No,  Monsieur  ;  the  most 
respectable  houses  in  Paris  are  concerned  in  this  enter- 
prise ;  and  their  interests  guarantee  —  " 

Hereupon  Gaudissart  drew  forth  his  whole  string  of 
phrases,  and  Monsieur  Vernier  let  him  go  to  the  length 
of  his  tether,  listening  with  an  apparent  interest  which 
completely  deceived  him.  But  after  the  word  "  guar- 
antee" Vernier  paid  no  further  attention  to  our  trav- 
eller's rhetoric,  and  turned  over  in  his  mind  how  to 
play  him  some  malicious  trick  and  deliver  a  land, 
justly  considered  half-savage  by  speculators  unable  to 
get  a  bite  of  it,  from  the  inroads  of  these  Parisian 
caterpillars. 

At  the  head  of  an  enchanting  vallej-,  called  the  Val- 
ley Coquette  because  of  its  windings  and  the  curves 
which  return  upon  each  other  at  everj'  step,  and  seem 
more  and  more  lovely  as  we  advance,  whether  we  as- 
cend or  descend  them,  there  lived,  in  a  little  liouse 
surrounded  by  vineyards,  a  half-insane  man  named 
Mai'garitis.  He  was  of  Italian  origin,  married,  but 
childless  ;  and  his  wife  took  care  of  him  with  a  courage 
fulh'  appreciated  by  the  neighborhood.  Madame  Mar- 
garitis  was  undoubtedly  in  real  danger  from  a  man 
who,  among  other  fancies,  persisted  in  carrjdng  about 
with  him  two  long-bladed  knives  with  which  he  some- 
times threatened  her.    Who  has  not  seen  the  wonderful 
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self-devotion  shown  hy  provincials  who  consecrate  their 
lives  to  the  care  of  sufferers,  possibly  because  of  the 
disgrace  heaped  upon  a  hourgeoise  if  she  allows  her 
husband  or  children  to  be  taken  to  a  public  hospital  ? 
Moreover,  who  does  not  know  the  repugnance  which 
these  people  feel  to  the  payment  of  the  two  or  three 
thousand  francs  required  at  Charenton  or  in  the  private 
lunatic  asylums?  If  any  one  had  spoken  to  Madame 
Margaritis  of  Doctors  Dubuisson,  Esquirol,  Blanche, 
and  others,  she  would  have  preferred,  with  noble  in- 
dignation, to  keep  her  thousands  and  take  care  of  the 
"  good-man  ''  at  home. 

As  the  incomprehensible  whims  of  this  lunatic  are 
connected  with  the  current  of  our  story,  we  are  com- 
pelled to  exhibit  the  most  striking  of  them.  Margaritis 
went  out  as -soon  as  it  rained,  and  walked  about  bare- 
headed in  his  vineyard.  At  home  he  made  incessant 
inquiries  for  newspapers  ;  to  satisfy  him  his  wife  and 
the  maid-servant  used  to  give  him  an  old  journal  called 
the  "  Indre-et-Loire,"  and  for  seven  years  he  had  never 
yet  perceived  that  he  was  reading  the  same  number 
over  and  over  again.  Perhaps  a  doctor  would  have 
observed  with  interest  the  connection  that  evidently' 
existed  between  the  recurring  and  spasmodic  demands 
for  the  newspaper  and  the  atmospheric  variations  of 
the  weather. 

Usually  when  his  wife  had  companj^,  which  happened 
nearly  everj'  evening,  for  the  neighbors,  pitying  her 
situation,  would  frequently  come  to  play  at  boston  in 
her  salon,  Margaritis  remained  silent  in  a  corner  and 
never  stirred.  But  the  moment  ten  o'clock  began  to 
strike  on  a  clock  which  he  kept  shut  up  in  a  large 
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oblong  closet,  he  rose  at  the  stroke  with  the  mechanical 
precision  of  the  figures  which  are  made  to  move  by 
springs  in  the  German  toys.  He  would  then  advance 
slowh'  towards  the  players,  give  them  a  glance  like  the 
automatic  gaze  of  the  Greeks  and  Turks  exhibited 
on  the  Boulevard  du  Temple,  and  say  sternlj',  "Go 
away  !  "  There  were  days  when  he  had  lucid  intervals 
and  could  give  his  wife  excellent  advice  as  to  the  sale 
of  their  wines  ;  but  at  such  times  he  became  extremely 
annoying,  and  would  ransack  her  closets  and  steal  her 
delicacies,  which  he  devoured  in  secret.  Occasionally, 
when  the  usual  visitors  made  their  appearance  he  would 
treat  them  with  civility ;  but  as  a  general  thing  his  re- 
marks and  replies  were  incoherent.  For  instance,  a 
lady  once  asked  him,  "How  do  you  feci  to-daj",  Mon- 
sieur Margaritis?"  "I  have  grown  a .  beard,"  he 
replied,  "have  you?"  "Are'}'ou  better?"  asked  an- 
other. "Jerusalem!  Jerusalem!"  was  tlie  answer. 
But  the  greater  part  of  the  time  he  gazed  stolidly  at 
his  guests  without  uttering  a  word  ;  and  then  his  wife 
would  say,  "  The  good-man  does  not  hear  anj'thing 
to-day." 

On  two  or  three  occasions  in  the  course  of  five  j-ears, 
and  usually'  about  the  time  of  the  equinox,  this  remark 
had  driven  him  to  frenzy  ;  he  flourished  his  knives  and 
shouted,  "  That  joke  dishonors  me  !  " 

As  for  his  dail^'  life,  he  ate,  drank,  and  walked  about 
like  other  men  in  sound  health ;  and  so  it  happened 
that  he  was  treated  with  about  the  same  respect  and 
attention  that  we  give  to  a  heavy  piece  of  furniture. 
Among  his  many  absurdities  was  one  of  which  no  man 
had  as  yet  discovered  the  object,  although  by  long 
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practice  the  wiseheads  of  the  community  had  learned 
to  unravel  the  meaning  of  most  of  his  vagaries.  He 
insisted  on  keeping  a  sack  of  flour  and  two  puncheons 
of  wine  in  the  cellar  of  his  house,  and  he  would  allow 
no  one  to  laj'  hands  on  them.  But  when  the  month  of 
June  came  round  he  grew  uneasy  with  the  restless  anx- 
ietj'  of  a  madman  about  the  sale  of  the  sack  and  the  pun- 
cheons. Madame  Margaritis  could  nearly  alwaj-s  per- 
suade him  that  the  wine  had  been  sold  at  an  enormous 
price,  which  she  paid  over  to  him,  and  which  he  hid 
so  cautiously-  that  neither  his  wife  nor  the  servant  who 
watched  him  had  ever  been  able  to  discover  its  hiding- 
place. 

The  evening  before  Gaudissart  reached  Vouvray  Ma- 
dame Margaritis  had  had  more  diflficnlty  than  usual  in 
deceiving  her  husband,  whose  mind  happened  to  be 
uncommonlj'  lucid. 

' '  I  really  don't  know  how  I  shall  get  through  to- 
morrow," she  had  said  to  Madame  Vernier.  "  Would 
you  believe  it,  the  good-man  insists  on  watching  his 
two  casks  of  wine.  He  has  worried  me  so  this  whole 
da^-,  that  I  had  to  show  him  two  full  puncheons.  Our 
neighbor,  Pierre  Champlain,  fortunately  had  two  which 
he  had  not  sold.  I  asked  him  to  kindly  let  me  have 
them  rolled  into  our  cellar ;  and  oh,  dear !  now  that 
the  good-man  has  seen  them  he  insists  on  bottling 
them  off  himself." 

Madame  Vernier  had  related  the  poor  woman's  trouble 
to  her  husband  just  before  the  entrance  of  Gaudissart, 
and  at  the  first  words  of  the  famous  traveller  Vernier 
determined  that  he  should  be  made  to  grapple  with 
Margaritis. 

26 
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"  Monsieur,"  said  the  ex-dj-er,  as  soon  as  the  illus- 
trious Gaudissart  had  fired  his  first  broadside,  "  I  will 
not  hide  from  j-ou  the  great  difficulties  which  my  native 
place  offers  to  ^your  enterprise.  Tliis  part  of  the  coun- 
try goes  along,  as  it  were,  in  the  rough,  — suo  modo. 
It  is  a  country  where  new  ideas  don't  take  hold.  AVe 
live  as  our  fathers  lived,  we  amuse  ourselves  with  four 
meals  a  da}',  and  we  cultivate  our  vineyards  and  sell 
our  wines  to  the  best  advantage.  Onr  business  prin- 
ciple is  to  sell  things  for  more  than  they  cost  us ;  we 
shall  stick  in  that  rut,  and  neither  God  nor  the  devil 
can  get  us  out  of  it.  I  will,  however,  give  you  some 
advice,  and  good  advice  is  an  egg  in  the  hand.  There 
is  in  this  town  a  retired  banker  in  whose  wisdom  I 
have  —  I,  particularly — the  greatest  confidence.  If 
3'on  can  obtain  his  support,  I  will  add  mine.  If  your 
proposals  have  real  merit,  if  we  are  convinced  of  the 
advantage  of  j'our  enterprise,  the  approval  of  Monsieur 
Margaritis  (which  carries  with  it  mine)  will  open  to  you 
at  least  twenty  rich  houses  in  Vouvray  who  will  be  glad 
to  try  your  specifics." 

When  Madame  Vernier  heard  the  name  of  the  lunatic 
she  raised  her  head  and  looked  at  her  husband. 

"  Ah,  precisel}- ;  my  wife  intends  to  call  on  Madame 
Margaritis  with  one  of  our  neighbors.  Wait  a  moment, 
and  you  can  accompany  these  ladies  —  You  can  pick 
up  Madame  Fontanieu  on  your  way,"  said  the  wilj- 
dyer,  winking  at  his  wife. 

To  pick  out  the  greatest  gossip,  the  sharpest  tongue, 
the  most  inveterate  cackler  of  the  neighborhood !  It 
meant  that  Madame  Vernier  was  to  take  a  witness  to 
the  scene  between  the  traveller  and  the  lunatic  which 
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should  keep  the  town  in  laughter  for  a  month.  Mon- 
sieur and  Madame  Vernier  played  their  part  so  well 
that  Gaudissart  had  no  suspicions,  and  straightway  fell 
into  the  trap.  He  gallantly  offered  his  arm  to  Ma- 
dame Vernier,  and  believed  that  he  made,  as  they  went 
along,  the  conquest  of  both  ladies,  for  whose  benefit  he 
sparkled  with  wit  and  hinnor  and  undetected  puns. 

The  house  of  the  pretended  banker  stood  at  the  en- 
trance to  the  Valley  Coquette.  The  place,  called  La 
Fuye,  had  nothing  remarkable  about  it.  On  the  ground 
floor  was  a  large  wainscoted  salon,  on  either  side  of 
which  opened  the  bedroom  of  the  good-man  and  that 
of  his  wife.  The  salon  was  entered  from  an  ante-cham- 
ber, which  served  as  the  dining-room  and  communicated 
with  the  kitchen.  This  lower  floor,  whicli  was  wholly 
without  the  external  charm  usuall3'  seen  even  in  the 
humblest  dwellings  in  Touraine,  was  covered  by  a  man- 
sard storj',  reached  by  a  stairway  built  on  the  outside 
of  the  house  against  the  gaWe  end  and  protected  by  a 
shed-roof.  A  little  garden,  full  of  marigolds,  syringas, 
and  elder-bushes,  separated  the  house  from  the  fields  ; 
and  all  around  the  courtyard  were  detached  buildings 
which  were  used  in  the  vintage  season  for  the  various 
processes  of  making  wine. 
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IV. 


Makgaeitis  was  seated  in  an  arm-chair  covered  with 
■yellow  Utrecht  velvet,  near  the  window  of  the  salon, 
and  he  did  not  stir  as  the  two  ladies  entered  with  Gau- 
dissart. His  thoughts  were  running  on  the  casks 
of  wine.  He  was  a  spare  man,  and  his  bald  head, 
garnished  with  a  few  spare  locks  at  tlie  back  of  it, 
was  pear-shaped  in  conformation.  His  sunken  ej-es, 
overtopped  by  heavy  black  brows  and  surrounded 
by  discolored  circles,  his  nose,  thin  and  sharp  like 
the  blade  of  a  knife,  the  strongly  marked  jawbone, 
the  hollow  cheeks,  and  the  oblong  tendency  of  all 
these  lines,  together  with  his  unnaturally  long  and 
flat  chin,  contributed  to  give  a  peculiar  expression  to 
his  countenance,  —  something  between  that  of  a  retired 
professor  of  rhetoric  and  a  rag-picker. 

"Monsieur  Margaritis,"  cried  Madame  Vernier,  ad- 
dressing him,  "  come,  stir  about !  Here  is  a  gentleman 
whom  my  husband  sends  to  you,  and  j'ou  must  listen  to 
him  with  great  attention.  Put  away  j'our  mathematics 
and  talk  to  him." 

On  hearing  these  words  the  lunatic  rose,  looked  at 
Gaudissart,  made  him  a  sign  to  sit  down,  and  said, 
"  Let  us  converse.  Monsieur." 

The  two  women  went  into  Madame  Margaritis'  bed- 
room, leaving  the  door  open  so  as  to  hear  the  conver- 
sation, and  interpose  if  it  became  necessary.  Tliej' 
were  hardty  installed  before  Monsieur  Vernier  crept 
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softly  up  through  the  field  and,  opening  a  window,  got 
into  the  bedroom  without  noise. 

"  Monsieur  has  doubtless  been  in  business?  —  "be- 
gan Gaudissart. 

"Public  business,"  answered  Margaritis  interrupting 
him.  "I  pacificated  Calabria  under  the  reign  of  King 
Murat." 

"Bless  me!  if  he  hasn't  gone  to  CalabiMa !  "  whis- 
pered Monsieur  Vernier. 

"In  that  case,"  said  Gaudissart,  "we  shall  quickly 
understand  each  other." 

"I  ain  listening,"  said  Margaritis,  striking  the  atti- 
tude taken  by  a  man  when  he  poses  to  a  portrait- 
painter. 

"Monsieur,"  said  Gaudissart,  who  chanced  to  be 
turning"  his  watch-key  with  a  rotatory  and  periodical 
click  which  caught  the  attention  of  the  lunatic  and  con- 
tributed no  doubt  to  keep  him  quiet.  "Monsieur,  if 
you  were  not  a  man  of  superior  intelligence"  (the  fool 
bowed),  "I  should,  content  myself  with  merel\-  lay- 
ing before  you  the  material  advantages  of  this  enter- 
prise, whose  psychological  aspects  it  would  be  a  waste 
of  time  to  explain  to  3'ou.  Listen !  Of  all  kinds 
of  social  wealth,  is  not  time  the  most  precious?  To 
economize  time  is,  consequently,  to  become  wealthy. 
Now,  is  there  anything  that  consumes  so  much  time 
as  those  anxieties  which  I  call  '  pot-boiling  '  ?  —  a 
vulgar  expression,  but  it  puts  the  whole  question  in 
a  nutshell.  For  instance,  what  can  eat  up  more 
time  than  the  inability  to  give  proper  security  to 
persons  from  whom  j^ou  seek  to  borrow  monej'  when, 
poor  at  the  moment,  you  are  nevertheless  rich  in  hope  ?  " 
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"  Money, — yes,  that's  right,''  said  Margaritis. 

"  Well,  Monsieur,  I  am  sent  into  the  departments  bj-  a 
company  of  bankers  and  capitalists,  who  have  apprehen- 
ded the  enormous  waste  which  rising  men  of  talent  are 
thus  making  of  time,  and,  consequently',  of  intelligence 
and  productive  ability.  We  have  seized  the  idea  of  cap- 
italizing for  such  men  their  future  prospects,  and  cashing 
their  talents  b}'  discounting  —  what?  Time;  securing 
the  value  of  it  to  their  survivors.  I  maj'  saj-  that  it  is 
no  longer  a  question  of  economizing  time,  but  of  giving 
it  a  price,  a  quotation ;  of  representing  in  a  pecuniary 
sense  those  products  developed  by  time  which  pre- 
sumably j'ou  possess  in  the  region  of  30ur  intellect ;  of 
representing  also  the  moral  qualities  with  which  you 
are  endowed,  and  which  are,  Monsieur,  living  forces,  — 
as  living  as  a  cataract,  as  a  steam-engine  of  three,  ten, 
twenty-,  flftj-  horse-power.  Ila  !  this  is  progress  !  the 
movement  onward  to  a  better  state  of  things  ;  a  move- 
ment born  of  the  spirit  of  our  epoch  ;  a  movement 
essentially^  progressive,  as  I  shall  prove  to  j-ou  when  we 
come  to  consider  the  principles  involved  in  the  logi- 
cal co-ordination  of  the  social  fabric.  I  will  now  ex- 
plain mj-  meaning  by  literal  examples,  leaving  aside 
all  purely  abstract  reasoning,  which  I  call  the  mathe- 
matics of  thought.  Instead  of  being,  as  \ou  aie,  a 
proprietor  living  upon  3'our  income,  let  us  suppose 
that  you  are  a  painter,  a  musician,  an  artist,  or  a 
poet  —  " 

"  I  am  a  painter,"  said  the  lunatic. 

"  Well,  so  be  it.  I  see  you  take  my  metaphor.  Yoa 
are  a  painter ;  j'ou  have  a  glorious  future,  a  rich  future 
before  you.     But  I  go  still  farther  —  " 
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At  these  words  the  madman  looked  anxiously  at  Gau- 
dissart, thinldng  he  meant  to  go  away ;  but  was  reas- 
sured when  he  saw  that  he  kept  his  seat. 

"  You  may  even  be  nothing  at  all,"  said  Gaudissart, 
going  on  with  his  phrases,  "  but  you  are  conscious  of 
yourself;  you  feel  yourself  —  " 

"I  feel  myself,"  said  tlic  lunatic. 

"  —  3'ou  feel  yourself  a  great  man  ;  you  saj-  to  your- 
self, '  I  will  be  a  minister  of  state.'  Well,  then,  j-ou  — 
painter,  artist,  man  of  letters,  statesman  of  the  future 
—  3'ou  reckon  upon  your  talents,  you  estimate  their 
value,  3'ou  rate  them,  let  us  say,  at  a  hundred  thousand 
crowns  —  " 

"  Do  you  give  me  a  hundred  thousand  crowns?" 

"Yes,  Monsieur,  as  5'ou  will  see.  Either  your  heirs 
and  assigns  will  recei\e  them  if  3-ou  die,  for  the  com- 
panj'  contemplates  that  event,  or  j'ou  will  receive  them 
in  the  long  run  through  your  works  of  art,  j'our  writings 
or  5-our  fortunate  speculations  during  jour  lifetime. 
But,  as  I  have  already  had  the  honor  to  tell  you,  when 
3-ou  have  once  fixed  upon  the  value  of  30ur  intellectual 
capital,  —  for  it  is  intellectual  capital,  — seize  that  idea 
firmly,  —  intellectual  —  " 

' '  I  understand,"  said  the  fool. 

"You  sign  a  polic3'  of  insurance  with  a  compan3' 
which  recognizes  in  3'ou  a  value  of  a  hundred  thousand 
crowns  ;  in  3'ou,  poet  —  " 

"  I  am  a  painter,"  said  the  lunatic. 

"  Yes,"  resumed  Gaudissart,  —  "  painter,  poet,  musi- 
cian, statesman  —  and  binds  itself  to  pay  them  over'  to 
your  family,  3-our  heirs,  if,  by  reason  of  your  death,  the 
hopes  founded  on  3'our  intellectual  capital  should  be 
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overthrown  for  you  personally.  The  payment  of  the 
premium  is  all  that  is  required  to  protect  — " 

"  The  mone^'-box,"  said  the  lunatic,  sharply  iater- 
rupting  him. 

"Ah!  naturally;  j-es.  I  see  that  Monsieur  under- 
stands business." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  madman.  "  I  established  the  Ten-i- 
torial  Bank  in  the  Rue  des  Fosses-jMontraartre  at  Paris 
in  1798. 

".For,"  resumed  Gaudissart,  going  back  to  his  pre= 
mium,  "  in  order  to  meet  the  pa3ments  on  the  intellec- 
tual capital  which  each  man  recognizes  and  esteems  in 
himself,  it  is  of  course  necessary-  that  each  should  pay 
a  certain  premium,  three  per  cent;  an  annual  due  of 
three  per  cent.  Thus,  by  the  payment  of  this  trifling 
sum,  a  mere  nothing,  you  protect  j'our  famil3r  from  dis- 
astrous results  at  your  death  — • " 

"  But  I  live,"  said  the  fool. 

"  Ah  !  yes  ;  you  mean  if  j'ou  should  live  long?  That 
is  the  usual  objection,  —  a  vulgar  prejudice.  I  fully 
agree  that  if  we  had  not  foreseen  and  demolished  it  we 
might  feel  we  were  unworthy  of  being  —  what?  "What 
are  we,  after  all?  Book-keepers  in  the  great  Bureau 
of  Intellect.  Monsieur,  I  don't  applj'  these  remarks 
to  you,  but  I  meet  on  all  sides  men  who  make  it 
a  business  to  teach  new  ideas  and  disclose  chains 
of  reasoning  to  people  who  turn  pale  at  the  first 
word.  On  mj-  word  of  honor,  it  is  pitiable !  But 
that's  the  waj-  of  the  world,  and  I  don't  pretend  to 
reform  it.  Your  objection,  Monsieur,  is  really  sheer 
nonsense." 

"  Why?  "  asked  the  lunatic. 
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"  Why?  —  this  is  why :  because,  if  you  live  and  pos- 
sess the  qualities  which  are  estimated  in  j'our  policy 
against  the  chances  of  death,  —  now,  attend  to  this  —  " 

"  I  am  attending." 

"Well,  then,  j'ou  have  succeeded  in  life;  and  you 
have  succeeded  because  of  the  said  insurance.  You 
doubled  your  chances  of  success  by  getting  rid  of  the 
anxieties  j'ou  were  dragging  about  with  you  in  the 
shape  of  wife  and  children  who  might  otherwise  be  left 
destitute  at  j'our  deiith.  If  you  attain  this  certainty, 
you  have  touched  the  value  of  your  intellectual  capital, 
on  which  the  cost  of  insurance  is  a  trifle, — a  mere 
trifle,  a  bagatelle." 

"That's  a  flue  idea !  " 

"  Ah  !  is  it  not.  Monsieur?  "  cried  Gaudissart.  "  I 
call  this  enterprise  the  exchequer  of  beneficence  ;  a  mu- 
tual insurance  against  poverty  ;  or,  if  you  like  it  better, 
the  discounting,  the  cashing,  of  talent.  For  talent. 
Monsieur,  is  a  bill  of  exchange  which  Nature  gives  to 
the  man  of  genius,  and  which  often  has  a  long  time  to 
run  before  it  falls  due." 

"  That  is  usury  !  "  cried  Margaritis. 

"  The  devil!  he's  keen,  the  old  fellow!  I've  made 
a  mistake,"  thought  Gaudissart,  "I  must  catch  him 
with  other  chaff.  I  '11  try  humbug  No.  1.  Not  at  all," 
he  said  aloud,  "  for  you  who  —  " 

"Will  J'OU  take  a  glass  of  wine?  "  asked  Margaritis. 

"  With  pleasure,"  replied  Gaudissart. 

"  Wife,  give  us  a  bottle  of  the  wine  that  is  in  the  pun- 
cheons. You  are  here  at  the  very  head  of  Vouvray," 
he  continued,  with  a  gesture  of  the  hand,  "the  vine- 
yard of  Margaritis." 
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The  maid-servant  brought  glasses  and  a  bottle  of 
wine  of  the  vintage  of  1819.  The  good-man  filled  a 
glass  with  circumspection  and  offered  it  to  Gaudissart, 
who  drank  it  up. 

"Ah,  you  are  joking,  Monsieur!"  exclaimed  the 
commercial  traveller.  "  Surel}-  this  is  Madeira,  true 
Madeira?" 

"  So  you  think,"  said  the  fool.  "The  trouble  with  our 
Vouvra}'  wine  is  tliat  it  is  neither  a  common  wine,  nor 
a  wine  that  can  be  drunk  with  the  entremets.  It  is  too 
generous,  too  strong.  It  is  often  sold  in  Paris  adulter- 
ated with  brand}'  and  called  Madeira.  The  wine- 
merchants  buy  it  up,  when  our  vintage  has  not  been 
good  enough  for  the  Dutch  and  Belgian  markets,  to 
mix  it  with  wines  grown  in  the  neighborhood  of  Paris, 
and  call  it  Bordeaux.  But  what  you  are  drinking 
just  now,  my  good  Monsieur,  is  a  wine  for  kings,  the 
pure  Head  of  Vouviaj-,  — that 's  its  name.  I  have  two 
puncheons,  only  two  puncheons  of  it  left.  People 
who  like  flue  wines,  high-class  wines,  who  furnish  their 
table  with  qualities  that  can't  be  bought  in  the  reg- 
ular trade,  —  and  there  are  manj-  persons  in  Paris 
who  have  that  vanity,  —  well,  such  people  send  di- 
rect to  us  for  this  wine.  Do  you  know  anj'  one 
who  —  ?  " 

"  Let  us  go  on  with  what  we  were  saying,"  interposed 
Gaudissart. 

"We  are  going  on,"  said  the  fool.  "My  wine  is 
capital ;  jo\i  are  capital,  capitalist,  intellectual  capital, 
capital  wine,  —  all  the  same  etymologj-,  don't  you  see? 
hein?  Capital,  caput,  head.  Head  of  Vouvray,  that's 
my  wine,  —  it 's  all  one  thing." 
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"So  that  you  have  realized  your  intellectual  capital 
through  your  wines?     Ah,  I  see  !  "  said  Gaudissart. 

"I  have  realized,"  said  the  lunatic.  "  Would  you 
like  to  buy  my  puncheons?  you  shall  have  them  on 
good  terms." 

"No,  I  was  merely  speaking,"  said  the  illustrious  Gau- 
dissart, "  of  the  results  of  insurance  and  the  emploj'ment 
of  intellectual  capital.     I  will  resume  my  argument." 

The  lunatic  calmed  down,  and  fell  once  more  into 
position. 

"I  remarked.  Monsieur,  that  if  you  die  the  capital 
will  be  paid  to  your  family  without  discussion.'' 

"  Without  discussion?  " 

"Yes,  unless  there  were  suicide." 

"That's  quibbling." 

"  No,  Monsieur;  j'ou  are  aware  that  suicide  is  one 
of  those  acts  which  are  eas}'  to  prove  —  " 

"  In  France,"  said  the  fool ;  "but  —  " 

"But  in  other  countries?"  said  Gaudissart.  "Well, 
Monsieur,  to  cut  short  discussion  on  this  point,  I  will 
sa,\,  once  for  all,  that  death  in  foreign  countries  or  on 
the  field  of  battle  is  outside  of  our  —  " 

"Then  what  are  you  insuring?  Nothing  at  all!" 
cried  Margaritis.  "  My  bank,  my  Territorial  Bank, 
rested  upon  —  " 

"  Nothing  at  all  ?  "  exclaimed  Gaudissart,  interrupting 
the  good-man.  "Nothing  at  all?  What  do  you  call 
sickness,  and  afflictions,  and  povert}^,  and  passions? 
Don't  go  off  on  exceptional  points." 

"No,  no!  no  points,"  said  the  lunatic. 

"Now,  what's  the  result  of  all  this?"  cried  Gaudis- 
sart.    "  To  you,  a  banker,  I  can  sum  up  the  profits  in  a 
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few  words.  Listen.  A  man  lives  ;  lie  has  a  future  ;  he 
appears  well ;  he  lives,  let  us  say,  bj'  his  art ;  he  wants 
money  ;  he  tries  to  get  it,  —  he  fails.  Civilization  with- 
holds cash  from  this  man  whose  thought  could  master 
civilization,  and  ought  to  master  it,  and  will  master  it 
some  daj'  with  a  brush,  a  chisel,  with  words,  ideas, 
theories,  systems.  Civilization  is  atrocious  !  It  denies 
bread  to  the  men  who  give  it  luxurj'.  It  starves  them 
on  sneers  and  curses,  the  beggarly  rascal !  My  words 
may  be  strong,  but  I  shall  not  retract  them.  Well, 
this  great  but  neglected  man  comes  to  us ;  we  recog- 
nize his  greatness ;  we  salute  him  with  respect ;  we 
listen  to  him.  He  says  to  us  :  '  Gentlemen,  my  life 
and  talents  are  worth  so  much ;  on  my  productions  I 
will  pay  you  such  or  such  percentage.'  Yer^'  good  ; 
what  do  we  do?  Instantl3',  without  reserve  or  hesita- 
tion, we  admit  him  to  the  great  festivals  of  civilization 
as  an  honored  guest  —  " 

"  You  need  wine  for  that,"  interposed  the  madman. 

"  —  as  an  honored  guest.  He  signs  the  insurance 
policy  ;  he  takes  our  bits  of  paper,  —  scraps,  rags,  mis- 
erable rags  !  —  which,  nevertheless,  have  more  power  in 
the  world  than  his  unaided  genius.  Then,  if  he  wants 
monej',  everj-  one  will  lend  it  to  him  on  those  rags.  At 
the  Bourse,  among  bankers,  wherever  he  goes,  even  at 
the  usurers,  he  will  find  moue\-  because  he  can  give 
security.  Well,  Monsieur,  is  not  that  a  great  gulf  to 
bridge  over  in  our  social  system  ?  But  that  is  onl3'  one 
aspect  of  our  work.  We  insure  debtors  bj-  another 
scheme  of  policies  and  premiums.  We  offer  annuities 
at  rates  graduated  according  to  ages,  on  a  sliding-scale 
infinitel3'    more    advantageous    than    what   are    called 
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tontines,  which  are  based  on  tables  of  mortality  that 
are  notoriously  false.  Our  companj'  deals  with  large 
masses  of  men ;  consequently  the  annuitants  are  se- 
cure from  those  distressing  fears  which  sadden  old 
age,  —  too  sad  alreadjf !  — fears  which  pursue  those  who 
receive  annuities  from  private  sources.  You  see. 
Monsieur,  that  we  have  estimated  life  under  all  its 
aspects." 

"  Sucked  it  at  both  ends,"  said  the  lunatic.  "  Take 
another  glass  of  wine.  You  've  earned  it.  You  must 
line  your  inside  with  velvet  if  j'ou  are  going  to  pump  at 
it  like  that  every  day.  Monsieur,  the  wine  of  Vouvray, 
if  well  kept,  is  downright  velvet." 

"  Now,  what  do  you  think  of  it  all?  "  said  Gaudissart, 
emptying  his  glass. 

"It  is  very  fine,  very  new,  very  useful;  but  I  like 
the  discounts  I  get  at  my  Territorial  Bank,  Rue  des 
Foss^s-Montmartre .' " 

"You  are  quite  right.  Monsieur,"  answered  Gaudis- 
sart; "but  that  sort  of  thing  is  taken  and  retaken, 
made  and  remade,  every  day.  You  have  also  hj'pothe- 
cating  banks  which  lend  upon  landed  property  and 
redeem  it  on  a  large  scale.  But  that  is  a  narrow 
idea  compared  to  our  system  of  consolidating  hopes,  — 
consolidating  hopes  !  coagulating,  so  to  speak,  the  as- 
pirations born  in  every  soul,  and  insuring  the -realiza- 
tion of  our  dreams.  It  needed  our  epoch.  Monsieur, 
the  epoch  of  transition  —  transition  and  progress  —  " 

"  Yes,  progress,"  muttered  the  lunatic,  with  his  glass 
at  his  lips.  "  I  like  progress.  That  is  what  I  've  told 
them  many  times  —  " 

^'The    'Times'!"    cried   Gaudissart,   who  did   not 
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catch  the  whole  sentence.  "The  'Times'  is  a  bad 
newspaper.     If  j'ou  read  that,  I  am  sorry  for  you." 

"  The  newspaper  !  "  cried  Margaritis.  "  Of  course  ! 
Wife  !  wife  !  where  is  the  newspaper  ?  "  he  cried,  going 
towards  the  next  room. 

"  If  you  are  interested  in  newspapers,"  said  Gaudis- 
sart, changing  his  attack,  "we  are  sure  to  understand 
each  other." 

"  Yes  ;  but  before  we  say  anything  about  that,  tell  me 
what  3'ou  think  of  this  wine." 

"Delicious!" 

"  Then  let  us  finish  the  bottle."  The  lunatic  poured 
out  a  thimbleful  for  himself  and  filled  Gaudissart's  glass. 
"Well,  Monsieur,  I  have  two  puncheons  left  of  the 
same  wine  ;  if  you  find  it  good  we  can  come  to  terms." 

"Exactly,"  said  Gaudissart.  "The  fathers  of  the 
Saint-Simonian  faith  have  authorized  me  to  send  them 
all  the  commodities  I  —  But  allow  me  to  tell  j'ou 
about  their  noble  newspaper.  You,  who  have  under- 
stood the  whole  question  of  insurance  so  thoroughly,  and 
who  are  willing  to  assist  m}'  work  in  this  district  —  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Margaritis,  "  if—" 

"  If  I  take  your  wine  ;  I  understand  perfectly.  Your 
wine  is  very  good.  Monsieur  ;  it  puts  the  stomach  in  a 
glow." 

"They  make  champagne  out  of  it;  there  is  a  man 
from  Paris  who  comes  here  and  makes  it  in  Tours.'' 

"  I  have  no  doubt  of  it.  Monsieur.  The  '  Globe,"  of 
which  we  were  speaking  —  ", 

"  Yes,  I've  gone  over  it,"  said  Margaritis. 

"  I  was  sure  of  it !  "  exclaimed  Gaudissart.  "  Mon- 
^sieur,  you  have  a  fine  frontal  development ;  a  pate  — 
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excuse  the  word  —  which  our  gentlemen  call  horse- 
head.  There  's  a  horse  clement  in  the  head  of  every 
great  man.  Genius  will  make  itself  known  ;  but  some- 
times it  happens  that  great  men,  in  spite  of  their  gifts, 
I'emain  obscure.  Such  was  very  nearly  the  case  with 
Saint-Simon  ;  also  with  Monsieur  Vico,  —  a  strong  man 
just  beginning  to  shoot  up  ;  1  am  proud  of  Vico.  Now, 
here  we  enter  upon  the  new  theory  and  formula  of 
humauitj-.     Attention,  if  3'ou  please." 

"  Attention  !  "  said  the  fool,  falling  into  position. 

"  Man's  spoliation  of  man  —  by  which  I  mean  bodies 
of  men  living  upon  the  labor  of  other  men  —  ought  to 
have  ceased  with  the  coming  of  Christ,  I  say  Christ, 
who  was  sent  to  proclaim  the  equality  of  man  in  the 
sight  of  God.  But  what  is  the  fact?  Equality  up  to 
our  day  has  been  an  ignus  fatims,  a  chimera.  Saint- 
Simon  has  arisen  as  the  complement  of  Christ ;  as  the 
modern  exponent  of  the  doctrine  of  equality,  or  rather 
of  its  practice,  for  theory  has  served  its  time  —  " 

"Is  he  liberated?"  asked  the  lunatic. 

"Like  liberalism,  it  has  had  its  da3'.  There  is  a 
nobler  future  before  us  :  a  new  faith,  free  labor,  free 
growth,  free  production,  individual  progress,  a  social 
co-ordination  in  which  each  man  shall  receive  the  full 
worth  of  his  individual  labor,  in  which  no  man  shall  be 
preyed  upon  by  other  men  who,  without  capacity  of 
their  own,  compel  all  to  work  for  the  profit  of  one. 
From  this  comes  the  doctrine  of — " 

"  How  about  servants?"  demanded  the  lunatic. 

"  They  will  remain  servants  if  they  have  no  capacity 
beyond  it." 

"  Then  what 's  the  good  of  your  doctrine  ?  " 
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"  To  judge  of  this  doctrine,  Monsieur,  you  must  con- 
sider it  from  a  liigher  point  of  view :  you  must  take  a 
general  survej-  of  humanity.  Here  we  come  to  the  the- 
ories of  Ballanche  :  do  you  know  Ms  Palingenesis  ?  " 

"  I  am  fond  of  them,"  said  the  fool,  who  thought  he 
said  ices. 

"Good!"  returned  Gaudissart.  "Well,  then,  if 
the  palingenistic  aspects  of  the  successive  transforma- 
tions of  the  spiritualized  globe  have  struck,  stirred, 
roused  you,  then,  my  dear  sir,  the  '  Globe '  news- 
paper, —  noble  name  ■which  proclaims  its  mission,  — the 
'  Globe '  is  an  organ,  a  guide,  who  will  explain  to  you 
with  the  coming  of  each  daj-  the  conditions  under  which 
this  vast  political  and  moral  change  will  be  effected. 
The  gentlemen  who  —  " 

"  Do  they  drink  wine?  " 

"Yes,  Monsieur;  their  houses  are  kept  up  in  the 
highest  stjle ;  I  maj'  say,  iu  prophetic  style.  Superb 
salons,  large  receptions,  the  apex  of  social  life  — '' 

"Well,"  remarked  the  lunatic,  "the  workmen  who 
pull  things  down  want  wine  as  much  as  those  who  put 
things  up." 

"True,"  said  the  illustrious  Gaudissart,  "and  all 
the  more,  Monsieur,  when  they  pull  down  with  one 
hand  and  build  up  with  the  other,  like  the  apostles 
of  the  '  Globe.'  " 

"  They  want  good  wine  ;  Head  of  Vouvray,  two  pun- 
cheons, three  hundred  bottles,  only  one  hundred  francs, 
—  a  trifle  !  " 

"  How  much  is  that  a  bottle?"  said  Gaudissart,  cal- 
culating. "Let  me  see;  there's  the  freight  and  the 
duty,  —  it  wiU  come  to  about  seven  sous.     Why,  it 
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would  n't  be  a  bad  thing :  thej-  give  more  for  worse 
wines  —  (Good!  I've  got  him!"  thought  Gaudissart, 
■'Ije  wants  to  sell  me  wine  which  I  want;  I'll  master 
him)  — :  Well,  Monsieur,"  he  continued,  "  those  who 
argue  usually  come  to  an  agreement.  Let  us  be  frank 
with  each  other.  You  have  great  influence  in  this 
district  —  " 

"  I  should  think  so  !  "  said  the  madman  ;  "I  am  the 
Head  of  Vouvray  ! " 

' '  Well,  I  see  that  j'ou  thoroughlj^  comprehend  the 
insurance  of  intellectual  capital  —  " 

"Thoroughly!" 

"  —  and  that  3-ou  have  measured  the  full  importance 
of  the  '  Globe '  —  " 

"  Twice;  on  foot." 

Gaudissart  was  listening  to  himself  and  not  to  the 
replies  of  his  hearer. 

"Therefore,  in  view  of  your  circumstances  and  of 
your  age,  I  quite  understand  that  you  have  no  need 
of  insurance  for  yourself;  but.  Monsieur,  you  might 
induce  others  to  insure,  either  because  of  their  inherent 
qualities  w:hich  need  development,  or  for  the  protection 
of  their  families  against  a  precarious  future.  Now,  if 
you  will  subscribe  to  the  '  Globe,'  and  give  me  your  per- 
sonal assistance  in  this  district  on  behalf  of  insurance, 
especially- life-annuity, — for  the  provinces  are  much 
attached  to  annuities  —  Well,  if  you  will  do  this,  then 
we  can  come  to  an  understanding  about  the  wine.  Will 
you  take  the  '  Globe  '  ? " 

"  I  stand  on  the  globe." 

"Will  J'OU  advance  its  interests  in  this  district?" 

"  I  advance." 
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"And?" 

"And  —  " 

"  And  I  —  but  you  do  subscribe,  don't  you,  to  jthe 
'Globe'?" 

"The  globe,  good  thing,  for  life,"  said  the  lunatic. 

"For  life,  Monsieur?  —  ah,  I  see!  yes,  you  are 
right :  it  is  full  of  life,  vigor,  intellect,  science,  —  abso- 
lutely crammed  with  science,  —  well  printed,  clear  tj-pc, 
well  set  up ;  what  I  call  '  good  nap.'  None  of  your 
botched  stuff,  cotton  and  wool,  trumpery ;  flimsj-  rub- 
i)ish  that  rips  if  3'ou  look  at  it.  It  is  deep  ;  it  states 
questions  on  which  you  can  meditate  at  your  leisure  ; 
it  is  the  very  thing  to  make  time  pass  agreeably  in  the 
country." 

"  That  suits  me,"  said  the  lunatic. 

"  It  only  costs  a  trifle,  — eighty  francs." 

"  That  won't  suit  me,"  said  the  lunatic. 

"  Monsieur  !  "  cried  Gaudissart,  "of  course  jon  have 
got  grandchildren?  There  's  the  '  Children's  Journal ; ' 
that  onlj'  costs  seven  francs  a  3  ear." 

"  Very  good;  take  my  wine,  and  I  will  subscribe  to 
the  children.  That  suits  me  very  well :  a  flue  idea!  in- 
tellectual product,  child.  That 's  man  living  upon  man, 
hein?" 

"  You  've  hit  it.  Monsieur,"  said  Gaudissart. 

"I've  hit  it!" 

"  You  consent  to  oush  me  in  the  district?" 

"  In  the  district." 

' '  I  have  3'our  approbation  ?  " 

"  You  have  it." 

"Well,  then.  Monsieur,  I  take  j-our  wine  at  a  hun- 
dred francs  —  " 
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"No,  no!  hundred  and  ten  —  " 

"Monsieur!  A  hundred  and  ten  for  the  company, 
but  a  hundred  to  me.  I  enable  you  to  make  a  sale ; 
you  owe  me  a  commission." 

"Charge  'em  a  hundred  and  twenty,"  —  cent  vingt 
(sans  rill,  without  wine). 

"  Capital  pun  that!  " 

"No,  puncheons.     About  that  wine  —  " 

"Better  and  better!  why,  you  are  a  wit." 

"Yes,  I'm  that,"  said  the  fool.  "Come  out  and 
see  my  vineyards." 

"Willinglj',  the  wine  is  getting  into  my  head,"  said 
the  illustrious  Gaudissart,  following  Monsieur  Marga- 
ritis,  who  marched  him  from  row  to  row  and  hillock  to 
hillock  among  the  vines.  The  three  ladies  and  Mon- 
sieur Vernier,  left  to  themselves,  went  off  into  fits  of 
laughter  as  the}'  watched  the  traveller  and  the  lunatic 
discussing,  gesticulating,  stopping  short,  resuming  their 
walk,  and  talking  vehemently. 

"I  wish  the  good-man  hadn't  carried  him  off," 
said  Vernier. 

Finally  the  pair  returned,  walking  with  the  eager 
step  of  men  who  were  in  haste  to  finish  up  a  matter 
of  business. 

"  He  has  got  the  better  of  the  Parisian,  damn  him  !  " 
cried  Vernier. 

And  so  it  was.  To  the  huge  delight  of  the  lunatic 
our  illustrious  Gaudissart  sat  down  at  a  card-table 
and  wrote  an  order  for  the  delivery  of  the  two  casks 
of  wine.  Mai'garitis,  having  carefully  read  it  over, 
counted  out  seven  francs  for  his  subscription  to  the 
"  Children's  Journal"  and  gave  them  to  the  traveller. 
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"  Adieu  until  to-morrow,  Monsieur,"  said  Gaudis- 
sart,  twisting  his  watch-kej'.  ' '  I  shall  have  the  honor 
to  call  for  3'ou  to-morrow.  Meantime,  send  the  wine  at 
once  to  Paris  to  the  address  I  have  given  j-ou,  and  the 
price  will  be  remitted  immediatelj'." 

Gaudissart,  however,  was  a  Norman,  and  he  had  no 
idea  of  making  any  agreement  which  was  not  reciprocal. 
He  therefore  required  his  promised  supporter  to  sign  a 
bond  (which  the  lunatic  carefully  read  over)  to  deliver 
two  puncheons  of  the  wine  called  "  Head  of  Vouvray," 
vineyard  of  Margaritis. 

This  done,  the  illustrious  Gaudissart  departed  in  high 
feather,  humming,  as  he  skipped  lightly-  along,  — 

"  The  King  of  the  South, 
He  burned  his  mouth,"  etc. 
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The  illustrious  Gaudissart  returned  to  the  Soleil  d'Or, 
■where  he  naturall}'  conversed  with  the  landlord  while 
waiting  for  dinner.  Mitouflet  was  an  old  soldier,  guile- 
lesslj'  crafty,  like  the  peasantrj'  of  the  Loire  ;  he  never 
laughed  at  a  jest,  but  took  it  with  the  gravity  of  a  man 
accustomed  to  the  roar  of  cannon  and  to  make  his  own 
jokes  under  arms. 

"You  have  some  very  strong-minded  people  here," 
said  Gaudissart,  leaning  against  the  door-post  and  light- 
ing his  cigar  at  Mitouflet's  pipe. 

"  How  do  3'ou  mean?  "  asked  Mitouflet. 

"  I  mean  people  who  are  rough-shod  on  political  and 
financial  ideas." 

"  Whom  have  you  seen?  if  I  may  ask  without  indis- 
cretion," said  the  landlord  innocentljs  expectorating 
after  the  adroit  and  periodical  fashion  of  smokers. 

"A  fine,  energetic  fellow  named  Margaritis." 

Mitouflet  cast  two  glances  in  succession  at  his  guest 
which  were  expressive  of  chilling  irony. 

"Maybe;  the  good-man  knows  a  deal.  He  knows 
too  much  for  other  folks,  who  can't  always  understand 
him." 

"  I  can  believe  it,  for  he  thoroughly  comprehends  the 
abstruse  principles  of  finance." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  innkeeper,  "  and  for  my  part,  I  am 
sorry  he  is  a  lunatic." 
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"  A  lunatic  !     What  do  j-ou  mean?  " 

"Well,  crazy,  —  cracked,  as  people  are  when  they 
are  insane,"  answered  Mitouflet.  "  But  he  is  not  dan- 
gerous ;  his  wife  takes  care  of  him.  Have  you  been 
arguing  with  him?  "  added  the  pitiless  landlord  ;  "  that 
must  have  been  funny  !  " 

"  Funny  !  "  cried  Gaudissart.  "  Funny  !  Then  your 
Monsieur  Vernier  has  been  making  fun  of  me  !  " 

' '  Did  he  send  you  there  ?  " 

"Yes." 

"Wife!  wife!  come  here  and  listen.  If  Monsieur 
Vernier  did  n't  take  it  into  his  head  to  send  this  gentle- 
man to  talk  to  Margaritis  !  " 

"What  in  the  world  did  you  say  to  each  other,  my 
dear,  good  Monsieur?"  said  the  wife.  "Why,  he's 
crazy !  " 

"  He  sold  me  two  casks  of  wine." 

' '  Did  you  buy  them  ? " 

"  Yes." 

"  But  that  is  his  delusion ;  he  thinks  he  sells  his 
wine,  and  he  hasn't  any." 

"  Ha !  "  snorted  the  traveller,  "  then  I  '11  go  straight 
to  Monsieur  Vernier  and  thank  him." 

And  Gaudissart  departed,  boiling  over  with  rage, 
to  shake  the  ex-dj'er,  whom  he  found  in  his  salon, 
laughing  with  a  company  of  friends  to  whom  he  had 
already  recounted  the  tale. 

"Monsieur,''  said  the  prince  of  travellers,  darting  a 
savage  glance  at  his  enemj',  "  you  are  a  scoundrel  and 
a  blackguard  ;  and  under  pain  of  being  thought  a  turn- 
kej',  —  a  species  of  being  far  below  a  gallej'-slave,  — 
you  will  give  me  satisfaction  for  the  insult  you  dared  to 
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offer  me  in  sending  me  to  a  man  whom  you  knew  to  be 
a  lunatic  !    Do  you  hear  me,  Monsieur  Vernier,  dyer?" 

Such  was  the  harangue  which  Gaudissart  prepared 
as  he  went  along,  as  a  tragedian  makes  ready  for  his 
entrance  on  the  scene. 

"  What !  "  cried  Vernier,  delighted  at  the  presence  of 
an  audience,  ' '  do  jou  think  we  have  no  right  to  make 
fun  of  a  man  who  comes  here,  bag  and  baggage,  and 
demands  that  we  hand  over  our  property  because,  for- 
sooth, he  is  pleased  to  call  us  great  men,  painters,  art- 
ists, poets,  —  mixing  us  up  gratuitously  with  a  set  of 
fools  who  have  neither  house  nor  home,  nor  sous  nor 
sense?  Why  should  we  put  up  with  a  rascal  who  comes 
here  and  wants  us  to  feather  his  nest  by  subscribing  to 
a  newspaper  which  preaches  a  new  religion  whose  first 
doctrine  is,  if  you  please,  that  we  are  not  to  inherit 
from  our  fathers  and  mothers  ?  On  my  sacred  word  of 
honor,  Pere  Margaritis  said  things  a  great  deal  more 
sensible.  And  now,  what' are  you  complaining  about? 
You  and  Margaritis  seemed  to  understand  each  other. 
The  gentlemen  here  present  can  testify  that  if  you  had 
talked  to  the  whole  canton  you  could  n't  have  been  as 
well  understood.'' 

"That's  all  very  well  for  you  to  say;  but  I  have 
been  insulted.  Monsieur,  and  I  demand  satisfaction  !  " 

"Very  good.  Monsieur!  consider  yourself  insulted, 
if  you  like.  I  shall  not  give  you  satisfaction,  because 
there  is  neither  rhyme  nor  reason  nor  satisfaction  to  be 
found  in  the  whole  business.  What  an  absurd  fool  he 
is,  to  be  sure  ! " 

At  these  words  Gaudissart  flew  at  the  dyer  to  give 
Mm  a  slap  on  the  face,  but  the  listening  crowd  rushed 
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between  them,  so  that  the  illustrious  traveller  onlj'  con- 
trived to  knock  off  the  wig  of  his  enem}-,  which  fell  on 
the  head  of  Mademoiselle  Clara  Vernier. 

"If  j'ou  are  not  satisfied,  Monsieur,"  he  said,  "I 
shaD  be  at  the  Soleil  d'Or  until  to-morrow  morning,  and 
yon  wiU  find  me  read3-  to  show  you  what  it  means  to 
give  satisfaction.    I  fought  in  Julj',  Monsieur." 

"And  j-ou  shall  fight  in  Vouvraj^,"  answered  the  dyer ; 
"  and  what  is  more,  j'ou  shall  stay  here  longer  than  j'ou 
imagine.'' 

Gaudissart  marched  off,  turning  over  m  his  mind  this 
prophetic  remark,  which  seemed  to  him  full  of  sinister 
portent.  For  the  first  time  in  his  life  the  prince  of  trav- 
ellers did  not  dine  jovially.  The  whole  town  of  Vouvi'ay 
was  put  in  a  ferment  about  the  "  affair  "  between  Mon- 
sieur Vernier  and  the  apostle  of  Saiut-Simonism.  jS'ever 
before  had  the  tragic  event  of  a  duel  been  so  much  as 
heard  of  in  that  benign  and  happy  valley. 

' '  Monsieur  Mitouflet,  I  am  to  fight  to-morrow  with 
Monsieur  Vernier,"  said  Gaudissart  to  his  landlord.  "  I 
know  no  one  here  :  will  3-0U  be  m}-  second  ?  " 

"  Willingly,"  said  the  host. 

Gaudissart  had  scareelj'  finished  his  dinner  before 
Madame  Fontanieu  and  the  assistant-major  of  Vou\Tay 
came  to  the  Soleil  d'Or  and  took  Mitouflet  aside.  They 
told  him  it  would  be  a  painful  and  injurious  thing  to  the 
whole  canton  if  a  violent  death  were  the  result  of  this 
affair ;  they  represented  the  pitiable  distress  of  Mad- 
ame Vernier,  and  conjured  him  to  find  some  way  to 
arrange  matters  and  save  the  credit  of  the  district. 

"  I  take  it  all  upon  myself,"  said  the  sagacious 
landlord. 
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In  the  evening  he  went  up  to  the  traveller's  room  car- 
rj'ing  pens,  ink,  and  paper. 

"  What  have  you  got  there?  "  asked  Gaudissart. 

"  If  jou  are  going  to  flght  to-morrow,"  answered  Ml- 
touflet,  "  you  had  better  make  some  settlement  of  your 
affairs  ;  and  perhaps  you  have  letters  to  write,  —  we  all 
have  beings  who  are  dear  to  us.  Writing  doesn't  kill, 
you  know.  Are  you  a  good  swordsman  ?  Would  you 
like  to  get  j-our  hand  in?    I  have  some  foils." 

"  Yes,  gladly." 

Mitouflet  returned  with  foils  and  masks. 

"  Now,  then,  let  us  see  what  3'ou  can  do." 

The  pair  put  themselves  on  guard.  Mitouflet,  with, 
his  former  prowess  as  grenadier  of  the  guard,  made 
sixty-two  passes  at  Gaudissart,  pushed  him  about 
right  and  left,  and  finally  pinned  him  up  against  the 
wall. 

"The  deuce!  you  are  strong,''  said  Gaudissart,  out 
of  breath. 

"  Monsieur  Vernier  is  stronger  than  I  am." 

"  The  devil !     Damn  it,  I  shall  fight  with  pistols." 

"  I  advise  you  to  do  so ;  because,  if  j'ou  take  large 
holster  pistols  and  load  them  up  to  their  muzzles,  you 
can't  risk  anything.  They  are  sure  to  fire  wide  of  the 
mark,  and  both  parties  can  retire  from  the  field  with 
honor.  Let  me  manage  all  that.  Hein  !  sapristi,  two 
brave  men  would  be  arrant  fools  to  kill  each  other  for 
a  joke." 

' '  Are  you  sure  the  pistols  will  carry  wide  enough  ? 
I  should  be  softy  to  kill  the  man,  after  all,"  said 
Gaudissart. 

"  Sleep  in  peace,"  answered  Mitouflet,  departing. 
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The  next  morning  the  two  adversaries,  more  or  less 
pale,  met  beside  the  bridge  of  La  Cise.  The  brave 
Vernier  came  near  shooting  a  cow  which  was  peaceably 
feeding  b3'  the  roadside. 

"Ah,  j'oii  fired  in  the  air  !  "  cried  Gaudissart. 

At  these  words  the  enemies  embraced. 

"  Monsieur,"  said  the  ti-aveller,  "  jour  joke  was  rather 
rough,  but  it  was  a  good  one  for  all  that.  I  am  sorry  1 
apostrophized  jou :  I  was  excited.  I  regard  3'ou  as  a 
man  of  honor." 

"  Monsieur,  we  take  twenty  subscriptions  to  the 
'  Children's  Journal,'  "  replied  the  dj'er,  still  pale. 

"That  being  *o,"  said  Gaudissart,  "  whj-  shouldn't 
we  all  breakfast  together?  Men  who  fight  are  alwajs 
the  ones  to  come  to  a  good  understanding." 

"  Monsieur  Mitouflet,"  said  Gaudissart  on  his  return 
to  the  inn,  "  of  course  you  have  got  a  sherifTs  officer 
here?" 

"What  for?" 

'■  I  want  to  send  a  summons  to  ray  good  friend  Mar- 
garitis  to  deliver  the  two  casks  of  wine." 

"But  he  has  not  got  them,"  said  Vernier. 

"  No  matter  for  that;  the  affau-  cau  be  arranged  by 
the  paj-ment  of  an  indemnitj'.  I  won't  have  it  said  that 
Vouvray  outwitted  the  illustrious  Gaudissart." 

Madame  Margaritis,  alarmed  at  the  prospect  of  a  suit 
in  which  the  plaintiff"  would  certainlj'  win  his  case, 
brought  thirty  francs  to  the  placable  traveller,  who 
thereupon  considered  himself  quits  with  the  happiest 
region  of  sunny  France,  —  a  region  which  is  also,  we 
must  add,  the  most  recalcitrant  to  new  and  progres- 
sive ideas. 
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On  returning  from  his  trip  through  the  southern  de- 
partments, the  illustrious  Gaudissart  occupied  the  coup^ 
of  a  diligence,  where  he  met  a  joung  man  to  whom, 
as  they  journe3'ed  between  Angouleme  and  Paris,  he 
deigned  to  explain  the  enigmas  of  life,  taking  him, 
apparently,  for  an  infant. 

As  they  passed  Vouvray  the  young  man  exclaimed, 
"What  a  fine  site!" 

"  Yes,  Monsieur,"  said  Gaudissart,  "  but  not  habita- 
ble on  account  of  the  people.  You  get  into  duels  every 
day.  Why,  it  is  not  three  months  since  I  fought  one 
just  there,"  pointing  to  the  bridge  of  La  Cise,  "  with  a 
damned  dyer ;  but  I  made  an  end  of  him,  —  he  bit  the 
dust ! " 


THE    END. 
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PIERRETTE. 


To  Mademoiselle  Anna  Hanska  : 

Dear  Child,  —  You,  the  joy  of  the  household,  you, 

whose  pink  or  white  pelerine  flutters  in  summer  among 

the  groves   of  Wierzschovnia   like  a  will-o'-the-wisp, 

followed  by  the  tender  ej'es  of  your  father  and  your 

mother,  —  how  can  1  dedicate  to  you  a  story  full  of 

melancholj'  ?     And  yet,  ought  not  sorrows  to  be  spoken 

of  to  a  j'oung  girl  idolized  as  j^on  are,  since  the  day 

may  come  when  your  sweet  hands   will  be  called  to 

minister   to   them  ?     It   is   so  difficult,   Anna,   to  find 

in   the  history  of  our  manners  and  morals  a  subject 

that  is  worth}'  of  your  eyes,  that  no  choice  has  been 

left  me  ;    but  perhaps  you  will   be  made  to  feel  how 

fortunate  your  fate  is  when  '5'ou  read  the  story  sent 

to  you  by 

Your  old  friend, 

De  Balzac. 


Pierrette. 


THE    LOREAINS. 

At  the  dawn  of  an  October  day  in  1827  a  j'oung 
fellow  about  sixteen  years  of  age,  whose  clothing  pro- 
claimed what  modern  phraseology  so  insolently  calls 
a  proletary,  was  standing  in  a  small  square  of  Lower 
Provins.  At  that  earlj'  hour  he  could  examine  without 
being  observed  the  various  houses  surrounding  the 
open  space,  which  was  oblong  in  form.  The  mills 
along  the  river  were  already  working ;  the  whirr  of 
their  wheels,  repeated  by  the  echoes  of  the  Upper 
Town  in  the  keen  air  and  sparkling  clearness  of  the 
early  morning,  only  intensified  the  general  silence  so 
that  the  wheels  of  a  diligence  could  be  heard  a  league 
awaj'  along  the  highroad.  The  two  longest  sides  of 
the  square,  separated  by  an  avenue  of  lindens,  were 
built  in  the  simple  style  which  expresses  so  well  the 
peaceful  and  matter-of-fact  life  of  the  bourgeoisie. 
No  signs  of  commerce  were  to  be  seen ;  on  the  other 
hand,  the  luxurious  porte-cocheres  of  the  rich  were 
few,  and  those  few  turned  seldom  on  their  hinges,  ex- 
cepting that  of  Monsieur  Martener,  a  physician,  whose 
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profession  obliged  him  to  keep  a  cabriolet,  and  to 
use  it.  A  few  of  the  house-fronts  were  covered  bj' 
grape  vines,  others  by  roses  climbing  to  the  second- 
storj'  windows,  through  which  they  wafted  the  fra- 
grance of  their  scattered  bunches.  One  end  of  the 
square  enters  the  main  street  of  the  Lower  Town, 
the  gardens  of  which  reach  to  the  bank  of  one  of  the 
two  rivers  which  water  the  valley  of  Provins.  The 
other  end  of  the  square  enters  a  street  which  runs 
parallel  to  the  main  street. 

At  the  latter,  which  was  also  the  quietest  end  of 
the  square,  the  young  workman  recognized  the  house 
of  which  he  was  in  search,  which  showed  a  front  of 
white  stone  grooved  in  lines  to  represent  courses,  win- 
dows with  closed  gray  blinds,  and  slender  iron  bal- 
conies decorated  with  rosettes  painted  yellow.  Above 
the  ground  floor  and  the  first  floor  were  three  dormer 
windows  projecting  from  a  slate  roof;  on  the  peak 
of  the  central  one  was  a  new  weather-vane.  This 
modern  innovation  represented  a  hunter  in  the  attitude 
of  shooting  a  hare.  The  front  door  was  reached  by 
three  stone  steps.  On  one  side  of  this  door  a  leaden 
pipe  discharged  the  sink-water  into  a  small  street- 
gutter,  showing  the  whereabouts  of  the  kitchen.  On 
the  other  side  were  two  windows,  carefuUj'  closed 
by  gray  shutters  in  which  were  heart-shaped  openings 
cut  to  admit  the  light ;   these  windows  seemed  to  be 
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those  of  the  dining-room.  In  the  elevation  gained 
by  the  three  steps  were  vent-holes  to  the  cellar,  closed 
by  painted  iron  shutters  fantastically  cut  in  open-work. 
Everything  was  new.  In  this  repaired  and  restored 
house,  the  fresh-colored  look  of  which  contrasted  with 
the  time-worn  exteriors  of  all  the  other  houses,  an 
observer  would  instantly  perceive  the  paltry  taste  and 
perfect  self-satisfaction  of  the  retired  petty  shop- 
keeper. 

The  young  man  looked  at  these  details  with  an 
expression  of  pleasure  that  seemed  to  have  something 
rather  sad  in  it ;  his  eyes  roved  from  the  kitchen 
to  the  roof,  with  a  motion  that  showed  a  deliberate 
purpose.  The  rosy  glow  of  the  rising  sun  fell  on  a 
calico  curtain  at  one  of  the  garret  windows,  the  others 
being  without  that  luxury.  As  he  caught  sight  of  it 
the  young  fellow's  face  brightened  gayl}-.  He  stepped 
back  a  little  way,  leaned  against  a  linden,  and  sang, 
in  the  drawling  tone  peculiar  to  the  west  of  France, 
the  following  Breton  ditty,  published  by  Brugiiiere,  a 
composer  to  whom  we  are  indebted  for  man)-  charm- 
ing melodies.  In  Brittany,  the  young  villagers  sing 
this  song  to  all  newly-married  couples  on  their  wedding- 
day  :  — 

"We've  come  to  wish  you  happiness  in  marriage, 
To  m'sieur  your  husband 
As  well  as  to  you  : 
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"  You  have  just  been  bound,  madam'  la  marine, 
Witli  bonds  of  gold 
That  only  death  unbinds  : 

"  You  will  go  no  more  to  balls  or  gay  assemblies ; 
You  must  stay  at  home 
While  we  shall  go. 

"  Have  you  tliought  well  how  you  are  pledged  to  be 
True  to  your  spouse, 
And  love  him  like  yourself? 

"  Receive  these  flowers  our  hands  do  now  present  you ; 
Alas  !  your  fleeting  honors 
Will  fade  as  they." 

This  native  air  (as  sweet  as  that  adapted  bj*  Chateau- 
briand to  Ma  soeur,  te  souvient-il  encore),  snng  in  this 
little  tovfn  of  the  Brie  district,  must  have  been  to 
the  ears  of  a  Breton  maiden  the  touchstone  of  imperious 
memories,  so  faithfully  does  it  picture  the  manners 
and  customs,  the  surroundings  and  the  heartiness  of 
her  noble  old  land,  where  a  sort  of  melancholy  reigns, 
hardly  to  be  defined  ;  caused,  perhaps,  hy  the  aspect 
of  life  in  Brittanj-,  which  is  deeply  touching.  This 
power  of  awakening  a  world  of  grave  and  sweet  and 
tender  memories  by  a  familiar  and  sometimes  livel}' 
dittj',  is  the  privilege  of  those  popular  songs  which  are 
the  superstitions  of  music,  —  if  we  may  use  the  word 
"superstition"  as  signifying  all  that  remains  after  the 
ruin  of  a  people,  all  that  survives  their  revolutions. 
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As  he  finished  the  first  couplet,  the  singer,  who 
never  took  his  eyes  from  the  attic  curtain,  saw  no 
signs  of  life.  While  he  sang  the  second,  the  curtain 
stirred.  When  the  words  "Receive  these  flowers" 
were  sung,  a  youthful  face  appeared;  a  white  hand 
cautiously  opened  the  casement,  and  a  girl  made  a 
sign  with  her  head  to  the  singer  as  he  ended  with  the 
melancholy  thought  of  the  simple  verses,  —  "Alas! 
j'our  fleeting  honors  will  fade  as  thej'." 

To  her  the  young  workman  suddenl}'  showed,  draw- 
ing it  from  within  his  jacket,  a  yellow  flower,  ver}' 
common  in  Brittan^',  and  sometimes  to  be  found  in 
La  Brie  (where,  however,  it  is  rare),  —  the  furze,  or 
broom. 

"Is  it  really  j-ou,  Brigaut?"  said  the  girl,  in  a 
low  voice. 

"Yes,  Pierrette,  yes.  I  am  in  Paris.  I  have 
started  to  make  my  way ;  but  I  'm  ready  to  settle 
here,  near  you." 

Just  then  the  fastening  of  a  window  creaked  in  a 
room  on  the  first  floor,  directlj'  below  Pierrette's  attic. 
The  girl  showed  the  utmost  terror,  and  said  to  Brigaut, 
quicklj- :  — 

"  Run  away !  " 

The  lad  jumped  like  a  frightened  frog  to  a  bend 
in  the  street  caused  by  the  projection  of  a  mill  just 
where  the  square  opens  into  the  main  thoroughfare ; 
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but  in  spite  of  his  haste  his  hob-nailed  shoos  echoed 
on  the  stones  with  a  sound  easilj^  distinguished  from 
the  music  of  the  mill,  and  no  doubt  heard  by  the 
person  who  opened   the  window. 

That  person  was  a  woman.  No  man  would  have 
torn  himself  from  the  comfort  of  a  morning  nap  to 
listen  to  a  minstrel  in  a  jacket ;  none  but  a  maid 
awakes  to  songs  of  love.  Not  onh'  was  this  woman  a 
maid,  but  she  was  an  old  maid.  When  she  had  opened 
her  blinds  with  the  furtive  motion  of  a  bat,  she  looked 
in  all  directions,  but  saw  nothing,  and  only  heard, 
faintl}',  the  flying  footfalls  of  the  lad.  Can  there  be 
anj'thing  more  dreadful  than  the  matutinal  apparition 
of  an  ugly  old  maid  at  her  window?  Of  all  the 
grotesque  sights  which  amuse  the  eyes  of  travellers 
in  countr}'  towns,  that  is  the  most  unpleasant.  It 
is  too  repulsive  to  laugh  at.  This  particular  old  maid, 
whose  ear  was  so  keen,  was  denuded  of  all  the  ad- 
ventitious aids,  of  whatever  kind,  which  she  employed 
as  embellishments  ;  her  false  front  and  her  collarette 
were  lacking ;  she  wore  that  horrible  little  bag  of 
black  silk  with  which  old  women  insist  on  covering 
their  skulls,  and  it  was  now  revealed  beneath  the 
night-cap  which  had  been  pushed  aside  in  sleep.  This 
rumpled  condition  gave  a  menacing  expression  to  the 
head,  such  as  painters  bestow  on  witches.  The  tem- 
ples, ears,  and  nape  of  the  neck,  were  disclosed  in  all 
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their  withered  horror, — the  wrinkles  being  marked  in 
scarlet  lines  that  contrasted  with  the  would-be  white 
of  the  bed-gown  which  was  tied  round  her  neck  b.y 
a  narrow  tape.  The  gaping  of  this  garment  revealed 
a  breast  to  be  likened  on\\  to  that  of  an  old  peasant 
woman  who  cares  nothing  about  her  personal  ugliness. 
The  fleshless  arm  was  like  a  stick  on  which  a  bit 
of  stuff  was  hung.  Seen  at  her  window,  this  spinster 
seemed  tall  from  the  length  and  angularity  of  her 
face,  which  recalled  the  exaggerated  proportions  of 
certain  Swiss  heads.  The  character  of  her  counte- 
nance—  the  features  being  marked  by  a  total  want 
of  harmony  —  was  that  of  hardness  in  the  Ihies,  sharp- 
ness in  the  tones  ;  while  an  unfeeling  spirit,  pervad- 
ing all,  would  have  filled  a  physiognomist  with  dis- 
gust. These  characteristics,  full}'  visible  at  this  mo- 
ment, were  usually  modified  in  public  bj-  a  sort  of 
commercial  smile,  —  a  bourgeois  smirk  which  mimicked 
good-humor ;  so  that  persons  meeting  with  this  old 
maid  might  ver}'  well  take  her  for  a  kindly  woman. 
She  owned  the  house  on  shares  with  her  brother.  The 
brother,  by-the-bye,  was  sleeping  so  tranquilly  in  his 
own  chamber  that  the  orchestra  of  the  Opera-house 
could  not  have  wakened  him,  wonderful  as  its  diajpason 
is  said  to  be. 

The  old  maid  stretched  her  neck  out  of  the  window, 
twisted  it,  and  raised  her  cold,  pale-blue  little  eyes, 
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witli  their  short  lashes  set  in  lids  that  were  alwa3's 
rather  swollen,  to  the  attic  window,  endeavoring  to 
see  Pierrette.  Perceiving  the  uselessness  of  that  at- 
tempt, she  retreated  into  her  room  with  a  movement 
like  that  of  a  tortoise  which  draws  in  its  head  after 
protruding  it  from  its  carapace.  The  blinds  were  then 
closed,  and  the  silence  of  the  street  was  unbroken 
except  \)y  peasants  coming  in  from  the  countrj',  or 
very  early  persons  moving  about. 

When  there  is  an  old  maid  in  a  house,  watch-dogs 
are  unnecessary;  not  the  slightest  event  can  occur 
that  she  does  not  see  and  comment  upon  and  pursue 
to  its  utmost  consequences.  The  foregoing  trifling 
circumstance  was  therefore  destined  to  give  rise  to 
grave  suppositions,  and  to  open  the  way  for  one  of 
those  obscure  dramas  which  take  place  in  families, 
and  are  none  the  less  terrible  because  they  are  se- 
cret,—  if,  indeed,  we  may  apply  the  word  "drama" 
to  such  domestic  occurrences.    - 

Pierrette  did  not  go  back  to  bed.  To  her,  Brigaut's 
arrival  was  an  immense  event.  During  the  night  — 
that  Eden  of  the  wretched  —  she  escaped  the  vexa- 
tions and  fault-findings  she  bore  during  the  day.  Like 
the  hero  of  a  ballad,  German  or  Russian,  I  forget 
which,  her  sleep  seemed  to  her  the  happy  life ;  her 
waking  hours  a  bad  dream.  She  had  just  had  her 
only  pleasurable  waking  in  three  years.    The  memo- 
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ries  of  her  childhood  had  sung  their  melodious  ditties 
in  her  soul.  The  first  couplet  was  heard  in  a  dream  ; 
the  second  made  her  spring  out  of  bed ;  at  the  third, 
she  doubted  her  ears, — the  sorrowful  are  all  disciples 
of  Saint  Thomas ;  but  when  the  fourth  was  sung, 
standing  in  her  night-gown  with  bare  feet  b^-  the 
window,  she  recognized  Brigaut,  the  companion  of 
her  childhood.  Ah,  yes  !  it  was  trul}'  the  well-known 
square  jacket  with  the  bobtails,  the  pockets  of  which 
stuck  out  at  the  hips,  —  the  jacket  of  blue  cloth  which 
is  classic  in  Brittau}' ;  there,  too,  were  the  waistcoat 
of  printed  cotton,  the  linen  shirt  fastened  hj  a  gold 
heart,  the  large  rolling  collar,  the  earrings,  the  stout 
shoes,  the  trousers  of  blue-graj^  drilling  unevenlj-  col- 
ored bj'  the  various  lengths  of  the  warp,  —  in  short, 
all  those  humble,  strong,  and  durable  things  which 
make  the  apparel  of  the  Breton  peasantr3-.  The  big 
buttons  of  white  horn  which  fastened  the  jacket  made 
the  girl's  heart  boat.  When  she  saw  the  bunch  of 
broom  her  eyes  filled  with  tears  ;  then  a  dreadful  fear 
drove  back  into  her  heart  the  happy  memories  that 
were  budding  there.  She  thought  her  cousin  sleeping 
in  the  room  beneath  her  might  have  heard  the  noise  she 
made  in  jumping  out  of  bed  and  running  to  the  window. 
The  fear  was  just ;  the  old  maid  was  coming,  and  she 
made  Brigaut  the  terrified  sign  which  the  lad  obeyed 
without  the  least  understanding  it.     Such  -instinctive 
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submission  to  a  girl's  bidding  shows  one  of  those 
innocent  and  absolute  affections  which  appear  from 
centur}'  to  century  on  this  earth,  where  they  blossom, 
like  the  aloes  of  Isola  Bella,  twice  or  thrice  in  a 
hundred  years.  Whoever  had  seen  the  lad  as  he  ran 
away  would  have  loved  the  ingenuous  chivalrj'  of  his 
most  ingenuous  feeling. 

Jacques  Brigaut-  was  worthy  of  Pierrette  Lorrain, 
who  was  just  fifteen.  Two  children!  Pierrette  could 
not  keep  from  crying  as  she  watched  his  flight  in 
the  terror  her  gesture  had  conveyed  to  him.  Then 
she  sat  down  in  a  shabby  armchair  placed  before  a 
little  table  above  which  hung  a  mirror.  She  rested 
her  elbows  on  the  table,  put  her  head  in  her  hands, 
and  sat  thinking  for  an  hour,  calling  to  memory  the 
Marais,  the  village  of  Pen-Hoel,  the  perilous  voyages 
on  a  pond  in  a  boat  untied  for  her  from  an  old  willow 
by  little  Jacques ;  then  the  old  faces  of  her  grand- 
father and  grandmother,  the  sufferings  of  her  mother, 
and  the  handsome  face  of  Major  Brigaut,  —  in  short, 
the  whole  of  her  careless  childhood.  It  was  all  a 
dream,  a  luminous  jo}'  on  the  gloomy  background  of 
the  present. 

Her  beautiful  chestnut  hair  escaped  in  disorder  from 
her  cap,  rumpled  in  sleep,  —  a  cambric  cap  with  ruffles, 
which  she  had  made  herself.  On  each  side  of  her 
forehead  were  little  ringlets  escaping  from  gray  curl- 
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papers.  From  the  back  of  her  head  hung  a  hea%-y 
braid  of  hair  that  was  half  unplaited.  The  excessive 
whiteness,  of  her  face  betraj'ed  that  terrible  malady 
of  girlhood  which  goes  by-  the  name  of  chlorosis,  de- 
prives the  body  of  its  natural  colors,  destroys  the 
appetite,  and  shows  a  disordered  state  of  the  organism. 
The  waxy  tones  were  in  all  the  visible  parts  of  her 
flesh.  The  neck  and  shoulders  explained  by  their 
blanched  paleness  the  wasted  arms,  flung  forward  and 
crossed  upon  the  table.  Her  feet  seemed  enervated, 
shrunken  from  illness.  Her  night-gown  came  only  to 
her  knees  and  showed  the  flaccid  muscles,  the  blue 
veins,  the  impoverished  flesh  of  the  legs.  The  cold, 
to  which  she  paid  no  heed,  turned  her  lips  violet, 
and  a  sad  smile,  drawing  up  the  corners  of  a  sensitive 
mouth,  showed  teeth  that  were  white  as  ivory  and 
quite  small,  —  pretty,  transparent  teeth,  in  keeping 
with  the  delicate  ears,  the  rather  sharp  but  dainty 
nose,  and  the  general  outline  of  her  face,  which,  in 
spite  of  its  roundness,  was  lovely^  All  the  animation 
of  this  charming  face  was  in  the  eyes,  the  iris  of 
which,  brown  like  Spanish  tobacco  and  flecked  with 
black,  shone  with  golden  reflections  round  pupils  that 
were  brilliant  and  intense.  Pierrette  was  made  to  be 
gay,  but  she  was  sad.  Her  lost  gayety  was  still  to  be 
seen  in  the  vivacious  forms  of  the  eye,  in  the  ingenuous 
grace  of  her  brow,  in  the  smooth  curve  of  her  chin. 
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The  long  eyelashes  lay  upon  the  cheek-bones,  made 
prominent  by  suffering.  The  paleness  of  her  face, 
which  was  unnaturally  white,  made  the  lines  and  all 
the  details  infinitely  pure.  The  ear  alone  was  a  little 
masterpiece  of  modelling,  —  in  marble,  you  might  say. 
Pierrette  suffered  in  va&ny  ways.  Perhaps  you  would 
like  to  know  her  history,  and  this  is  it. 

Pierrette's  mother  was  a  Demoiselle  Auffray  of 
Proving,  half-sister  by  the  father's  side  of  Madame 
Eogron,  mother  of  the  present  owners  of  the  house. 

Monsieur  Auffraj',  her  husband,  had  married  at  the 
age  of  eighteen  ;  his  second  marriage  took  place  when 
he  was  nearly  sixty-nine.  Bj'  the  first,  he  had  an 
only  daughter,  very  plain,  who  was  married  at  sixteen 
to  an  innkeeper  of  Provins  named  Rogron. 

B3'  his  second  marriage  the  worthy  Auffray  had 
another  daughter ;  but  this  one  was  charming.  There 
was,  of  course,  an  enormous  difference  in  the  ages 
of  these  daughters ;  the  one  by  the  first  marriage 
was  fifty  years  old  when  the  second  child  was  born. 
B3'  this  time  the  eldest,  Madame  Rogron,  had  two 
grown-up   children. 

The  youngest  daughter  of  the  old  man  was  married 
at  eighteen  to  the  man  of  her  choice,  a  Breton  officer 
named  Lorrain,  captain  in  the  Imperial  Guard.  Love 
often  makes  a  man  ambitious.  The  captain,  anxious 
to  rise  to  a  colonelc3',  exchanged  into  a  line  regiment. 
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While  lie,  then  a  major,  and  his  wife  enjoyed  them- 
selves in  Paris  on  the  allowance  made  to  them  b^' 
Monsieur  and  Madame  AufTraj',  or  scoured  Germany  at 
the  beck  and  call  of  the  Emperor's  battles  and  truces, 
old  Anffray  himself  (formerly  a  grocer)  died,  at  the 
age  of  eighty-eight,  without  having  found  time  to  make 
a  will.  His  propertj-  was  administered  by  his  daughter, 
Madame  Eogron,  and  her  husband  so  completely  in 
their  own  interests  that  nothing  remained  for  the 
old  man's  widow  beyond  the  house  she  lived  in  on 
the  little  square,  and  a  few  acres  of  land.  This  widow, 
the  mother  of  Madame  Lorrain,  was  onlj-  thirty-eight 
at  the  time  of  her  husband's  death.-  Like  man}'  widows, 
she  came  to  the  unwise  decision  of  remarrying.  She 
sold  the  house  and  land  to  her  step-daughter,  Madame 
Rogron,  and  married  a  young  plnsician  named  2\^raud, 
who  wasted  her  whole  fortune.  She  died  of  grief  and 
misery  two  j-ears  later. 

Thus  the  share  of  her  father's  propertj-  which  ought 
to  have  come  to  Madame  Lorrain  disappeared  al- 
most entirely,  being  reduced  to  the  small  sura  of  eight 
thousand  francs.  Major  Lorrain  -was  killed  at  the 
battle  of  Montereau,  leaving  his  wife,  then  twentj'- 
one  years  of  age,  with  a  little  daughter  of  fourteen 
months,  and  no  other  means  than  the  pension  to  which 
she  was  entitled  and  an  eventual  inheritance  from  her 
late  husband's  parents.  Monsieur  and  Madame  Lorrain, 
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retail  shop-keepers  at  Pen-Hoel,  a  village  in  Vendue, 
situated  in  that  part  of  it  which  is  called  the  Marais. 
Tliese  Lorrains,  grandfather  and  grandmother  of  Pier- 
rette Lorrain,  sold  wood  for  building  purposes,  slates, 
tiles,  pantiles,  pipes,  etc.  Their  business,  either  from 
their  own  incapacity  or  through  ill-luck,  did  badly,  and 
gave  them  scarcely  enough  to  live  on.  The  failure 
of  the  well-known  firm  of  Colinet  at  Nantes,  caused 
by  the  events  of  1814  which  led  to  a  sudden  fall  in 
colonial  products,  deprived  them  of  twenty-four  thou- 
sand francs  which  they  had  just  deposited  with  that 
house. 

The  arrival  of  their  daughter-in-law  was  therefore 
welcome  to  them.  Her  pension  of  eight  hundred 
francs  was  a  handsome  income  at  Pen-Hoel.  The 
eight  thousand  francs  which  the  widow's  half-brother 
and  sister  Rogron  sent  to  her  from  her  father's  estate 
(after  a  multitude  of  legal  formalities)  were  placed 
bj'  her  in  the  Lorrains'  business,  thej^  giving  her  a 
mortgage  on  a  little  house  which  they  owned  at 
Nantes,  let  for  three  hundred  francs,  and  barely  worth 
ten  thousand. 

Madame  Loi-rain  the  younger,  Pierrette's  mother, 
died  in  1819.  The  child  of  old  Auffray  and  his  young 
wife  was  small,  delicate,  and  weakly  ;  the  damp  cli- 
mate of  the  Marais  did  not  agree  with  her.  But  her 
husband's  family  persuaded  her,  in  order  to  keep  her 
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with  them,  that  in  no  other  quarter  of  the  world  could 
she  find  a  more  health)'  region.  She  -vvas  so  petted 
and  tenderlj-  cared  for  that  her  death,  when  it  came, 
brought  nothing  but  honor  to  the  oid  Lorrains. 

Some  persons  declared  that  Brigaut,  an  old  Ven- 
d6en,  one  of  those  men  of  iron  who  served  under 
Charette,  under  Mercier,  under  the  Marquis  de  Mon- 
tauran,  and  the  Baron  du  Guenic,  in  the  wars  against 
the  Eepublic,  counted  for  a  good  deal  in  the  willing- 
ness of  the  j-ounger  Madame  Lorrain  to  remain  in 
the  Marais.  If  it  were  so,  his  soul  must  have  been 
a  truly  loving  and  devoted  one.  All  Pen-Hoel  saw 
him  —  he  was  called  respectfull3-  Major  Brigaut,  the 
grade  he  had  held  in  the  Catholic  arm}'  —  spending 
his  daj's  and  his  evenings  in  the  Lorrains'  parlor, 
beside  the  widow  of  the  imperial  major.  Toward  the 
last,  the  curate  of  Pen-Hoel  made  certain  represen- 
tations to  old  Madame  Lorrain,  begging  her  to  per- 
suade her  daughter-in-law  to  marrj-  Brigaut,  and  prom- 
ising to  have  the  major  appointed  justice  of  peace  for 
the  canton  of  Pen-Hoel,  through  the  influence  of  the 
^'icomte  de  Kergarouet.  The  death  of  the  poor  30ung 
woman  put  an  end  to  the  matter. 

Pierrette  was  left  in  charge  of  her  grandparents 
who  owed  her  four  hundred  francs  a  j'ear,  interest  on 
the  little  property  placed  in  their  hands.  This  small 
sum  was  now  applied  to  her  maintenance.     The  old 
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people,  who  were  growing  less  and  less  fit  for  business, 
soon  found  themselves  confronted  hy  an  active  and 
capable  competitor,  "against  whom  they  said  hard 
things,  all  the  while  doing  nothing  to  defeat  him. 
Major  Brigaut,  their  friend  and  adviser,  died  six 
months  after  his  friend,  the  3'ounger  Madame  Lorrain, 
—  perhaps  of  grief,  perhaps  of  liis  wounds,  of  which 
he  had  received  twenty-seven. 

Like  a  sound  merchant,  tlie  competitor  set  about 
mining  his  adversaries  in  order  to  get  rid  of  all  rivalry. 
With  his  connivance,  the  Lorrains  borrowed  money 
on  notes,  which  they  were  unable  to  meet,  and  which 
drove  them  in  their  old  daj's  into  bankruptcy.  Pier- 
rette's claim  upon  the  house  in  Nantes  was  superseded 
by  the  legal  rights  of  her  grandmother,  who  enforced 
them  to  secure  the  daily  bread  of  her  poor-  husband. 
The  house  was  sold  for  nine  thousand  five  hundred 
francs,  of  which  one  thousand  five  hundred  went  for 
costs.  The  remaining  eight  thousand  francs  came  to 
Madame  Lorrain,  who  lived  upon  the  income  of  them 
in  a  sort  of  almshouse  at  Nantes,  like  that  of  Sainte- 
P^rine  in  Paris,  called  Saint-Jacques,  where  the  two 
old  people  had  bed  and  board  for  a  humble  payment. 

As  it  was  impossible  to  keep  Pierrette,  their  ruined 
little  granddaughter,  with  them,  the  old  Lorrains  be- 
thought themselves  of  her  uncle  and  aunt  Rogron,  in 
Provins,  to  whom  they  wrote.    These  Rogrons  were 
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dead.  The  letter  might,  therefore,  have  easily  been 
lost ;  but  if  anj'thing  here  below  can  take  the  place  of 
Providence,  it  is  the  post.  Postal  spirit,  incomparably 
above  public  spirit,  exceeds  in  brilliancj-  of  resource 
and  invention  the  ablest  romance-writers.  When  the 
post  gets  hold  of  a  letter,  wortli,  to  it,  from  three  to 
ten  sous,  and  does  not  immediately'  know  where  to 
find  the  person  to  whom  that  letter  is  addressed,  it 
displays  a  financial  auxiet}'  onl}-'  to  be  met  with  in. 
very  pertinacious  creditors.  The  post  goes  and  comes 
and  ferrets  through  all  the  eighty-six  departments. 
DiflSculties  only  rouse  the  genius  of  the  clerks,  who 
may  really  be  called  men-of-letters,  and  who  set  about 
to  search  for  that  unknown  human  being  with  as  much 
ardor  as  the  mathematicians  of  the  Bureau  give  to 
longitudes.  They  literally  i-ansack  the  whole  king- 
dom. At  the  first  ray  of  hope  all  the  post-offices 
in  Paris  are  alert.  Sometimes  the  receiver  of  a  mis- 
sing letter  is  amazed  at  the  network  of  scrawled  di- 
rections which  covers  both  back  and  front  of  the 
missive,  —  glorious  vouchers  for  the  administrative 
persistency  with  which  the  post  has  been  at  work. 
If  a  man  undertook  what  the  post  accomplishes,  he 
would  lose  ten  thousand  francs  in  travel,  time,  and 
money,  to  recover  ten  sous.  The  letter  of  the  old 
Lorrains,  addressed  to  Monsieur  Rogron  of  Provins 
(who  had  then  been  dead  a  year)  was  conveyed  by 
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the  post  in  due  time  to  Monsieur  Rogron,  son  of  the 
deceased,  a  mercei'  in  the  rue  Saint-Denis  in  Paris. 
And  this  is  where  .the  postal  spirit  obtains  its  greatest 
triumph.  An  heir  is  always  more  or  less  anxious  to 
know  if  he  has  picked  up  t'verv  scrap  of  his  inheritance, 
if  he  has  not  overlooked  a  credit,  or  a  trunk  of  old 
clothes.  The  Treasury-  knows  that.  A  letter  addressed 
to  the  late  Rogron  at  Provins  was  certain  to  pique  the 
curiosity  of  Rogron,  Jr.,  or  jNIademoiselle  Rogron,  the 
heirs  in  Paris.  Out  of  that  liuman  interest  the  Treas- 
urj-  was  able  to  earn  sixtj-  centimes. 

These  Rogrons,  toward  whom  the  old  Lorrains, 
though  dreading  to  part  with  their  dear  little  grand- 
daughter, stretched  their  supplicating  hands,  became, 
in  this  wa}-,  and  most  unoxpectedlj',  the  masters  of 
Pierrette's  destiny.  It  is  therefore  indispensable  to 
explain  both  their  antecedents  and  their  character. 
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THE  ROGHONS. 

PiaiE  RoGROSf,  that  innkeeper  of  Provins  to  whom 
old  Aiiffraj'  had  married  his  daughter  by  his  first  wife, 
was  an  individnal  with  an  inflamed  face,  a  veiny  nose, 
and  cheeks  on  which  Bacchus  had  drawn  his  scarlet  and 
bulbous  vine-marks.  Though  short,  fat,  and  pot-bellied, 
with  stout  legs  and  thick  hands,  he  was  gifted  with  the 
shrewdness  of  the  Swiss  innkeepers,  whom  he  re- 
sembled. Certainly  lie  was  not  handsome,  and  his  wife 
looked  like  him.  Xever  was  a  couple  lietter  matched. 
Eogron  liked  good  living  and  to  be  waited  upon  by 
pretty  girls.  He  belonged  to  the  class  of  egoists  whose 
behavior  is  brutal ;  he  gave  waj'  to  his  vices  and  did 
their  will  openly  in  the  face  of  Israel.  Grasping,  sel- 
fish, without  decency,  and  always  gratifjing  his  own 
fancies,  he  devoured  his  earnings  until  the  da)'  when 
his  teeth  failed  him.  Selfishness  staj'ed  by  him.  In 
his  old  daj-s  he  sold  his  inn,  collected  (as  we  have  seen) 
all  he  could  of  his  late  father-in-law's  property,  and  went 
to  live  in  the  little  house  in  the  square  of  Provins. 
bought  for  a  trifle  from  the  widow  of  old  Auffraj- 
Pierrette's  grandmother. 
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Rogron  and  his  wife  had  about  two  thousand  francs 
a  year  from  twenty-seven  lots  of  land  in  the  neighbor- 
hood of  Provins,  and  from  the  sale  of  their  inn  for 
twenty  thousand.  Old  Auffray's  house,  though  out  of 
repair,  was  inhabited  just  as  it  was  by  the  Rogrons,  — 
old  rats  like  wrack  and  ruin.  Rogron  himself  took  to 
horticulture  and  spent  his  savings  in  enlarging  the 
garden ;  he  carried  it  to  the  river's  edge  between  two 
walls  and  built  a  sort  of  stone  embankment  across  the 
end,  where  aquatic  nature,  left  to  herself,  displaj-ed  the 
charms  of  her  flora. 

In  the  early  years  of  their  marriage  the  Rogrons 
had  a  son  and  a  daughter,  both  hideous  ;  for  such  human 
beings  degenerate.  Put  out  to  nurse  at  a  low  price, 
these  luckless  children  came  home  in  due  time,  after  the 
worst  of  village  training,  —  allowed  to  cry  for  hours  after 
their  wet-nurse,  who- worked  in  the  fields,  leaving  them 
shut  up  to  scream  for  her  in  one  of  those  damp,  dark,  low 
rooms  which  serve  as  homes  for  the  French  peasantry. 
Treated  thus,  the  features  of  the  children  coarsened ; 
their  voices  grew  harsh  ;  the}-  mortified  their  mother's 
vanity,  and  that  made  her  strive  to  correct  their  bad 
habits  by  a  sternness,  which  the  severity  of  their  father 
converted  through  comparison  to  kindness.  As  a 
general  thing,  they  were  left  to  run  loose  about  the 
stables  and  courtyards  of  the  inn,  or  the  streets  of  the 
town  ;  sometimes  thej'  were  whipped ;  sometimes  they 


22  Pierrette. 

were  seut,  to  get  rid  of  them,  to  their  grandfather 
Auffra3',  who  did  not  like  them.  The  injustice  the 
Rogrons  declared  the  old  man  did  to  their  children, 
justified  them  to  their  own  minds  in  taking  the  greater 
part  of  ''  the  old  scoundrel's  "  propert3-.  However, 
Rogrou  did  send  his  son  to  school,  and  did  buy  him  a 
man,  one  of  his  own  cartmen,  to  save  him  from  the 
conscription.  As  soon  as  his  daughter,  Sylvie,  was 
thirteen,  he  sent  her  to  Paris,  to  make  her  waj-  as  ap- 
prentice in  a  shop.  Two  years  later  he  despatched 
his  son,  Jerome-Denis,  to  the  same  career.  When  his 
friends  the  carriers  and  those  who  frequented  the  inn, 
asked  him  what  he  meant  to  do  nith  his  children, 
Pere  Rogron  explained  his  system  with  a  conciseness 
which,  in  view  of  that  of  most  fathers,  had  the  merit  of 
frankness. 

"  When  the^'  are  old  enough  to  understand  me  I 
shall  give  'em  a  kick  and  say :  '  Go  and  make  30ur 
own  way  in  the  world ! '  "  he  replied,  emptying  his 
glass  and  wiping  his  lips  with  the  back  of  his  hand. 
Then  he  winked  at  his  questioner  with  a  knowing  look. 
"  Hey  !  hey  !  they  are  no  greater  fools  than  I  was,"  he 
added.  "  My  father  gave  me  three  kicks  ;  I  shall  only 
give  them  one  ;  he  put  one  louis  into  my  hand  ;  I  shall 
put  ten  in  theirs,  therefore  they  '11  be  better  ofi"  than  I 
was.  That's  the  way  to  do.  After  I  'm  gone,  what's 
left  will  be  theirs.     The  notaries  can  find  them  and  o-ive 
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it  to   them.    What  nonsense  to  bother  one's  self  about 
children.    Mine  owe  me  their  life.    I  've  fed  them,  and  I 
don't  ask  anjthing  from  them,  —  I  call  that  quits,  hey, 
neighbor?  I  began  as  a  cartman,  but  that  did  n't  prevent 
my  marrying  the  daughter  of  that  old  scoundrel  Auflray." 
Sylvie  Rogron  was  sent  (with  six  hundred  francs  for 
her  board)  as  apprentice  to  certain  shopkeepers  origi- 
nally from  Provins  and  now  settled  in  Paris  in  the  rue 
>Saint-Denis.     Two  j-ears  later  she  was    "  at  par,"   as 
they  say  ;  she  earned  her  own  living  ;  at  any  rate  her 
parents  paid  nothing  for  -her.     That  is  what  is  called 
being  "  at  par"  in  the  rue  Saint-Uenis.     Sylvie  had  a 
salary  of  four  hundred  francs.    At  nineteen  years  of 
age  she   was   independent.     At   twenty,    she   was   the 
second   demoiselle   in   the    Maison   Julliard,  wholesale 
silk  dealers  at  the  "  Chinese  Worm"  rue  Saint-Denis. 
The    history   of  the   sister   was   that   of  the   brother. 
Young  Jerome-Denis  Rogron  entered  the  establishment 
of  one  of  the  largest  wholesale  mercers  in  the  same 
street,  the  Maison  Guepin,   at  the   "  Three  Distaffs." 
When  Sylvie  Rogron,  aged  twenty-one,  had  risen  to  be 
forewoman  at  a  thousand  francs  a  year  Jdrome-Denis, 
with  even  better  luck,  was  head-clerk  at  eighteen,  with 
a  salary  of  twelve  hundred  francs. 

Brother  and  sister  met  on  Sundays  and  fete-days, 
which  they  passed  in  economical  amusements  ;  they 
dined  out  of  Paris,  and  went  to  Saint-Cloud,  Meudon, 
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Belleville,  or  Vincennes.  Towards  the  close  of  the 
year  1815  they  clubbed  their  savings,  amounting  to 
about  twenty  thousand  francs,  earned  by  the  sweat  of 
their  brows,  and  bought  of  Madame  Guen^e  the  prop- 
ertj-  and  good-will  of  her  celebrated  shop,  the  "  Family 
Sister,"  one  of  the  lai-gest  retail  establishments  in  the 
quarter.  Sjlvie  kept  the  books  and  did  the  writing. 
Jerdme  was  master  and  head-clerk  both.  In  1821, 
after  five  j'ears'  experience,  competition  became  so 
fierce  that  it  was  all  the  brother  and  sister  could  do  to 
carr}-  on  the  business  and  maintain  its  reputation. 

Though  S^ivie  was  at  this  time  scarcely  forty,  her  nat- 
ur.al  ugliness,  combined  with  hard  work  and  a  certain 
crabbed  look  (caused  as  much  b3'  the  conformation  of 
her  features  as  bj-  her  cares),  made  her  seem  like  a 
woman  of  fifty.  At  thirtj'-eight  J6r6me  Rogron  pre- 
sented to  the  ej-es  of  his  customers  the  silliest  face  that 
ever  looked  over  a  counter.  His  retreating  forehead, 
flattened  b)'  fatigue,  was  marked  by  three  long  wrinkles. 
His  grizzled  hair,  cut  close,  expressed  in  some  indefin- 
able way  the  stupiditj'  of  a  cold-blooded  animaU  The 
glance  of  his  bluish  eyes  had  neither  flame  nor  thought 
in  it.  His  round,  flat  face  excited  no  sympathy-,  nor 
even  a  laugh  on  the  lips  of  those  who  might  be  exam- 
ining the  varieties  of  the  Parisian  species  ;  on  the  con- 
trary, it  saddened  them.  He  was,  like  his  father,  short 
and  fat,  but  his  figure  lacked  the  latter's  brutal  obesity, 
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and  showed,  instead,  an  almost  ridiculous  debility.  His 
father's  high  color  was  changed  in  him  to  the  livid  flab- 
biness  peculiar  to  persons  who  live  in  close  back-shops, 
or  in  those  railed  cages  called  counting-rooms,  for- 
ever tying  up  bundles,  receiving  and  making  change, 
snarling  at  the  clerks,  and  repeating  the  same  old 
speeches  to  customers. 

The  small  amount  of  brains  possessed  by  the  brotlier 
and  sister  had  been  wholly  absorbed  in  maintaining 
their  business,  in  gettiug  and  keeping  money,  and  in 
learning  the  special  laws  and  usages  of  the  Parisian 
market.  Thread,  needles,  ribbons,  pins,  buttons,  tail- 
ors' furnishings,  in  short,  the  enormous  quantity  of 
things  which  go  to  make  up  a  mercer's  stock,  had 
taken  all  their  capacit3^  Outside  of  their  business  they 
knew  absolutely  nothing ;  they  were  even  ignorant  of 
Paris.  To  them  the  great  city  was  merel}'  a  region 
spreading  around  the  Rue  Saint-Denis.  Their  narrow 
natures  could  see  no  field  except  the  shop.  They 
were  clever  enough  in  nagging  their  clerks  and  their 
j-oung  women  and  in  proving  them  to  blame.  Their 
happiness  lay  in  seeing  all  hands  busy  at  the  counters, 
exhibiting  the  merchandise,  and  folding  it  up  again. 
When  they  heard  the  six  or  eight  voices  of  the  young 
men  and  women  glibly  gabbling  the  consecrated  phrases 
by  which  clerks  reply  to  the  remarks  of  customers,  the 
Asij  was  fine  to  them,  the  weather  beautiful !     But  on 


26  Pierrette. 

the  really'  fine  da3-s,  when  the  blue  of  the  heavens 
brightened  all  Paris,  and  the  Parisians  walked  about 
to  enjoy  themselves  and  cared  for  no  "goods"  but 
those  thej'  carried  on  their  back,  the  day  was  o\ercast 
to  the  Rogrons.  "Bad  weather  for  sales,"  said  that 
pair  of  imbeciles. 

The  skill  with  which  Rogron  could  tie  up  a  parcel 
made  him  an  object  of  admiration  to  all  his  apprentices. 
He  could  fold  and  tie  and  see  all  that  happened  in  the 
street  and  in  the  farthest  recesses  of  the  shop  b}-  the 
time  he  handed  the  parcel  to  his  customer  with  a 
''Here  it  is,  madame  ;  nothing  dse  to-daj?"  But  the 
poor  fool  would  have  been  ruined  without  his  sister. 
Sylvie  had  common-sense  and  a  genius  for  trade.  She 
advised  her  brother  in  their  purchases  and  would  piti- 
lessly- send  him  to  remote  parts  of  France  to  save  a 
trifle  of  cost.  The  shrewdness  which  all  women  more 
or  less  possess,  not  being  employed  iu  the  service  of 
her  heart,  had  drifted  into  that  of  speculation.  A  busi- 
ness to  paj^  for,  —  that  thought  was  the  mainspring 
which  kept  the  machine  going  and  gave  it  an  infernal 
activity. 

Rogron  was  realty  only- head-clerk ;  he  understood 
nothing  of  his  business  as  a  whole  ;  self-interest,  that 
great  motor  of  the  mind,  had  failed  in  his  case  to  in- 
struct him.  He  was  often  aghast  when  his  sister 
ordered  some  article  to  be  sold  below  cost,  foreseeing 
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the  end  of  its  fashion ;  later  he  admired  her  idiotically 
for  her  cleverness.  He  reasoned  neither  ill  nor  well ; 
he  was  simply  incapable  of  reasoning  at  all ;  but  he 
had  the  sense  to  subordinate  himself  to  his  sister,  and 
he  did  so  from  a  consideration  that  was  outside  of  the 
business.  "  She  is  my  elder,"  he  said.  Perhaps  an 
existence  like  his,  always  solitary,  reduced  to  the  sat- 
isfaction of  mere  needs,  deprived  of  mojiiej-  and  all 
pleasures  in  youth,  may  explain  to  physiologists  and 
thinkers  the  clownish  expression  of  the  face,  the  feeble- 
ness of  mind,  the  vacant  silliness  of  the  man.  His 
sister  had  steadily  prevented  him  from  marrying,  afraid 
perhaps  to  lose  her  power  over  him,  and  seeing  only 
a  sonrce  of  expense  and  injury  in  some  woman  who 
would  certainly  be  younger  and  undoubtedly  less  ugly 
than  herself. 

Silliness  has  two  waj-s  of  comporting  itself;  it  talks, 
or  is  silent.  Silent  silliness  can  be  borne ;  but  Eo- 
gron's  silliness  was  loquacious.  The  man  had  a  habit 
of  chattering  .to  his  clerks,  explaining  the  minutiae  of 
the  business,  and  ornamenting  his  talk  with  those 
flat  jokes  whicli  may  be  called  the  "chaff"  of  shop- 
keeping.  Eogron,  listened  to,  of  course,  by  his  sub- 
ordinates and  perfectly  satisfied  with  himself,  had 
come  at  last  into  possession  of  a  phraseology  of  his 
own.  This  chatterer  believed  himself  an  orator.  The 
necessitj'  of  explaining  to  customers  what  they  want, 
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of  guessing  at  their  desires,  and  giving  them  desires 
for  what  thej"^  do  not  want,  exercises  the  tongue  of 
all  retail  shop-keepers.  The  petty  dealer  acquires  the 
faculty  of  uttering  words  and  sentences  in  which  there 
is  absolutely  no  meaning,  but  which  have  a  marked 
success.  He  explains  to  his  customers  matters  of 
manufacture  that  they  know  nothing  of;  that  alone 
gives  him  a  passing  superioritj'  over  them;  but  take 
him  awa}'  from  his  thousand  and  one  explanations 
about  his  thousand  and  one  articles,  and  he  is,  rela- 
tivelj-  to  thought,  like  a  fish  out  of  water  in  the  sun. 

Eogron  and  Sylvie,  two  mechanisms  baptized  by 
mistake,  did  not  possess,  latent  or  active,  the  feelings 
which  give  life  to  the  heart.  Their  natures  were  shriv- 
elled and  harsh,  hardened  bj'  toil,  by  privation,  by 
the  remembrance  of  their  sufferings  during  a  long  and 
cruel  apprenticeship  to  life.  Neither  of  them  com- 
plained of  their  trials.  Thej-  were  not  so  much  im- 
placable as  impracticable  in  their  dealings  with  others 
in  misfortune.  To  them,  virtue,  honor,  loj'altj-,  all 
human  sentiments  consisted  soleh'  in  the  paj'ment  of 
their  bills.  Irritable  and  irritating,  without  feelings, 
and  sordid  in  their  economy,  the  brother  and  sister 
bore  a  dreadful  reputation  among  the  other  merchants 
of  the  rue  Saint-Denis.  Had  it  not  been  for  their 
connection  with  Provins,  where  they  went  three  or 
four  times   a  year,  when  they  could   close   the   shop 
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for  a  day  or  two,  they  would  have  had  no  clerks  or 
young  women.  But  old  Rogron,  their  father,  sent  them 
all  the  unfortunate  young  people  of  his  neighborhood, 
whose  parents  wished  to  start  them  in  business  in  Paris. 
He  obtained  these  apprentices  by  boasting,  out  of  vanity, 
of  his  son's  success.  Parents,  attracted  b^'  the  prospect 
of  their  children  being  well-trained  and  closely  watched, 
and  also,  by  the  hope  of  their  succeeding,  eventuall_y, 
to  the  business,  sent  whichever  child  was  most  in  the 
way  at  home  to  the  care  of  the  brother  and  sister. 
But  no  sooner  had  the  clerks  or  the  J'oung  women 
found  a  way  of  escape  from  that  dreadful  establish- 
ment than  they  fled,  with  rejoicings  that  increased 
the  already  bad  name  of  the  Rogrons.  New  victims 
were  supplied  yearly  by  the  indefatigable  old  father. 

From  the  time  she  was  fifteen,  Sylvie  Rogron,  trained 
to  the  simpering  of  a  saleswoman,  had  two  faces, — 
the  amiable  face  of  the  seller,  the  natural  face  of 
a  sour  spinster.  Her  acquired  countenance  was  a 
marvellous  bit  of  mimicry.  She  was  all  smiles.  Her 
voice,  soft  and  wheedhng,  -gave  a  commercial  charm 
to  business.  Her  real  face  was  that  we  have  alread}* 
seen  projecting  from  the  half-opened  blinds ;  the  mere 
sight  of  her  would  have  put  to  flight  the  most  resolute 
Cossack  of  1815,  much  as  that  horde  were  said  to 
like  all  kinds  of  Frenchwomen. 

When   the    letter   from   the    Lorrains    reached    the 
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brother  and  sister,  they  were  in  mourning  for  their 
father,  from  whom  they  inherited  the  house  which 
had  been  as  good  as  stolen  from  Pierrette's  grand- 
mother, also  certain  lands  bought  by  their  father, 
and  certain  moneys  acquired  by  usurious  loans  and 
mortgages  to  the  peasantry,  whose  bits  of  ground  the 
old  drunkard  expected  to  possess.  The  yearly  taking 
of  stock  was  just  over.  The  price  of  the  "  Family 
Sister"  had,  at  last,  been  paid  in  full.  The  Eogrons 
owned  about  sixty  thousand  francs'  worth  of  merchan- 
dise, forty  thousand  in  a  bank  or  in  their  cash-box, 
and  the  value  of  their  business.  Sitting  on  a  bench 
covered  with  striped  green  Utrecht  velvet  placed  in 
a  square  recess  just  behind  their  private  counter  (the 
counter  of  their  forewoman  being  similar  and  directly 
opposite)  the  brother  and  sister  consulted  as  to  what 
they  should  do.  All  retail  .shopkeepers  aspire  to  be- 
come members  of  the  bourgeoisie.  B3-  selling  the 
good-will  of  their  business,  the  pair  would  have  over 
a  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  francs,  not  counting  the 
inheritance  from  their  father.  By  placing  their  present 
available  property  in  the  public  Funds,  they  would 
each  obtain  about  four  thousand  francs  a  year,  and 
bj'  taking  the  proceeds  of  their  business,  when  sold, 
thej'  could  repair  and  improve  the  house  thej"  inherited 
from  their  father,  which  would  thus  be  a  good  in- 
vestment.    They  could  then  go  and  live  in  a  house 
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of  their  own  in  Provins.  Their  forewoman  was  the 
daughter  of  a  rich  farmer  at  Donnemarie,  burdened 
with  nine  children,  to  whom  he  had  endeavored  to 
give  a  good  start  in  life,  being  aware  that  at  his 
death  his  property,  divided  into  nine  parts,  would  be 
but  little  for  anj-  one  of  them.  In  five  years,  however, 
the  man  had  lost  seven  children,  —  a  fact  which  made 
the  forewoman  so  interesting  that  Rogron  had  tried, 
unsuccessfuUj',  to  get  her  to  marry  him ;  but  she 
showed  an  aversion  for  her  master  which  bafjSed  Iiis 
manoeuvres.  Besides,  Mademoiselle  Sylvie  was  not 
in  favor  of  the  match  ;  in  fact,  she  steadih'  opposed 
her  brother's  marriage,  and  sought,  instead,  to  make 
the  shrewd  young  woman  their  successor. 

No  passing  observer  can  form  the  least  idea  of  the 
cr3-ptogamic  existence  of  a  certain  class  of  shopkeepers  ; 
he  looks  at  them  and  asks  himself,  "  On  what,  and  why, 
do  they  live?  whence  have  they  come?  where  do  the)' 
go?  "  He  is  lost  in  such  questions,  but  finds  no  answer 
to  them.  To  discover  the  feeble  seed  of  poesy  which 
lies  in  those  heads  and  fructifies  in  those  lives,  it  is 
necessary  to  dig  into  them  ;  and  when  we  do  that  we 
soon  come  to  a  thin  subsoil  beneath  the  surface.  The 
Parisian  shopkeeper  nurtures  his  soul  on  some  hope  or 
other,  more  or  less  attainable,  without  which  he  would 
doubtless  perish.  One  dreams  of  building  or  manag- 
ing a  theatre ;    another  longs  for  the  honors  of  may- 
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oralt3- ;  this  one  desires  a  country-house,  ten  miles 
from  Paris,  with  a  so-called  '■  park,"  which  he  will  adorn 
with  statues  of  tinted  plaster  and  fountains  which  squirt 
mere  threads  of  water,  but  on  which  he  will  spend 
a  mint  of  monej- ;  others,  again,  dream  of  distinc- 
tion and  a  high  grade  in  the  National  Guard.  Pro^ins, 
that  terrestrial  paradise,  filled  the  brother  and  sister 
with  the  fanatical  longings  which  all  the  lovely  towns  of 
France  inspire  in  their  inhabitants.  Let  us  say  it  to 
the  glory  of  La  Champagne,  this  love  is  warranted. 
Provins,  one  of  the  most  charming  towns  in  all  France, 
rivals  Frangistan  and  tlie  vaUej-  of  Cashmere  ;  not  only 
does  it  contain  the  poesy  of  Saadi.  the  Persian  Homer, 
but  it  offers  man}-  pharmaceutical  treasures  to  medical 
science.  The  crusades  brought  roses  from  Jericho  to 
this  enchanting  valley,  where  by  chance  they  gained 
new  charms  while  losing  none  of  their  colors.  The 
Provins  roses  are  known  the  world  over.  But  Provins 
is  not  only  the  French  Persia,  it  is  also  Baden.  Aix, 
Cheltenham,  —  for  it  has  medicinal  springs.  This  was 
the  spot  which  appeared  from  time  to  time  before  the 
eyes  of  the  two  shopkeepers  in  the  muddy  regions  of 
Saint-Denis. 

After  crossing  the  gray  plains  which  lie  between  La 
Ferte-Gaueher  and  Provins,  a  desert  and  j'et  pro- 
ductive, a  desert  of  wheat,  you  reach  a  hill.  Suddenly 
you  behold  at  your  feet  a  town  watered  bj'  two  rivers  ; 
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at  the  feet  of  the  rock  on  which  you  stand  stretches  a 
verdant  vallej',  full  of  enchanting  lines  and  fugitive  hori- 
'zons.  If  you  come  from  Paris  j'ou  will  pass  through 
the  whole  length  of  Provins  on  the  everlasting  high- 
road of  France,  which  here  skirts  the  hillside  and 
is  encumbered  with  beggars  and  blind  men,  who  will 
follow  you  with  their  pitiful  voices  while  you  trj-  to 
examine  the  unexpected  picturesqueness  of  the  region. 
If  j'ou  come  from  Troyes  j'ou  will  approach  tlie  town 
on  the  valley  side.  The  chateau,  the  old  town,  and  its 
former  ramparts  are  terraced  on  the  hillside,  the  new 
town  is  below.  They  go  by  the  names  of  Upper  and 
Lower  Provins.  The  upper  is  an  air3'  town  with  steep 
streets  commanding  fine  views,  surrounded  by  sunken 
r<iud-wa3's  and  ravines  filled  witli  cliestnut  trees  which 
gash  the  sides  of  the  hill  with  their  deep  gulleys. 
The  upper  town  is  silent,  clean,  solemfi,  surmounted  by 
the  imposing  ruins  of  the  old  chateau.  The  lower  is  a 
town  of  mills,  watered  by  the  Voulzie  and  the  Durtain, 
two  rivers  of  Brie,  narrow,  sluggish,  and  deep  ;  a  town 
of  inns,  shops,  retired  merchants  ;  filled  with  diligences, 
travelling-carriages,  and  waggons.  The  two  towns,  or 
rather  this  town  with  its  historical  memories,  its  melan- 
choly ruins,  the  gayety  of  its  valley,  the  romantic  charm 
of  its  ravines  filled  with  tangled  shrubbery  and  wild- 
fiowers,  its  rivers  banked  with  gardens,  excites  the 
love  of  all  its  children,  who  do  as  the  Auvergnats,  the 
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Savo3'ards,  in  fact,  all  French  folks  do,  namely,  leave 
Provins  to  make  their  fortunes,  and  alwaj-s  return. 
' '  Die  in  one's  form/'  the  proverb  made  for  hares  and 
faithful  souls,  seems  also  the  motto  of  a  Provins  native. 
Thus  the  two  Rogrons  thought  constantl}-  of  their 
dear  Provins.  While  Jerome  sold  his  thread  he  saw 
the  Upper  town  ;  as  he  piled  up  the  cards  on  which  were 
buttons  he  contemplated  the  valle}- ;  when  he  rolled 
and  unrolled  his  ribbons  he  followed  the  shining  rivers. 
Looking  up  at  his  shelves  he  saw  the  ravines  where  he 
had  often  escaped  his  father's  anger  and  gone  a-nutting 
or  gathering  blackberries.  But  the  little  square  in  the 
Lower  town  was  the  chief  object  of  his  thoughts  ;  he 
imagined  how  he  could  improve  his  house  :  he  dreamed 
of  a  new  front,  new  bedrooms,  a  salon,  a  billiard-room, 
a  dining-roorn,  and  the  kitchen  garden  out  of  which  he 
would  make  an  English  pleasure-ground,  with  lawns, 
grottos,  fountains,  and  statuarj'.  The  bedrooms  at 
present  occupied  by  tlie  brother  and  sister,  on  the 
second  floor  of  a  house  with  three  windows  front  and 
six  storejs  high  in  the  rue  Saint-Denis,  were  furnished 
with  the  merest  necessaries,  yet  no  one  in  Paris  had 
finer  furniture  than  they  —  in  fancy.  When  Jerome 
walked  the  streets  he  stopped  short,  struck  with  ad- 
miration at  the  handsome  things  in  the  upholsterers' 
windows,  and  at  the  draperies  he  coveted  for  his 
house.     When   he   came   home   he   would   say  to   his 
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sister  •  "I  found  in  such  a  shop,  such  and  such  a 
piece  of  furniture  that  will  just  do  for  the  salon."  The 
next  day  he  would  buy  another  piece,  and  another,  and 
so  on.  He  rejected,  the  following  month,  the  articles  of 
the  month  before.  The  Budget  itself,  could  not  have 
paid  for  his  architectural  schemes.  He  wanted  everj'- 
thing  he  saw,  but  abandoned  each  thing  for  the  last 
thing.  When  he  saw  the  .balconies  of  new  houses, 
when  he  studied  external  ornamentation,  he  thought  all 
such  things,  mouldings,  carvings,  etc.,  out  of  place  in 
Paris.  "  Ah  !  "  he  would  say,  "  those  fine  things  would 
look  much  better  at  Provins."  When  he  stood  on  his 
doorstep  leaning  against  the  lintel,  digesting  his  morn- 
ing meal,  with  a  vacant  eye,  the  mercer  was  gazing  at 
the  house  of  his  fancy  gilded  by  the  sun  of  his  dream  ; 
he  walked  in  his  garden  ;  he  heard  the  jet  from  his 
fountain  falling  in  pearly  drops  upon  a  slab  of  lime- 
stone ;  he  played  on  his  own  billiard-table  ;  he  gathered 
his  own  flowers. 

Sylvie,  on  the  other  hand,  was  thinking  so  deeplj-, 
pen  in  hand,  that  she  forgot  to  scold  the  clerks  ;  she 
was  receiving  the  bourgoisie  of  Provins,  she  was  look- 
ing at  herself  in  the  mirrors  of  her  salon,  and  admiring 
the  beauties  of  a  marvellous  cap.  The  brother  and 
sister  began  to  think  the  atmosphere  of  the  rue  Saint- 
Denis  unhealthy,  and  the  smell  of  the  mud  in  the 
markets   made   them    long    for   the   fragrance   of    the 
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Provins  roses.  They  were  the  victims  of  a  genuine 
nostalgia,  and  also  of  a  monomania,  frustrated  at 
present  b}'  the  necessity  .of  selling  their  tapes  and 
bobbins  before  they  could  leave  Paris.  The  promised 
land  of  the  xalley  of  Provins  attracted  these  Hebrews 
all  the  more  because  thej-  had  really  suffered,  and  for 
a  long  time,  as  they  crossed  breathlessly  the  sandy 
wastes  of  a  mercer's  business. 

The  Lorrains'  letter  reached  them  in  the  midst  of 
meditations  inspired  b}-  this  glorious  future.  They 
knew  scarcel3-  anything  about  t'heir  cousin,  Pierrette 
Lorrain.  Their  father  got  possession  of  the  Auffray 
property  after  the}-  left  home,  and  the  old  man  said 
little  to  any  one  of  his  business  affairs.  They  hardly 
remembered  then-  aunt  Lorrain.  It  took  an  hour  of 
genealogical  discussion  before  thej'  made  her  out  to  be 
the  j'ounger  sister  of  their  own  mother  by  the  second 
marriage  of  their  grandfather  Auffray.  It  immediately 
struck  them  that  this  second  marriage  had  been  fatally 
injurious  to  their  interests  by  di\iding  the  Auffray 
property  between- the  two  daughters.  In  times  past 
they  had  heard  their  father,  who  was  given  to  sneering, 
complain  of  it. 

The  brother  and  sister  considered  the  application  of 
the  Lorrains  from  the  point  of  view  of  such  reminis- 
cences, which  were  not  at  all  favorable  for  Pierrette. 
To   take  charge   of  an   orphan,  a   girl,  a   cousin,  who 
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might  become  their  legal  heir  in  case  neither  of  them 
married, — this  was  a  matter  that  needed  discussion. 
The  question  was  considered  and  debated  under  all  its 
aspects.  In  the  first  place,  the}'  had  never  seen  Pier- 
rette. Then,  what  a  trouble  it  would  be  to  have  a 
young  girl  to  look  after.  Wouldn't  it  commit  them  to 
some  obligations  towards  her?  Could  the}'  send  the 
girl  awaj'  if  they  did  not  like  her?  Besides,  wouldn't 
they  have  to  marry  her?  and  if  Jerdme  found  a  yoke- 
mate among  the  heiresses  of  Provins  they  ought  to 
keep  all  their  property  for  his  children.  A  yokemate 
for  Jdrdme,  according  to  Sj'lvie,  meant  a  stupid,  rich 
and  ugly  girl  who  would  let  herself  be  governed. 
They  decided  to  refuse  the  Lorraiu  request.  Sylvie 
agreed  to  write  the  answer.  Business  being  rather 
urgent  just  then  she  delayed  writing,  and  the  fore- 
woman coming  forward  with  an  offer  for  the  stock  and 
good-will  of  the  "Family  Sister,"  which  the  brother 
and  sister  accepted,  the  matter  went  eutirel}'  out  of 
the  old  maid's  mind. 

Sylvie  Rogron  and  her  brother  departed  for  Provins 
four  years  before  the  time  when  the  coming  of  Brigaut 
threw  such  excitement  into  Pierrette's  life.  But  the 
doings  of  the  pair  after  their  arrival  at  Provins  are  as 
necessary  to  relate  as  their  life  in  Paris  ;  for  Provins 
was  destined  to  be  not  leas  fatal  to  Pierrette  than  the 
commercial  antecedents  of  her  cousins ! 
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PATHOLOGY   OF    RETIRED    MERCERS. 

When  the  petty  shopkeeper  who  has  come  to  Paris 
from  the  provinces  returns  to  the  provinces  from  Paris 
he  brings  with  him  a  few  ideas ;  then  he  loses  them  in 
the  habits  and  ways  of  provincial  life  into  which  he 
plunges,  and  his  reforming  notions  leave  him.  From 
this  there  do  result,  however,  certain  trifling,  slow, 
successive  changes  by  which  Paris  scratclies  the  sur- 
face of  the  provincial  towns.  This  process  marks  the 
transition  of  the  ex-shopkeeper  into  the  substantial 
countrj-  bourgeois,  but  it  acts  like  an  illness  upon  him. 
No  retail  shopkeeper  can  pass  with  impunity  from  his 
perpetual  chatter  into  dead  silence,  from  his  Parisian 
activity  to  the  stillness  of  provincial  life.  When  these 
worthy  persons  have  laid  by  property  they  spend  a 
portion  of  it  on  some  desire  over  which  they  have  long 
brooded  and  into  which  thej'  now  turn  their  remaining 
impulses,  no  longer  restrained  by  force  of  will.  Those 
who  have  not  been  nursing  a  fixed  idea  either  travel 
or  rush  into  the  political  interests  of  their  muuicipalitj-. 
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Others  take  to  hunting  or  fishing  and  torment  their 
farmers  or  tenants ;  others  again  become  usurers  or 
stock-jobbers.  As  for  the  scheme  of  the  Rogrons, 
brother  and  sister,  we  know  what  that  was  ;  they  had 
to  satisfy  an  imperious  desire  to  handle  the  trowel  and 
remodel  their  old  house  into  a  charming  new  one. 

This  fixed  idea  produced  upon  the  square  of  Lower 
Provins  the  front  of  the  building  which  Brigaut  had 
been  examining  ;  also  the  interior  arrangements  of  the 
house  and  its  handsome  furniture.  The  contractor  did 
not  drive  a  nail  without  consulting  the  owners,  without 
requiring  them  to  sign  the  plans  and  specifications, 
without  explaining  to  them  at  full  length  and  in  every 
detail  the  nature  of  each  article  under  discussion,  where 
it  was  manufactured,  and  what  were  its  various  prices. 
As  to  the  choicer  things,  each,  they  were  told,  had  been 
used  by  Monsieur  Tiphaine,  or  Madame  JuUiard,  or 
Monsieur  the  mayor,  the  notables  of  the  place.  The 
idea  of  having  things  done  as  the  rich  bourgeois  of 
Provins  did  them  carried  the  day  for  the  contractor. 

"  Oh,  if  Monsieur  Garceland  has  it  in  his  house,  put 
it  in,"  said  Mademoiselle  Eogron.  "It  must  be  all 
right ;  his  taste  is  good." 

"  Sylvie,  see,  he  wants  us  to  have  ovolos  in  the  cor- 
nice  of  the  corridor." 

' '  Do  you  call  those  ovolos  ?  " 

"^Yes,  mademoiselle." 
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"  What  an  odd  name  !     I  never  heard  it  before." 

"  But  j'ou  have  seen  the  thing?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Do  you  understand  Latin  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  "Well,  it  means  eggs  —  from  the  Latin  ommP 

"What  queer  fellows  you  are,  you  architects!" 
cried  Rogron.  "It  is  stepping  on  egg-shells  to  deal 
with  j'ou." 

"  Shall  we  paint  the  corridor  ?  "  asked  the  builder. 

"Good  heavens,  no !  "  cried  Sylvie.  "That  would 
be  five  hundred  francs  more  !  " 

"  Oh,  but  the  salon  and  the  staircase  are  too  pretty 
not  to  have  the  corridor  decorated  too,"  said  the  man. 
"That  little  Madame  Lesourd  had  hers  painted  last 
year." 

"  And  now  her  husband,  as  king's  attorne}-,  is  obliged 
to  leave  Provins." 

"  Ah,  he  '11  be  chief  justice  some  of  these  daj's,"  said 
the  builder. 

"  How  about  Monsieur  Tiphaine  ?  " 

"  Monsieur  Tiphaine?  he's  got  a  pretty  wife  and  is 
sure  to  get  on.  He  '11  go  to  Paris.  Shall  we  paint  the 
corridor?" 

"Yes,  yes,"  said  Rogron.  "The  Lesourds  must  be 
made  to  see  that  we  are  as  good  as  thej'." 

The  first  j'ear  after  the  Rogrons  returned  to  Provins 
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was  entirely  taken  up  bj'  such  discussions,  by  the  pleas- 
ure of  watching  the  workmen,  by  the  surprise  occa- 
sioned to  the  townspeople  and  the  replies  to  questions 
of  all  kinds  which  resulted  therefrom,  and  also  by  the 
attempts  made  bj'  Sylvie  and  her  brother  to  be  socially 
intimate  with  the  principal  families  of  Provins. 

The  Eogrons  had  never  gone  into  any  society  ;  they 
had  never  left  their  shop,  knowing  absolutely  no  one  in 
Paris,  and  now  they  were  athirst  for  tlie  pleasures  of 
social  life.  On  their  arrival  in  Provins  thej'  found  their 
former  masters  in  Paris  (long  since  returned  to  the 
provinces),  Monsieur  and  Madame  JuUiard,  lately  of 
the  "  Chinese  Worm,"  their  children  and  grandchildren  ; 
the  Gu6pin  family,  or  rather  the  Guepiij  clan,  the 
youngest  scion  of  which  now  kept  the  "Three  Dis- 
taffs ; "  and  thirdly,  Madame  Gu6n6e  from  whom  the}' 
had  purchased  the  "  Family  Sister,''  and  whose  three 
daughters  were  married  and  settled  in  Provins.  These 
three  races,  Julliard,  Gu6pin,  and  Gu^nde,  had  spread 
through  the  town  like  dog-grass  through  a  lawn.  The 
mayor,  Monsieur  Garceland,  was  the  son-in-law  of 
Monsieur  Gu^pin  ;  the  curate,  Abb6  Parous,  was  own 
brother  to  Madame  Julliard;  the  judge,  Monsieur 
Tiphaine  junior,  was  brother  to  Madame  Gu6n6e,  who 
signed  herself  "  n&e  Tiphaine." 

The  queen  of  the  town  was  the  beautiful  Madame 
Tiphaine  junior,   only  daughter  of  Madame   Roguin, 
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the  rich  wife  of  a  former  notary  in  Paris,  whose  name 
was  never  mentioned.  Clever,  delicate,  and  prettj", 
married  in  the  provinces  to  please  her  mother,  who  for 
special  reasons  did  not  want  her  witli  her,  and  took  her 
from  a  convent  onh'  a  few  daj-s  before  the  wedding, 
Mdlauie  Tiphaine  considered  herself  an  exile  in  Provins, 
where  she  behaved  to  admiration.  Handsomeh*  dowered, 
she  still  had  hopes.  As  for  Monsieur  Tiphaine,  his  old 
father  had  made  to  his  eldest  daughter  Madame  Guen^e 
such  advances  on  her  inheritance  that  an  estate  worth 
eight  thousand  francs  a  year,  situated  within  fifteen 
miles  of  Provins,  was  to  come  wholly  to  him.  Conse- 
quentlj',  the  Tiphaines  would  possess,  sooner  or  later, 
some  forty,  thousand  francs  a  3'ear,  and  were  not 
"  badly  off,"  as  they  say.  The  one  overwhelming  de- 
sire of  the  beautiful  Madame  Tiphaine  was  to  get 
Monsieur  Tiphaine  elected  deputy.  As  depntj-  he  would 
become  a  judge  in  Paris  ;  and  she  was  firmly  resolved  to 
push  him  up  into  the  Eoj-al  courts.  For  these  reasons 
she  tickled  all  vanities  and  strove  to  please  all  parties  ; 
and  — what  is  far  more  difficult  —  she  succeeded.  Twice 
a  week  she  received  the  bourgeoisie  of  Provins  at  her 
house  in  the  Upper  town.  This  intelligent  j'oung 
v.'oman  of  twenty  had  not  as  j-et  made  a  single  blunder 
or  misstep  on  the  slippery  path  she  had  taken.  She 
gratified  everybody's  self-love,  and  petted  their  hobbies  ; 
serious  with  the  serious,  a  girl  with  ghis,  instinctively  a 
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mother  with  mothers,  gay  with  young  wives  and  dis- 
posed to  help  theru,  gracious  to  all,  —  in  short,  a  pearl, 
a  treasure,  the  pride  of  Provins.  She  had  never  yet 
said  a  word  of  her  intentions  and  wishes,-but  all  the 
electors  of  Provins  were  awaiting  the  time  when  their 
dear  Monsieur  Tiphaine  had  reached  the  required  age 
for  nomination.  Everj'  man  in  the  place,  certain  of 
his  own  talents,  regarded  the  future  deput}-  as  his  par- 
ticular friend,  his  protector.  Of  course,  Monsieur 
Tiphaine  would  attain  to  honors  ;  he  would  be  Keeper 
of  the  Seals,  and  then,  what  would  n't  he  do  for 
Provins ! 

Such  were  the  pleasant  means  by  which  Madame 
Tiphaine  had  come  to  rule  over  the  little  town.  Ma- 
dame Guenee,  Monsieur  Tiphaine's  sister,  after  having 
married  her  eldest  daughter  to  Monsieur  Lesoiird, 
prosecuting  attorney,  her  second  to  Monsieur  Martener, 
the  doctor,  and  the  third  to  Monsieur  Auffray,  the 
notary,  had  herself  married  Monsieur  Galardon,  the 
collector.  Mother  and  daughters  all  considered  Mon- 
sieur Tiphaine  as  the  richest  and  ablest  man  in  the 
family.  The  prosecuting  attorney  had  the  strong- 
est interest  in  sending  his  uncle  to  Paris,  expecting 
to  step  into  his  shoes  as  judge  of  the  local  court  of 
Provins.  The  four  ladies  formed  a  sort  of  court 
round  Madame  Tiphaine,  whose  ideas  and  advice  they 
followed  on  all  occasions.    Monsieur  Julliard,  the  eldest 
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son  of  the  old  merchant,  who  had  married  the  only 
daughter  of  a  rich  farmer,  set  up  a  sudden,  secret, 
and  disinterested  passion  for  Madame  Tiphaiue,  that 
angel  descended  from  the  Parisian  skies.  The  clever 
Melanie,  too  clever  to  involve  herself  with  a  Julliard, 
but  quite  capable  of  keeping  him  in  the  condition 
of  Amadis  and  making  the  most  of  his  ioWy,  advised 
him  to  start  a  journal,  intending  herself  to  play  the 
part  of  Egeria.  For  the  last  two  3-ears.  therefore, 
Julliard,  possessed  bv  his  romantic  passiou,  had  pub- 
lished the  said  newspaper,  called  the  "  Bee-hive," 
which  contained  articles  literary,  archaeological,  and 
medical,  written  in  the  family'.  The  advertisements 
paid  expenses.  The  subscriptions,  two  hundred  in 
all,  made  the  profits.  E^•erv  now  and  then  melan- 
choly verses,  totally  incomprehensible  in  La  Brie,  ap- 
peared, addressed,  '•  To  Hkr!  ! !  "  with  three  exclam- 
ation marks.  The  clan  Julliard  was  thus  united  to 
the  other  clans,  and  the  salon  of  Madame  Tipbaine 
became,  naturally,  the  first  in  the  town.  The  few 
aristocrats  who  l)\e(l  in  Provins  were,  of  course, 
apart,  and  formed  a  single  salon  in  the  Upper  town, 
at  the  house  of  the  old  Comtesse  de  Breantey. 

During  the  first  six  months  of  their  transplantation, 
the  Rogrons,  favored  by  their  former  acquaintance 
with  several  of  these  people,  were  received,  first  hy 
Madame  Julliard  the  elder,  and  \\y  the  former  Madame 
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Gii^nee,  now  Madarae  Galardon  (from  whom  thej^ 
had  bought  their  business),  and  next,  after  a  good 
deal  of  difticulty,  by  Madame  Tiphaine.  All  parties 
wished  to  study  the  Rogrona  before  admitting  them. 
It  was  difflcnlt,  of  course,  to  keep  out  merchants  of 
the  rue  Saint-Denis,  originally  from  Provins,  who  had 
returned  to  the  town  to  spend  their  fortunes.  Still, 
the  object  of  all  society  is  to  amalgamate  persons 
of  equal  wealth,  education,  manners,  customs,  accom- 
plishments, and. character.  Now  the  Guepins,  Guenees, 
and  Julliards  had  a  better  position  among  the  bour- 
geoisie than  the  Rogrons,  whose  father  had  been  held 
in  contempt  on  account  of  his  private  life,  and  his 
conduct  in  the  matter  of  the  Auffray  property,  —  the 
facts  of  which  were  known  to  the  notary  Auffray, 
Madame  Galardon's  son-in-law. 

In  the  social  life  of  these  people,  to  which  Madame 
Tiphaine  had  given  a  certain  tone  of  elegance,  all  was 
homogeneous ;  the  component  parts  understood  each 
other,  knew  each  other's  characters,  and  behaved  and 
conversed  in  a  manner  that  was  agreeable  to  all.  The 
Rogrons  flattered  themselves  that  being  received  by 
Monsieur  Garceland,  the  mayor,  they  would  soon  be 
on  good  terms  with  all  the  best  families  in  the  town. 
Sylvie  applied  herself  to  learn  boston.  Rogron,  in- 
capable of  playing  a  game,  twirled  his  thumbs  and 
had  nothing  to  say  except  to  discourse  on   his  new 
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house.  Words  seemed  to  choke  him ;  he  would  get 
up,  try  to  speak,  become  frightened,  and  sit  down 
again,  with  comical  distortion  of  the  lips.  Sylvie 
naively  betrayed  her  natural  self  at  cards.  Sharp, 
irritable,  whining  when  she  lost,  insolent  when  she 
won,  nagging  and  quarrelsome,  she  annoj-ed  her  part- 
ners as  much  as  her  adversaries,  and  became  the 
scourge  of  socjety.  And  yet,  possessed  by  a  sill}", 
unconcealed  ambition,  Eogron  and  his  sister  were  bent 
on  plai,  ing  a  part  in  the  society  of  a  little  town  already 
in  possession  of  a  close  corporation  of  twelve  allied 
families.  Allowing  that  the  restoration  of  their  house 
had  cost  theiu  thirty  thousand  francs,  the  brother  and 
sister  possessed  between  them  at  least  ten  thousand 
francs  a  year.  This  they  considered  wealth,  and  with 
it  they  endeavored  to  impress  societj-,  which  imme- 
diately took  the  measure  of  their  vulgarit}-,  crass  ig- 
norance, and  foolish  envy.  On  the  e^'ening  when  they 
were  presented  to  the  beautiful  Madame  Tiphaine, 
who  had  already  eyed  them  at  Madame  Garceland's 
and  at  Madame  Jiilliard  the  elder's,  the  queen  of  the 
town  remarked  to  Julliard  junior,  who  staj'ed  a  few 
moments  after  the  rest  of  the  company  to  talk  with 
her  and  her  husband  :  — 

"You  all  seem  to  be  taken  with  those  Rogrous." 
"No,   no,"  said   Amadis,   "they    bore   mj-    mother 
and  annoy  mj'  wife.     When  Mademoiselle  Sylvie  was 
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apprenticed,  thirt}-  years  ago,  to  my  father,  none  of 
tliem  could  endure  her." 

"  I  have  a  great  mind,"  said  Madame  Tiphaine, 
putting  her  pretty  foot  on  the  bar  of  the  fender,  "to 
make  it  understood  that  mj'  salon  is  not  an  inn." 

Julliard  raised  his  eyes  to  the  ceiling,  as  if  to  say, 
"Good  heavens?  what  wit,  what  intellect!  " 

"I  wish  ra3'  society-  to  be  select;  and  it  certainly 
will  not  be  if  I   admit  those  Rogrons." 

"They  have  neither  heart,  nor  mind,  nor  manners  ;  " 
said  Monsieur  Tiphaine.  "  If,  after  selling  thread  for 
twenty  years,  as  my  sister  did  for  example  —  " 

"  Your  sister,  my  dear,"  said  his  wife  in  a  paren- 
thesis, "  cannot  be  out  of  place  in  any  salon." 

"  —  if,"  he  continued,  "  people  are  stupid  enough  not 
to  throw  off  the  shop  and  polish  their  manners,  if  they 
don't  know  any  better  than  to  mistake  the  Counts  of 
Champagne  for  the  accounts  of  a  wine-shop,  as  Rogron 
did  this  evening,  they  had  better,  in  m}-  opinion,  staj' 
at  home." 

"They  are  simply  impudent,"  said  Julliard.  "To 
hear  them  talk  you  would  suppose  there  was  no  other 
handsome  house  in  Provins  but  theirs.  The}'  want  to 
crush  us  :  and  after  all,  they  have  hardly  enough  to 
live  on." 

"  If  it  was  only  the  brother,"  said  Madame  Tiphaine, 
"  one  might  put  up  with  him  ;  he  is  not  so  aggressive. 
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Give  him  a  Chinese  puzzle  and  he  will  sta}'  in  a 
corner  quietly  enough ;  it  would  take  him  a  whole 
winter  to  Bnd  it  out.  But  Mademoiselle  Sylvie,  with 
that  voice  like  a  hoarse  h3'ena  and  those  lobster-claws 
of  hands  !     Don't  repeat  all  this,  Julliard." 

AVhen  Julliard  had  departed  the  little  woman  said  to 
her  husband :  — 

'  '■  I  have  aborigines  enough  whom  I  am  forced  to 
receive  ;  these  two  will  fairly  kill  me.  With  jour  per- 
mission, I  shall  deprive  myself  of  their  societ}-." 

"You  are  mistress  in  j'our  own  house,"  replied  he ; 
"  but  that  will  make  enemies.  The  Rogrons  will  fling 
themselves  into  the  opposition,  which  hitherto  has  had 
no  real  strength  in  Provins.  That  Rogron  is  already 
intimate  with  Baron  Gouraud  and  the  lawyer  Vinet." 

"  Then,"  said  Melanie,  laughing,  "  the}-  will  do  you 
some  service.  Where  there  are  no  opponents,  there  is 
no  triumph.  A  liberal  conspirac}',  an  illegal  cabal,  a 
struggle  of  an}-  kind,  will  bring  j'ou  into  the  foreground." 

The  justice  looked  at  his  young  wife  with  a  sort  of 
alarmed  admiration. 

The  next  day  it  was  whispered  about  that  the 
Rogrons  had  not  altogether  succeeded  in  Madame 
Tiphaine's  salon.  That  lady's  speech  about  an  inn  was 
immensely  admired.  It  was  a  whole  month  before  she 
returned  Mademoiselle  Sylvie's  vi«it.  Insolence  of 
this  kind  is  ver\-  much  noticed  in  the  provinces. 
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During  the  evening  which  Sylvie  had  spent  at 
Madame  Tiphaine's  a  disagreeable  scene  occurred  be- 
tween herself  and  old  Madame  Juliiard  while  playing 
boston,  apropos  of  a  trick  which  Sylvie  declared  the  old 
ladj'  had  made  her  lose  on  purpose  ;  for  the  old  maid, 
who  liked  to  trip  others,  could  never  endure  the  same 
game  on  herself.  The  next  time  she  was  invited  out 
the  mistress  took  care  to  make  up  the  card-tables  before 
she  arrived ;  so  that  Sylvie  was  reduced  to  wandering 
from  table  to  table  as  an  onlooker,  the  pla3'ers  glanchig 
at  her  with  scornful  eyes.  At  Madame  Juliiard  senior's 
house,  they  played  whist,  a  game  Sylvie  did  not  know. 

The  old  maid  at  last  understood  that  she  was  under  a 
ban  ;  but  she  had  no  conception  of  the  reason  of  it. 
She  fancied  herself  an  object  of  jealousy  to  all  these 
persons.  After  a  time  she  and  her  brother  received 
no  invitations,  but  thej'  still  persisted  in  paying  evening 
visits.  Satirical  persons  made  fun  of  them,  —  not  spite- 
fullj',  but  amusingly  ;  inveigling  them  to  talk  absurdl3' 
about  the  eggs  in  their  cornice,  and  their  wonderful 
cellar  of  wine,  the  like  of  which  was  not  in  Provins. 

Before  long  the  Rogron  house  was  completely  fin- 
ished, and  the  brother  and  sister  then  resolved  to  give 
several  sumptuous  dinners,  as  much  to  return  the 
civilities  thej'  had  received  as  to  exhibit  their  luxury. 
The  invited  guests  accepted  from  curiosity  only.  The 
first  dinner  was  given  to  the  loading  personages  of  the 
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town  ;  to  Monsieur  and  Madame  Tiphaine,  with  whom, 
however,  the  Rogrons  had  never  dined ;  to  Monsieur 
and  Madame  JuUiard,  senior  and  junior ;  to  Monsieur 
Lesourd,  Monsieur  le  cure,  and  Monsieur  and  Madame 
Galardon.  It  was  one  of  those  interminable  provincial 
dinners,  where  you  sit  at  table  from  five  to  nine  o'clock . 
Madame  Tiphaine  had  introduced  into  Provins  the  Par- 
isian custom  of  taking  leave  as  soon  as  coffee  had  been 
served.  On  this  occasion  she  had  company  at  home  and 
was  anxious  to  get  awaj'.  The  Rogrons  accompanied 
her  husband  and  herself  to  the  street  door,  and  when  the}- 
returned  to  the  salon,  disconcerted  at  not  being  able  to 
keep  their  chief  guests,  the  rest  of  the  party  were 
preparing  to  imitate  Madame  Tiphaine's  fashion  with 
cruel  provincial  promptness. 

"  The}'  won't  see  our  salon  lighted  up,"  said  Sylvie, 
"and  that's  the  show  of  the  house." 

The  Rogrons  had  counted  on  surprising  their  guests. 
It  was  the  first  time  any  one  had  been  admitted  to 
the  now  celebrated  house,  and  the  company  assembled 
at  Madame  Tiphaine's  was  eagerly  awaiting  her  opinion 
of  the  marvels  of  the  "  Rogron  palace." 

"Well!"  cried  little  Madame  Martener,  "you've 
seen  the  Louvre  ;    tell  us  all  about  it." 

"All?  Well,  it  would  be  like  the  dinner,  —  not 
much." 

"But  do  describe  it." 
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"  Well,  to  begin  with,  that  front  door,  the  gilded 
grating  of  whicli  we  have  all  admired,"  said  Madame 
Tiphaine,  "opens  upon  a  long  corridor  which  divides 
the  house  unequally ;  on  the  riglit  side  there  is  one 
window,  on  the  other,  two.  At  the  garden  end,  the 
corridor  opens  with  a  glass  door  upon  a  portico  with 
steps  to  the  lawn,  where  there  's  a  sun  dial  and  a 
plaster  statue  of  Spartacus,  painted  to  imitate  bronze. 
Beliind  the  kitchen,  the  builder  has  put  the  staircase, 
and  a  sort  of  larder  which  we  were  spared  the  sight 
of.  The  staircase,  painted  to  imitate  black  marble 
with  j^ellow  veins,  turns  upon  itself  like  those  3-ou 
see  in  cafes  leading  from  the  ground-floor  to  the 
entresol.  The  balustrade,  of  walnut  with  brass  or- 
naments and  dangerously  slight,  was  pointed  out  to 
us  as  one  of  the  seven  wonders  of  the  world.  The 
cellar  stairs  run  under  it.  On  the  other  side  of  the 
corridor  is  the  dining-room,  which  communicates  by 
folding-doors  with  a  salon  of  equal  size,  the  windows 
of  which  look  on  the  garden." 

"Dear  me,  is  there  no  ante-chamber?"  asked 
Madame  Auffray. 

"  Tlie  corridor,  full  of  draughts,  answers  for  an  ante- 
chamber," replied  Madame  Tipliaine.  "  Our  friends 
have  had,  they  assured  us,  tlie  eminentlj'  national, 
liberal,  constitutional,  and  patriotic  feeling  to  use 
none  but  French  woods  in   the   house ;    so  the  floor 
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in  the  dining-room  is  chestnut,  the  sideboards,  tables, 
and  chairs,  of  the  same.  White  calico  window-cur- 
tains, with  red  borders,  are  held  back  bj-  vulgar  red 
straps ;  these  magniiicent  druperies  run  on  wooden 
curtain  rods  ending  in  brass  lion's-paws.  Above  one 
of  the  sideboards  hangs  a  dial  suspended  by  a  sort 
of  napkin  in  gilded  bronze,  —  an  idea  that  seemed  to 
please  the  Kogrons  hugelj'.  Thev  tried  to  make  me 
admire  the  invention ;  all  I  could  manage  to  sa}'  was 
that  if  it  was  ever  proper  to  wrap  a  napkin  round 
a  dial  it  was  certainh'  in  a  dining-room.  On  the 
sideboard  were  two  huge  lamps  like  those  on  the 
counter  of  a  restaurant.  Above  the  other  sideboard 
bung  a  barometer,  excessivel}'  ornat(^  which  seems 
to  play  a  great  part  in  their  existence  ;  Rogron  gazed 
at  it  as  he  might  at  his  future  wife.  Between  the 
two  windows  is  a  white  porcelain  stove  in  a  niche  over- 
loaded with  ornament.  The  walls  glow  with  a  mag- 
nificent paper,  crimson  and  gold,  such  as  30U  see 
in  the  same  restaurants,  where,  no  doubt,  the  Rogrons 
chose  it.  Dinner  was  served  on  white  and  gold  china, 
with  a  dessert  service  of  light  blue  with  green  flowers  ; 
but  thej-  showed  us  another  service  in  earthenware 
for  everydaj-  use.  Opposite  to  each  sideboard  was 
a  large  cupboard  containing  linen.  All  was  clean, 
new,  and  horribly  sharp  in  tone.  However,  I  admit 
the  dining-room ;    it  has  some  character,  though  dis- 
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agreeable ;  it  I'epvesents  that  of  the  masters  of  the 
house.  But  there  is  no  enduring  the  five  engravings 
that  hang  on  the  walls ;  the  Minister  of  the  Interior 
ought  really  to  frame  a  law  against  them.  One  was 
Poniatowski  jumping  into  the  Elster ;  the  others, 
Napoleon  pointing  a  cannon,  the  defence  at  Clichj-, 
and  the  two  Mazeppas,  all  in  gilt  frames  of  the  vul- 
garest  description,  —  fit  to  carry  off  the  prize  of  disgust. 
Oh !  how  much  I  prefer  Madame  Julliard's  pastels 
of  fruit,  those  excellent  Louis  XV.  pastels,  which 
are  in  keeping  with  the  old  dining-room  and  its  graj' 
panels,  — •  defaced  by  age,  it  is  true,  but  thej-  possess 
the  true  provincial  characteristics  that  go  so  well  with 
old  family  silver,  precious  china,  and  our  simple  habits. 
The  provinces  are  the  provinces  ;  they  are  onlj-  ridicu- 
lous when  they  mimic  Paris.  I  prefer  this  old  salon 
of  my  husband's  forefathers,  with  its  heavy  curtains 
of  green  and  white  damask,  the  Louis  XV.  mantel- 
piece, the  twisted  pier-glasses,  the  old  mirrors  with 
their  beaded  mouldings,  and  the  venerable  card-tables. 
Yes,  I  prefer  mj-  old  Sevres  vases  in  royal  blue, 
mounted  on  copper,  my  clock  with  those  impossible 
flowers,  that  rococco  chandelier,  and  the  tapestried 
furniture,  to  all  the  finery  of  the  Rogron  salon." 

"  What  is  the  salon  like?"  said  Monsieur  Martener, 
delighted  with  the  praise  the  handsome  Parisian  be- 
stowed so  adroitly  on  the  provinces. 
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"  As  for  the  salon,  it  is  all  red,  —  the  red  Made- 
moiselle Sjlvie  turns  when  she  loses  at  cards." 

"  Sylvan-red,"  said  Monsieur  Tiphaine,  whose  spark- 
ling saying  long  remained  in  the  vocabulary  of  Provins. 

"Window-curtains,  red;  furniture,  red;  mantel- 
piece, red,  veined  yellow,  candlelabra  and  clock  ditto 
mounted  on  bronze,  common  and  heavy  in  design, — 
Roman  standards  with  Greek  foliage  !  Above  the  clock 
is  that  inevitable  good-natured  lion  which  looks  at  you 
with  a  simper,  the  lion  of  ornamentation,  with  a  big 
ball  under  his  feet,  s^'mbol  of  the  decorative  lion,  who 
passes  his  life  holding  a  black  l)all,  —  exactl}'  like  a 
deput3-  of  the  Left.  Perhaps  it  is  meant  as  a  consti- 
tutional myth.  The  face  of  the  clock  is  curioLis.  The 
glass  over  the  chimney  is  framed  in  that  new  fashion 
of  applied  mouldings  which  is  so  trumpery  and  vulgar. 
From  the  ceiling  hangs  a  chandelier  carefiillv  wrapped 
in  green  muslin,  and  rightly  too,  for  it  is  in  the 
worst  taste,  the  sharpest  tint  of  bronze  with  hideous 
ornaments.  The  walls  are  covered  with  a  red  flock 
paper  to  imitate  velvet  inclosed  in  panels,  each  panel 
decorated  with  a  chromolithograph  in  one  of  those 
frames  festooned  with  stucco  flowers  to  represent 
wood-carving.  The  furniture,  in  cashmere  and  elm- 
wood,  consists,  with  classic  uniformity,  of  two  sofas, 
two  easj'-chairs,  two  armchairs,  and  six  common  chairs. 
A  vase   in  alabaster,  called  a  la  Medicls,  kept  under 
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glass  stands  on  a  table  between  the  windows  ;  before  the 
windows,  which  are  draped  with  magnificent  red  silk 
curtains  and  lace  curtains  under  them,  are  card-tables. 
The  carpet  is  Aubusson,  and  you  may  be  sure  the 
Eogrons  did  not  fail  to  lay  hands  on  that  most  vulgar 
of  patterns,' large  flowers  on  a  red  ground.  The  room 
looks  as  if  no  one  ever  lived  there ;  there  are  no 
books,  no  engravings,  none  of  tliose  little  kniclj-knacks 
we  all  have  lying  about,"  added  Madame  Tiphaine, 
glancing  at  her  own  table  covered  with  fashionable 
trifles,  albums,  and  little  presents  given  to  her  by 
friends;  "and  there  are  no  flowers,  —  it  is  all  cold 
and  barren,  like  Mademoiselle  Sylvie  herself.  Buffon 
says  the  style  is  the  man,  and  certainly  salons  have 
styles  of  their  own." 

From  this  sketch  everybody  can  see  the  sort  of  house 
the  brother  and  sister  lived  in,  though  they  can  never 
imagine  the  absurdities  into  which  a  clever  builder 
dragged  the  ignorant  pair,  —  new  inventions,  fantastic 
ornaments,  a  s_ystem  for  preventing  s'mok3'  chimnej's, 
another  for  preventing  damp  walls  ;  painted  marquetr'y 
panels  on  the  staircase,  colored  glass,  superfine  locks, 
—  in  short,  all  those  vulgarities  which  make  a  house  ex- 
pensive and  gratify  the  bourgeois  taste. 

No  one  chose  to  visit  the  Eogrons,  whose  social  plans 
thus  came  to  nothing.  Their  invitations  were  refused 
under  various  excuses,  —  the  evenings  were  already  en- 
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gaged  to  Madame  Garceland  and  the  other  ladies  of  the 
Piovins  world.  The  Rogrous  had  supposed  that  all 
that  was  required  to  gain  a  position  in  society  was  to 
give  a  few  dinners.  But  no  one  anj-  longer  accepted 
them,  except  a  few  young  men  who  went  to  make  fun 
of  their  host  and  hostess,  and  certain  diners-out  who 
went  everywhere. 

Frightened  at  the  dead  loss  of  fort}'  thousand  francs 
swallowed  up  without  profit  in  what  she  called  her 
'•  dear  house."  Sylvie  now  set  to  work  to  recover  it  b}' 
econom}'.  She  gave  no  more  dinners,  which  had  cost 
her  fortj"  or  fift\'  francs  without  the  wines,  and  did  not 
fulfil  her  social  hopes,  hopes  that  are  as  hard  to 
realize  in  the  provinces  as  in  Paris.  She  sent  away 
her  cook,  took  a  countrj'-girl  to  do  the  menial  work, 
and  did  her  own  cooking,  as  she  said,  "  for  pleasure." 

Fourteen  months  after  their  return  to  Provins,  the 
brother  and  sister  had  fallen  into  a  solitary  and  wholly 
unoccupied  condition.  Their  banishment  from  society 
roused  in  Sylvie's  heart  a  dreadful  hatred  against  the 
Tiphaines,  Julliards  and  all  the  other  members  of  the 
social  world  of  Provins,  which  she  called  "  the  clique," 
and  with  whom  her  personal  relations  became  extremely 
cold.  She  would  gladly  have  set  up  a  rival  cHque,  but 
the  lesser  bourgeoisie  was  made  up  of  either  small 
shopkeepers  who  were  only  free  on  Sundays  and  fete- 
days,  or  smirched  individuals  like  the  lawj'er  Vinet  and 
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Doctor  N^raud,  and  wholl}-  inadmissible  Bonapartists 
like  Baion  Gouraud,  with  whom,  however,  Kogron 
thotightlesslj'  allied  himself,  though  the  upper  bour- 
geoisie had  warned  him  against  them. 

The  brother  and  sister  were,  therefore,  forced  to  sit 
b\-  the  fire  of  the  stove  in  the  dining-room,  talking  over 
their  former  business,  trying  to  recall  the  faces  of  their 
customers  and  other  matters  they  had  intended  to  for- 
get. By  the  end  of  the  second  winter  ennui  weighed 
heavily  on  them.  They  did  not  know  how  to  get 
through  each  day  ;  sometimes  as  they  went  to  bed  the 
words  escaped  them,  "There's  another  over!"  They 
dragged  out  the  morning  by  staying  in  bed,  and  dress- 
ing slowly.  Eogron  shaved  himself  every  daj',  exam- 
ined his  face,  consulted  his  sister  on  any  changes  he 
thought  he  saw  there,  argued  with  the  servant  about 
the  temperature  of  his  hot  water,  wandered  into  the 
garden,  looked  to  see  if  the  shrubs  were  budding,  sat 
at  the  edge  of  the  water  where  he  had  built  himself  a 
kiosk,  examined  the  joinery  of  his  house,  —  had  it 
sprung?  had  the  walls  settled,  the  panels  cracked? 
or  he  would  come  in  fretting  about  a  sick  hen,  and 
complaining  to  his  sister,  who  was  nagging  the  servant 
as  she  set  the  table,  of  the  dampness  which  was  coming 
out  in  spots  upon  the  plaster.  The  barometer  was 
Rogron's  most  useful  bit  of  property.  He  consulted  it 
at  all  hours,  tapped  it  familiarly  like  a  friend,  saying' 
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"Vile  weather!"  to  which  his  sister  would  repl}-, 
"Pooh!  it  is  only  seasonable."  If  auj'  one  called  to 
see  him  the  excellence  of  that  instrument  was  his  chief 
topic  of  conversation. 

Breakfast  took  up  some  little  time  ;  with  what  delib- 
eration those  two  human  beings  masticated  their  food  ! 
Their  digestions  were  perfect ;  cancer  of  the  stomacli 
was  not  to  be  dreaded  bj-  them.  Thej^  managed  to  get 
along  till  twelve  o'clock  by  reading  the  "  Bee-hi\'C  " 
and  the  "  Constitutionnel."  The  cost  of  subscribing  to 
the  Parisian  paper  was  shared  by  Vinet  the  law3er,  and 
Baron  Gouraud.  Rogron  himself  carried  the  paper  to 
Gouraud,  who  had  been  a  colonel  and  lived  on  the 
square,  and  whose  long  yarns  were  Rogron's  delight ; 
the  latter  sometimes  puzzled  over  the  warnings  he  had 
received,  and  asked  himself  how  such  a  lively  com- 
panion could  be  dangerous.  He  was  fool  enough  to 
tell  the  colonel  he  had  been  warned  against  him,  and 
to  repeat  all  the  ' '  clique  "  had  said.  God  knows  how 
the  colonel,  who  feared  no  one,  and  was  equally  to  be 
dreaded  with  pistols  or  a  sword,  gave  tongue  about 
Madame  Tiphaine  and  her  Amadis,  and  the  ministerial- 
ists of  the  Upper  town,  persons  capable  of  any  villany 
to  get  places,  and  who  counted  the  votes  at  elections 
to  suit  themselves,  etc. 

About  two  o'clock  Rogron  started  for  a  little  walk. 
He   was   quite   happy   if    some    shopkeeper    standing 
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on  the  threshold  of  his  door  would  stop  him  and 
say,  "Well,  pere  Rogron,  how  goes  it  with  you?" 
Then  he  would  talk,  and  ask  for  news,  and  gather  all 
the  gossip  of  the  town.  He  usually  went  as  far  as  the 
Upper  town,  sometimes  to  the  ravines,  according  to 
the  weather.  Occasionally  he  would  meet  old  men 
taking  their  walks  abroad  like  himself.  Such  meetings 
were  joyful  events  to  him.  There  happened  to  be  in 
Provins  a  few  men  weary  of  Parisian  life,  quiet  scholars 
who  lived  with  their  books.  Fancy  the  bewilderment 
of  the  ignorant  Rogron  when  he  heard  a  depnt^'-judge 
named  Desfondrilles,  more  of  an  archaeologist  than  a 
magistrate,  saying  to  old  Monsieur  Martener,  a  really 
learned  man,  as  he  pointed  to  the  valley :  — 

"  Explain  to  me  whj-  the  idlers  of  Europe  go  to  Spa 
instead  of  coming  to  Provins,  when  the  springs  here 
have  a  superior  curative  value  recognized  by  the 
French  faculty,  —  a  potential  virtue  worthy  of  the  medi- 
cinal properties  of  our  roses." 

"  That  is  one  of  the  caprices  of  caprice,"  said  the 
old  gentleman.  "Bordeaux  wine  was  unknown  a  hun- 
dred years  ago.  Marechal  de  Richelieu,  one  of  the  noted 
men  of  the  last  century,  the  French  Alcibiades,  was  ap- 
pointed governor  ofGu^'enne.  His  lungs  were  diseased, 
and,  heaven  knows  why !  the  wine  of  the  country 
did  him  good  and  he  recovered.  Bordeaux  instantly 
made  a  hundred   millions ;    the   marshal   widened   its 
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territoiy  to  Angouleme,  to  Cahors,  —  in  short,  to  over  a 
lumdred  miles  of  circumference  !  it  is  hard  to  tell  where 
the  Bordeaux  vinej'ards  end.  And  yet  thej'  have  n't 
erected  an  equestrian  statue  to  the  marshal  in  Bor- 
deaux ! 

"Ah!  if  anything  of  that  kind  happens  toProvins," 
said  Monsieur  Desfondrilles,  "  let  us  hope  that  some- 
where in  the  Upper  or  Lower  town  they  will  set  up  a 
bas-relief  of  the  head  of  Monsieur  Opoix,  the  re-dis- 
coverer of  the  mineral  waters  of  Provins," 

"  M3'  dear  friend,  the  revival  of  Provins  is  impos- 
sible," replied  Monsieur  Martener ;  "the  town  was 
made  bankrupt  long  ago." 

"  What !  "  cried  Rogron,  opening  his  ej'es  verj-  wide. 

"  It  was  once  a  capital,  holding  its  own  against 
Paris  in  the  twelfth  century,  when  the  Comtes  de 
Champagne  held  their  court  here,  just  as  King  Ren6 
held  his  in  Provence,"  rephedthe  man  of  learning  ;  "  for 
in  those  days  civilization,  gaj'et^^,  poesy,  elegance,  and 
women,  in  short  all  social  splendors,  were  not  found 
exclusivelj-  in  Paris.  It  is  as  difflcult  for  towns  and 
cities  as  it  is  for  commercial  houses  to  recover  from 
ruin.  Nothing  is  left  to  us  of  the  old  Provins  but  the 
fragrance  of  our  historical  glory  and  that  of  our  roses, 
—  and  a  sub-prefecture  !  " 

"Ah!  what  mightn't  France  be  if  she  had  only- 
preserved    her  feudal    capitals ! "    said    Desfondrilles. 
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"Can  sub-prefects  replace  the  poetic,  gallant,  warlike 
race  of  tiie  Tliibaults  wlio  made  Provins  what  Ferrara 
was  to  Ital}',  Weiinar  to  Germany,  —  what  Munich  is 
trying  to  be  to-day." 

"  Was  Provins  ever  a  capital?  "  asked  Rogron. 

"  Why  !  where  do  you  come  fi'om  ?  "  exclaimed  the 
archaeologist.  "Don't  }'ou  know i"  he  added,  striking 
the  ground  of  the  Upper  town  where  they  stood  with 
his  cane,  "  don't  you  know  that  the  whole  of  this  part 
of  Provins  is  built  on  catacombs  ?  " 

"  Catacombs?  " 

"  Yes,  catacombs,  the  extent  and  height  of  which 
are  yet  undiscovered.  They  are  like  "the  naves  of 
cathedrals,  and  there  are  pillars  in  them." 

' '  Monsieur  is  writing  a  great  archaeological  work  to 
explain  these  strange  constructions "  interposed  Mon- 
sieur Martener,  seeing  that  the  deputy-judge  was  about 
to  mount  his  hobbj". 

Rogron  came  home  much  comforted  to  know  tliat 
his  house  was  in  the  valley.  The  crypts  of  Pro- 
vins kept  him  occupied  for  a  week  in  explorations, 
and  gave  a  topic  of  conversation  to  the  unhappj^ 
celibates  for  man^'  evenings. 

In  the  course  of  these  ramblings  Rogron  picked  up 
various  bits  of  information  about  Provins,  its  inhabitants, 
their  marriages,  together  with  stale  political  news  ;  all  of 
which  he  narrated  to  his  sister.     Scores  of  times   in 
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bis  walks  he  would  stop  and  saj-,  —  often  to  tlie 
same  person  on  the  same  daj-,  —  "  Well,  what 's  the 
news  ?  "  When  he  reached  home  he  would  fling  himself 
on  the  sofa  like  a  man  exhausted  with  labor,  whereas  he 
was  only  worn  out  witii  the  burden  of  his  own  dulness. 
Dinner  came  at  la'st,  after  he  had  gone  twenty  times  to 
the  kitchen  and  back,  .compared  the  clocks,  and  opened 
and  shut  all  the  doors  of  the  house.  So  long  as  the 
brother  and  sister  could  spend  their  evenings  in  paj-ing 
visits  they  managed  to  get  along  till  bedtime ;  but 
after  they  were  compelled  to  staj-  at  home  those  even- 
ings became  like  a  parching  desert.  .Sometimes  persons 
passing  through  the  quiet  little  square  would  hear 
unearthly'  noises  as  though  the  brother  were  throttling 
the  sister  ;  a  moment's  listening  would  show  that  the^' 
were  only  j-awning.  These  two  human  mechanisms, 
having  nothing  to  grind  between  their  rust^-  wheels, 
were  creaking  and  grating  at  each  other.  The 
brother  talked  of  marrying,  but  only  in  despair.  He 
felt  old  and  weary  ;  the  thought  of  a  woman  frightened 
him.  Sylvie,  who  began  to  see  the  necessitj-  of  ha^ing 
a  third  person  in  the  home,  suddenly  remembered  the 
little  cousin,  about  whom  no  one  in  Provins  had  yet 
inquired,  the  friends  of  Madame  Lorrain  probably  sup- 
posing that  mother  and  child  were  both  dead. 

Sylvie    Rogi'on   never   lost  anything ;  she   was   too 
thoroughly  an  old  maid    even   to  mislaj'  the  smallest 
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article  ;  but  she  pretended  to  have  suddenly  found  the 
Lorrains'  letter,  so  as  to  mention  Pierrette  naturally  to 
her  brother,  who  was  greatly  pleased  at  the  possibility 
of  having  a  little  girl  in  the  house.  Sylvie  replied  to 
Madame  Lorrain's  letter  half  affectionately,  half  com- 
mercially, as  one  may  saj',  explaining  the  delay  by 
their  change  of  abode  and  the  settlement  of  their  affairs. 
She  seemed  desirous  of  receiving  her  little  cousin,  and 
hinted  that  Pierrette  would  perhaps  inherit  twelve 
thousand  francs  a  year  if  her  brother  Jer6me  did  not 
marr}-. 

Perhaps  it  is  necessary  to  have  been,  like  Nebuchad- 
nezzar, something  -of  a  wild  beast,  and  shut  up  in  a 
cage  at  the  Jardin  des  Plantes  without  other  prey  than 
the  butcher's  meat  doled  out  by  the  keeper,  or  a  retired 
merchant  deprived  of  the  joys  of  tormenting  his  clerks, 
to  understand  the  impatience  with  which  the  brother 
and  sister  awaited  the  arrival  of  their  cousin  Lorrain. 
Three  days  after  the  letter  had  gone,  the  pair  were 
already  asking  themselves  when  she  would  get  there. 

Sylvie  perceived  in  her  spurious  benevolence  towards 
lier  poor  cousin  a  means  of  recovering  her  position  in 
the  social  world  of  Provins.  She  accordingly  went  to 
call  on  Madame  Tiphaine,  of  .whose  reprobation  she 
was  conscious,  in  order  to  impart  the  fact  of  Pierrette's 
approaching  arrival,  —  deploring  the  girl's  unfortunate 
position,  and  posing  herself  as  being  only  too  happy 
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to  succor  her  and  give ,  her  a  position  as  daughter  and 
future  heiress. 

"  You  have  been  rather  long  in  discovering  her," 
said  Madame  Tiphaine,  with  a  touch  of  sarcasm. 

A  few  words  said  in  a  low  voice  by  Madame  Garce- 
land,  while  the  Cards  were  being  dealt,  recalled  to  the 
minds  of  those  who  heard  her  the  shameful  conduct  of 
old  Rogron  about  the  Auffraj'  property  ;  the  notarj^  ex- 
plained the  iniquity'. 

"■Where  is  the  little  girl  now?"  asked  Monsieur 
Tiphaine,  politely. 

"  In  Brittany,"  said  Rogron. 

"Brittany  is  a  large  place,"  remarked  Monsieur 
Lesourd. 

"  Her  grandfather  and  grandmother  Lorrain  wrote 
to  us  —  when  was  that,  my  dear  ?  "  said  Rogron  ad- 
dressing his  sister. 

Sylvie,  who  was  just  then  asking  Madam  Garce- 
land  where  she  had  bought  the  stuff  for  her  gown, 
answered  hastily,  without  thinking  of  the  effect  of 
her  words :  — 

"  Before  we  sold  the  business." 

"And  have  3'ou  only  just  answered  the  letter,  ma- 
demoiselle ? "  asked  the  notary. 

Sylvie  turned  as  red  as  a  live  coal. 

"We  wrote  to  the  Institution  of  Saint- Jacques," 
remarked  Rogron. 
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"  That  is  a  sort  of  hospital  or  almshouse  for  old  peo- 
ple," said  Monsieur  Desfondrilles,  who  knew  Nantes. 
"  She  can't  be  there ;  they  receive  no  one  under 
sixty." 

"She  is  there,  with  her  grandmother  Lorrain,"  said. 
Rogron. 

"  Her  mother  had  a  little  fortune,  the  eight  thousand 
francs  which  your  father  —  no,  I  mean  of  course  your 
grandfather  —  left  to  her,"  said  the  notary,  making  the 
blunder  intentionally. 

"  Ah  !  "  said  Rogron,  stupidly,  not  understanding  the 
notary's  sarcasm. 

"  Then  you  know  nothing  about  your  cousin's  posi- 
tion or  means?  "  asked  Monsieur  Tiphaine. 

"If  Monsieur  Rogron  had  known  it,"  said  the 
deputy-judge,  "he  would  never  have  left  her  all  this 
time  in  an  establishment  of  that  kind.  I  remember 
now  that  a  house  in  Nantes  belonging  to  Monsieur 
and  Madame  Lorrain  was  sold  under  an  order  of  the 
court,  and  that  'Mademoiselle  Lorrain's  claim  was 
swallowed  up.  I  know  this,  for  I  was  commissioner 
at  the  time.'' 

The  notary  spoke  of  Colonel  Lorrain,  who,  had  he 
lived,  would  have  been  much  amazed  to  know  that 
his  daughter  was  in  such  an  institution.  The  Rog- 
rons  beat  a  retreat,  saying  to  each  other  that  the  world 
was  very  malicious.     Sylvie  perceived  that  the  news  of 
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her  benevolence  had  missed  its  effect,  —  in  fact,  she  had 
lost  ground  in  all  minds  ;  and  she  felt  that  henceforth 
she  was  forbidden  to  attempt  an  intiniac}-  with  the 
upper  class  of  Provins.  After  this  evening  the  Rog- 
rons  no  longer  concealed  their  hatred  of  that  class  and 
all  its  adherents.  The  brother  told  the  sister  the  scan- 
dals that  Colonel  Gouraud  and  the  lawyer  Vinet  had 
put  into  his  head  about  the  Tiphaines,  the  Guenees, 
the  Garcelands,  the  JuUiards,  and  others  :  — 

"  I  declare,  Sylvie,  I  don't  see  whj-  Madame  Tiphaine 
should  turn  up  her  nose  at  shopkeeping  in  the  rue  Saint- 
Denis  ;  it  is  more  honest  than  what  she  comes  from. 
Madame  Roguin,  her  mother,  is  cousin  to  those  Guil- 
laumes  of  the  '  Cat-playing-ball '  who  gave  up  the 
business  to  Joseph  Lebas,  their  son-in-law.  Her  father 
is  that  Roguin  who  failed  in  1819,  and  ruined  the  house 
of  Cesar  Birotteau.  Madame  Tiphaine's  fortune  was 
stolen,  —  for  what  else  are  you  to  call  it  when  a  notary's 
wife  who  is  verj'  rich  lets  her  husband  make  a  fraudulent 
bankruptcj-  ?  Fine  doings  !  and  she  marries  her  daughter 
in  Provjns  to  get  her  out  of  the  way,  —  all  on  account  of 
her  own  relations  with  du  Tillet.  And  such  people  set 
up  to  be  proud  !     Well,  well,  that 's  the  world  !  " 

On  the  day  when  JerSme  Rogron  and  his  sister 
Sylvie  began  to  declaim  against  ' '  the  clique "  thej' 
were,  without  being  aware  of  it,  on  the  road  to  having 
a  society  of  their  own ;  their  house  was  to  become  a 
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rendezvous  for  other  interests  seeking  a  centre,  —  tliose 
of  tlie  liitlaeito  floating  elements  of  tlie  liberal  party  in 
Provins.  And  this  is  how  it  came  about :  The  launch 
of  the  Rogrons  in  society  had  been  watched  with  great 
curiosity  by  Colonel  Gouraud  and  the  lawyer  Vinet, 
two  men  drawn  together,  first  by  their  ostracism,  next 
by  their  ophiions.  They  both  professed  patriotism  and 
for  the  same  reason,  —  they  wished  to  become  of  conse- 
quence. The  Liberals  in  Provins  were,  so  far,  confined 
to  one  old  soldier  who  kept  a  cafe,  an  innkeeper,  Mon- 
sieur Cournant  a  notar}',  Doctor  Neraud,  and  a  few 
stray  persons,  inostl}'  farmers  or  those  who  had  bought 
lands  of  the  public  domain. 

The  colonel  and  the  lawyer,  delighted  to  lay  hands 
on  a  fool  whose  money  would  be  useful  to  their  schemes, 
and  who  might  himself,  in  certain  cases,  be  made  to 
bell  the  cat,  while  his  house  would  serve  as  a  meet- 
ing-ground for  the  scattered  elements  of  the  party, 
made  the  most  of  the  Eogrons'  ill-will  against  the 
upper  classes  of  the  place.  The  three  had  already  a 
slight  tie  in  their  united  subscription  to  the  "  Consti- 
tutionnel ; "  it  would  certainly  not  be  difficult  for  the 
colonel  to  make  a  Liberal  of  the  ex-mercer,  though 
Eogron  knew  so  little  of  politics  that  he  was  capable 
of  regarding  the  exploits  of  Sergeant  Mercier  as  those 
of  a  brotiier  shopkeeper. 

The  expected  arrival'  of  Pierrette  brought  to  sudden 
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fruition  the  selfish  ideas  of  the  two  men,  inspired  as 
thej'  were  bj-  the  folly  and  ignorance  of  the  celibates. 
Seeing  that  Sylvie  had  lost  all  chance  of  establishing 
herself  in  the  good  societ3-  of  the  place,  an  afterthought 
came  to  the  colonel.  Old  soldiers  have  seen  so  many 
horrors  in  all  lands,  so  manj-  grinning  corpses  on 
battle-fields,  that  no  physiognomies  repel  them  ;  aud 
Gouraud  began  to  cast  his  eyes  on  the  old  maid's  for- 
tune. Tills  imperial  colonel,  a  short,  fat  man,  wore 
enormous  rings  in  ears  that  were  bushj'  with  tufts  of 
hair.  His  sparse  aud  grizzl}'  whiskers  were  called  in 
1799  "fins."  His  jolly  red  face  was  rather  discolored, 
like  those  of  all  who  liad  lived  to  tell  of  the  Beresina. 
The  lower  half  of  his  big,  pointed  stomach  marked  the 
straight  line  which  characterizes  a  cavalry  officer. 
Gouraud  had  commanded  the  Second  Hussars.  His 
gray  moustache  hid  a  huge  blustering  mouth,  —  if  we 
ma}'  use  a  term  which  alone  describes  that  gulf  He 
did  not  eat  his  food,  he  engulfed  it.  A  sabre  cut  had 
slit  his  nose,  by  which  his  speech  was  made  thick 
aud  very  nasal,  like  that  attributed  to  Capuchins.  His 
hands,  which  were  short  and  broad,  were  of  the  kind 
that  make  women  say:  "You  have  the  hands  of  a 
rascal."  His  legs  seemed  slender  for  his  torso.  In 
that  fat  and  active  bod}'  an  absolutely  lawless  spirit 
disported  itself,  and  a  thorough  experience  of  the 
things  of  life,  together  with  a  profound   contempt  for 
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social  conventions,  lay  hidden  beneath  the  apparent 
indifference  of  a  soldier.  Colonel'  Gouratid  wore  the 
cross  of  an  officer  of  the  Legion  of  honor,  and  his 
emoluments  from  that,  together  with  his  salarj'  as  a 
retired  officer,  gave  him  in  all  about  three  thousand 
francs  a  year. 

The  lawj'cr,  tall  and  thin,  had  liberal  opinions  in 
place  of  talent,  and  his  only  revenue  was  the  meagre 
profits  of  his  office.  In  Provins  lawyers  plead  their 
own  cases.  The  court  was  unfavorable  to  Vinet  on 
account  of  his  opinions  ;  consequently,  even  the  fixrmers 
who  were  Liberals,  when  it  came  to  lawsuits  preferred 
to  ernploj"  some  lawyer  who  was  more  congenial  to 
the  judges.  Vinet  was  regarded  with  disfavor  in  other 
ways.  He  was  said  to  have  seduced  a  rich  girl  in  the 
neighborhood  of  Coulommiers,  and  thus  have  forced 
her  parents  to  marry  her  to  him.  Madame  Vinet  was 
a  Chargeboeuf,  an  old  and  noble  family  of  La  Brie, 
whose  name  comes  from  the  exploit  of  a  squire  during 
the  expedition  of  Saint  Louis  to  Egypt.  She  incurred 
the  displeasure  of  her  father  and  mother,  who  arranged, 
unknown  to  Vinet,  to  leave  their  entire  fortuue  to  their 
son,  doubtless  charging  him  privately-,  to  pay  over  a 
portion  of  it  to  his  sister's  children. 

Thus  the  first  bold  effort  of  the  ambitious  man  was  a 
failure.  Pursued  by  poverty,  and  ashamed  not  to  give 
his  wife  the  means  of  making  a  suitable  appearance,  lie 
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had  made  desperate  eflforts  to  enter  public  life,  but  the 
Chargeboeuf  family  refused  him  their  influence.  Tliese 
Eo3-alists  disapproved,  on  moral  grounds,  of  his  forced 
marriage ;  besides,  he  was  named  Vinet,  and  how  conld 
thej-  be  expected  to  protect  a  plebeian  ?  Thus  he  was 
driven  from  branch  to  branch  when  he  tried  to  get 
some  good  out  of  his  marriage.  Repulsed  b^-  every 
one,  filled  with  hatred  for  the  family  of  his  wife,  for 
the  government  which  denied  liim  a  place,  for  the  social 
world  of  Provins  which  refused  to  adinit  him,  Vinet 
submitted  to  his  fate ;  but  his  gall  increased.  He 
became  a  Liberal  in  the  belief  that  his  fortune  might 
j'et  be  made  by  the  triumph  of  the  opposition,  and  he 
lived  in  a  miserable  little  house  in  the  Upper  town 
from  which  his  wife  seldom  issued.  Madame  Vinet  had 
found  no  one  to  befriend  her  since  her  marriage  except 
an  old  Madame  de  Chargeboeuf,  a  widow  with  one 
daughter,  who  lived  at  Troves.  The  unfortunate  3'oung 
woman,  destined  for  better  things,  was  absolutely  alone 
in  her  home  with  a  single  child. 

There  are  some  kinds  of  povertj'  which  may  be 
nobl^-  accepted  and  gayly  borne  ;  but  Vinet,  devoured 
b3-  ambition,  and  feeling  himself  guilty-  towards  his 
wife,  was  full  of  darkling  rage ;  his  conscience  grew 
elastic ;  and  he  flnallj-  came  to  think  anj-  means  of 
success  permissible.  His  j'oung  face  changed.  Per- 
sons about   the  courts  were   sometimes  frightened   as 


Pierrette.  71 

they  looked  at  his  viperish,  flat  head,  his  slit  mouth, 
his  ej'es  gleaming  tlirough  glasses,  and  heard  his  sharp, 
persistent  voice  which  rasped  their  nerves.  His  muddy 
skin,  with  its  sickly  tones  of  green  and  yellow,  expressed 
the  jaundice  of  his  balked  ambition,  his  perpetual  dis- 
appointments and  his  hidden  wretchedness.  He  could 
talk  and  argue  ;  he  was  well-informed  and  shrewd,  and 
was  not  without  smartness  and  metaphor.  Accustomed 
to  look  at  everything  from  the  standpoint  of  his  own 
success,  he  was  well  fitted  for  a  politician.  A  man 
who  shrinks  from  nothing  so  long  as  it  is  legal,  is 
strong  ;  and  Vinet's  strength  la}'  there. 

This  future  athlete  of  parliamentary  debate,  who  was 
destined  to  share  in  proclaiming  the  dynastj'  of  the 
house  of  Orleans  had  a  terrible  influence  on  Pierrette's 
fate.  At  the  present  moment  he  was  bent  on  making 
for  himself  a  weapon  by  founding  a  newspaper  in 
Provins.  After  studying  the  Eogrons  at  a  distance 
(the  colonel  aiding  him)  he  had  come  to  the  conclusion 
that  the  brother  might  be  made  useful.  This  time  he 
was  not  mistaken  ;  his  days  of  poverty  were  over,  after 
seven  wretched  years,  when  even  his  daily  bread  was 
sometimes  lacking.  The  day  when  Gouraud  told  him 
in  the  little  square  that  the  Eogrons  had  finally  quar- 
relled with  the  bourgeois  aristocracy  of  the  Upper 
town,  he  nudged  the  colonel  in  the  ribs  significantlj', 
and  said,  with  a  knowing  look :  — 
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"One  woman  or  another  —  handsome  or  ugly  —  you 
don't  care ;  marry  Mademoiselle  Rogron  and  we  can 
organize  something  at  once.'' 

"  I  have  been  thinking  of  it,'  replied  Gouraud,  "but 
the  fact  is  thej'  have  sent  for  the  daughter  of  Colonel 
Lorrain,  and  she  s  their  next  of  kin." 

"  You  can  get  them  to  make  a  will  in  j'our  favor. 
Ha  !  }0U  would  get  a  ver^'  comfortable  house." 

"As  for  the  little  girl  —  well,  well,  let's  see  her," 
said  the  colonel,  with  a  leering  and  tlioroughly  wicked 
look,  which  proved  to  a  man  of  Vinet's  quality  how 
little  respect  the  old  trooper  could  feel  for  any  girl. 
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After  her  grandfather  and  grandmother  entered  the 
sort  of  hospital  in  which  thej'  sadly  expected  to  end 
their  day's,  Pierrette,  being  young  and  proud,  suffered 
so  terribly  at  living  there  on  charity  that  she  was  thank- 
ful when  she  heard  she  had  rich  relations.  When  Bri- 
gaut,  the  son  of  her  mother's  friend  the  major,  and  th0 
companion  of  her  childhood,  who  was  learning  his  trade 
as  a  cabinet-maker  at  Nantes,  heard  of  her  departure 
he  offered  her  the  money  to  pay  her  way  to  Paris  in 
the  diligence,  —  sixty  francs,  the  total  of  his  pour-boir'es 
as  an  apprentice,  slowly  amassed,  and  accepted  by  Pier- 
rette with  the  sublime  indifference  of  true  affection, 
showing  that  in  a  like  case  she  herself  would  be 
affronted  by  thanks. 

Brigant  was  iu  the  habit  of  going  every  Sunday  to 
Saint-Jacques  to  play  with  Pierrette  and  tr}-  to  conr 
sole.  her.  The  vigorous  young  workman  knew  the 
dear  delight  of  bestowing  a  complete  and  devoted  pro- 
tection on  an  object  involuntaril3'  chosen  hy  his  heart. 
More  than  once  he  and  Pierrette,  sitting  on   Sundays 
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in  a  corner  of  the  garden,  had  embroidered  the  veil 
of  the  future  with  their  youthful  projects  ;  the  appren- 
tice, armed  with  his  plane,  scoured  the  world  to  make 
their  fortune,  while  Pierrette  waited. 

In  October,  1824,  when  the  child  had  completed  her 
eleventh  j^ear,  she  was  entrusted  by  the  two  old  people 
and  hy  Brigaut,  all  three  sorrowfullj-  sad,  to  the  con- 
ductor of  the  diligence  from  Nantes  to  Paris,  with  an 
entreaty  to  put  her  safely  into  the  diligence  from  Paris 
to  Provins  and  to  take  good  care  of  her.  Poor  Brigaut ! 
he  ran  like  a  dog  after  the  coach  looking  at  his  dear 
Pierrette  as  long  as  he  was  able.  In  spite  of  her  signs 
he  ran  over  three  miles,  and  when  at  last  he  was  ex- 
hausted his  eyes,  wet  with  tears,  still  followed  her. 
She,  too,  was  crying  when  she  saw  him  no  longer  run- 
ning by  her,  and  putting  her  head  out  of  the  window 
she  watched  him,  standing  stock-still  and  looking  after 
her,  as  the  lumbering  vehicle  disappeared. 

The  Lorrains  and  Brigaut  knew  so  little  of  life  that 
the  girl  had  not  a  penny  when  she  arrived  in  Paris. 
The  conductor,  to  whom  she  had  mentioned  her  rich 
friends,  paid  her  expenses  at  the  hotel,  and  made  the 
conductor  of  the  Provins  diligence  pay  him,  telling  him 
to  take  good  care  of  the  girl  and  to  see  that  the  charges 
were  paid  bj'  the  familj',  exactly  as  though  she  were  a 
case  of  goods.  Four  days  after  her  departure  from 
Nantes,  about  nine  o'clock  of  a  Monday  night,  a  kind 
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old  conductor  of  the  Messageries-roj'ales,  took  Pierrette 
by  the  hand,  and  while  the  porters  were  discharging  in 
the  Grand'Rue  the  packages  and  passengers  for  Pro- 
vins,  he  led  the  little  girl,  whose  only  baggage  was  a 
bundle  containing  two  dresses,  two  chemises,  and  two 
pairs  of  stockings,  to  Blademoiselle  Rogron's  house, 
which  was  pointed  out  to  him  b}'  the  director  at  the 
coach  office. 

"  Good-evening,  mademoiselle  and  the  rest  of  the 
companj-.  I've  brought  30U  a  cousin,  and  here  she 
is  ;  and  a  nice  little  girl  too,  upon  iny  word.  You  have 
forty-seven  francs  to  pay  me,  and  sign  my  book." 

Mademoiselle  Sylvie  and  her  brother  were  dumb  with 
pleasure  and  amazement. 

"Excuse  me,"  said  the  conductor,  "the  coach  is 
waiting.  Sign  my  book  and  pay  me  forty-seven  francs, 
sixty  centimes,  and  whatever  you  please  for  myself 
and  the  conductor  from  Nantes  ;  we  've  taken  care  of 
the  little  girl  as  if  she  were  our  own  ;  and  paid  for  her 
beds  and  her  food,  also  her  fare  to  Provins,  and  other 
little  things." 

"  Fortj'-seven  francs,  twelve  sous  !  "  said  Sylvie. 

"  You  are  not  going  to  dispute  it?  "  cried  the  man. 

"  Where  's  the  bill?  "  said  Rogron. 

"Bill!  look  at  the  book." 

"  Stop  talking,  and  pay  him,"  said  Sylvie,  "  You  see 
there  's  nothing  else  to  be  done." 
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Rogron  went  to  get  the  money,  and  gave  the  man 
forty-seven  francs,  twelve  sous. 

' '  And  nothing  for  my  comrade  and  me  ?  "  said  the 
conductor. 

Sylvie  took  two  francs  from  the  depths  of  the  old 
velvet  bag  which  held  her  keys. 

"  Thank  you,  no,"  said  the  man  ;  "  keep  'em  yourself. 
We  would  rather  care  for  the  little  one  for  her  own 
sake."  He  picked  up  his  book  and  departed,  saying 
to  the  servant-gii-1 :  "  What  a  pair  !  it  seems  there  are 
crocodiles  out  of  Egypt !  " 

"  Such  men  are  always  brutal,  "said  Sylvie,  who  over- 
heard the  words. 

' '  Thej'  took  good  care  of  the  little  girl,  anyhow,"  said 
Adele  with  her  hands  on  her  hips. 

"  We  don't  have  to  live  with  him,"  remarked 
Rogron. 

"  Where  's  the  little  one  to  sleep?  "  asked  Adele. 

Such  was  the  arrival  of  Pierrette  Lorrain  in  the 
home  of  her  cousins,  who  gazed  at  her  with  stolid  eyes  ; 
she  was  tossed  to  them  like  a  package,  with  no  inter- 
mediate state  between  the  wretched  chamber  at  Saint- 
Jacques  and  the  dining-room  of  her  cousins,  which 
seemed  to  her  a  palace.  She  was  sh}'  and  speechless. 
To  all  other  ej'es  than  those  of  the  Rogrons  the  little 
Breton  girl  would  have  seemed  enchanting  as  she  stood 
there  in  her  petticoat  of  coarse  blue  flannel,  with  a  pink 


"  '  Well,  are  ttqtyou  going  to  say  anything  ?    I  am 
your  cousin  Sylvie,  and  that  is  your  cousin  Rogron.' " 
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cambric  apron,  thick  slices,  blue  stockings,  and  a  white 
kerchief,  her  hands  being  covered  bj'  red  worsted  mit- 
tens edged  with  white,  bought  for  her  bj'  the  conductor. 
Her  daintj'  Breton  cap  (which  had  been  washed  in  Paris, 
for  the  jouine^-  from  Nantes  had  rumpled  it)  was  like  a 
halo  round  her  happy  little  face.  This  national  cap,  of 
the  finest  lawn,  trimmed  with  stiffened  lace  pleated  in 
flat  folds,  deserves  description,  it  was  so  dainty  and  sim- 
ple. The  light  coming  througli  the  texture  and  the  lace 
produced  a  partial  shadow,  the  soft  shadow  of  a  light 
upon  the  skin,  which  gave  her  the  vii'ginal  grace  that  all 
painters  seek  and  Ldopold  Robert  found  for  the  Raffael- 
esque  face  of  the  woman  who  holds  a  child  in  his  picture 
of  '•  Tiie  Gleaners."  Beneath  this  fluted  frame  of  light 
sparkled  a  white  and  rosy  and  artless  face,  glowing  with 
vigorous  health.  The  warmth  of  the  room  brought  the 
blood  to  the  cheeks,  to  the  tips  of  the  prett}'  ears,  to 
the  lips  and  the  end  of  the  delicate  nose,  making  the 
natural  white  of  the  complexion  whiter  still. 

"Well,  are  not  you  going  to  say  anything?  I  am 
3-our  cousin  Sylvie,  and  that  is  your  cousin  Eogron." 

'•  Do  j'ou  want  something  to  eat?"  asked  Rogron. 

"  When  did  you  leave  Nantes?  "  asked  Sylvie. 

"  Is  she  dumb?  "  said  Rogron. 

"  Poor  little  dear,  she  has  hardly  any  clothes,"  cried 
Adele,  who  had  opened  the  child's  bundle,  tied  up  in  a 
handkerchief  of  the  old  Lorrains. 
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"Kiss  your  cousin,"  said  Sj'lvie. 

Pierrette  kissed  Rogron. 

"  Kiss  }our  cousin,"  said  Rogron. 

Pierrette  kissed  Sjivie. 

"  She  is  tired  out  with  her  journey,  poor  little  thing  ; 
she  wants  to  go  to  sleep,"  said  Adele. 

Pierrette  was  overcome  with  a  sudden  and  invincible 
aversion  for  her  two  relatives,  —  a  feeling  that  no  one 
had  ever  before  excited  in  her.  Sylvie  and  the  maid 
took  her  up  to  bed  in  tiie  room  where  Brigaut  after- 
wards noticed  the  white  cotton  curtain.  In  it  was  a 
little  bed  with  a  pole  painted  blue,  from  which  hung  a 
calico  curtain  ;  a  walnut  bureau  without  a  marble  top,  a 
small  table,  a  looking-glass,  a  veiy  common  night-table 
without  a  door,  and  three  chairs  completed  the  furniture 
of  the  room.  The  walls,  which  sloped  in  front,  were 
hung  with  a  shabby  paper,  blue  with  black  flowers.  The 
tiled  floor,  stained  red  and  polislied,  was  icy  to  the  feet. 
There  was  no  carpet  except  a  strip  at  the  bedside.  The 
mantelpiece  of  common  marble  was  adorned  b3'  a 
mirror,  two  candelabra  in  copper-gilt,  and  a  vulgar 
alabaster  cup  in  which  two  pigeons,  forming  handles, 
were  drinking. 

"You  will  be  comfortable  here,  my  little  girl?" 
said  Sylvie. 

"Oh,  it 's  beautiful !  "  said  the  childj  in  her  silvery 
voice. 
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"  She 's  not  difficult  to  please,"  muttered  the  stout 
servant.     "  Sha'n't  I  warm  her  bed?  "  she  asked. 

"  Yes,"  said  S^ylvie,  "  the  sheets  may  be  damp." 

Adele  brought  one  of  her  own  night-oaps  when  she 
returned  with  the  warming-pan,  and  Pierrette,  who  had 
never  slept  in  anjlhing  but  the  coarsest  linen  sheets, 
was  amazed  at  the  fineness  and  softness  of  the  cotton 
ones.  When  she  was  fairly  in  bed  and  tucked  up, 
Adele,  going  downstairs  with  Sylvie,  could  not  refrain 
from  saying,  "  All  she  has  is  n't  worth  three  francs, 
mademoiselle." 

Ever  since  her  economical  regime  began,  Sylvie  had 
compelled  the  maid  to  sit  in  the  dining-room  so  that 
one  fire  and  one  lamp  could  do  for  all ;  except  when 
Colonel  Gouraud  and  Vinet  came,  on  which  occasions 
Adele  was  sent  to  the  kitchen. 

Pierrette's  arrival  enlivened  the  rest  of  the  evening. 

"  We  must  get  her  some  clothes  to-morrow,"  said 
Sylvie;    "she  has  absolutely  nothing." 

"  No  shoes  but  those  she  had  on,  which  weigh  a 
pound,"  said  Adele. 

"That's  always  so,  in  their  part  of  the  country," 
remarked  Eogron. 

"How  she  looked  at  her  room!  tliough  it  really 
is  n't  handsome  enough  for  a  cousin  of  yours,  ma- 
demoiselle.'' 

"  It  is  good  enough ;  hold  your  tongue,"  said  Sylvie. 
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"  Gracious,  what  chemises  !  coarse  enough  to  scratch 
her  skin  off;  not  a  thing  can  she  use  here,"  said 
Adele,  emptjing  the  bundle. 

Master,  mistress,  and  servant  were  bus}'  till  past 
ten  o'clock,  deciding  what  cambric  they  should  buj- 
for  the  new  chemises,  how  man}-  pairs  of  stockings, 
how  many  under-petticoats,  and  what  material,  and  in 
reckoning  up  the  whole  cost  of  Pierrette's  outfit. 

"  You  won't  get  off  under  three  hundred  francs," 
said  Rogron,  who  could  remember  the  different  prices, 
and  add  them  up  from  his  former  shop-keeping  habit. 

"Three  hundred  francs!"  cried  Sjlvie. 

"Yes,  three  hundred.     Add  it  up." 

The  brother  and  sister  went  over  the  calculation 
once  more,  and  found  the  cost  would  be  fully  three 
hundred  francs,  not  counting  the  mailing. 

"  Three  hundred  francs  at  one  stroke  !  "  said  Sylvie 
to  herself  as  she  got  into  bed. 

Pierrette  was  one  of  those  children  of  love  whom 
love  endows  with  its  tenderness,  its  vivacity,  its  gaj-ety, 
its  nobility,  its  devotion.  Nothing  had  so  far  disturbed 
or  wounded  a  heart  that- was  delicate  as  that  of  a 
fawn,  but  which  was  now  painfully  repressed  by  the 
cold  greeting  of  her  cousins.  If  Brittany  had  been 
full  of  outward  misery,  at  least  it  was  full  of  love. 
The  old  Lorrains  were  the  most  incapable  of  merchants. 
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but  they  were  also  the  most  loving,  frank,  caressing, 
of  friends,  like  all  who  are  incautious  and  free  from 
calculation.  Their  little  granddaughter  had  received 
no  other  education  at  Pen-Hoel  than  that  of  nature. 
Pierrette  went  where  she  liked,  in  a  boat  on  the  poud, 
or  roaming  the  village  and  the  fields  with  Jacques 
Brigaut,  her  comrade,  exactly  as  Paul  and  Virginia 
might  have  done.  Petted  by  everybody,  free  as  air, 
thej'  gayh'  chased  the  joj's  of  childhood.  In  summer 
they  ran  to  watch  the  fishing,  they  caught  the  many- 
colored  insects,  they  gathered  flowers,  thej'  gardened  ; 
in  winter  they  made  slides,  they  built  snow-men  or 
huts,  or  pelted  each  other  with  snowballs.  Welcomed 
by  all,  thej^  met  with  smiles  wherever  thej'  went. 

When  the  time  came  to  begin  their  education,  disas- 
ters came,  too.  Jacques,  left  without  means  at  the 
death  of  his  father,  was  apprenticed  by  his  relatives 
to  a  cabinet-maker,  and  fed  by  charity,  as  Pierrette 
was  soon  to  be  at  Saint-Jacques.  Until  the  little  girl 
was  taken  with  her  grandparents  to  that  asylum,  she 
had  known  nothing  but  fond  caresses  and  protection 
from  every  one.  Accustomed  to  confide  in  so  much 
love,  the  little  darling  missed  in  these  rich  relatives, 
so  eagerly  desired,  the  kindly  looks  and  ways  which 
all  the  world,  even  strangers  and  the  conductors  of 
the  coaches,  had  bestowed  upon  her.  Her  bewilder- 
ment,   already    great,    was    increased    by    the    moral 
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atmosphere  she  had  entered.  The  heart  turns  suddenly 
cold  or  hot  like  the  body.  The  poor  child  wanted  to 
cry,  without  knowing  wh}- ;  but  being  very  tired  she 
went  to  sleep. 

The  next  morning,  Pierrette  being,  like  all  countrj- 
children,  accustomed  to  get  up  early,  was  awake  two 
hours  before  the  cook.  She  dressed  herself,  stepping 
on  tiptoe  about  her  room,  looked  out  at  the  little 
square,  started  to  go  downstairs  and  was  struck  witli 
amazement  by  the  beauties  of  the  staircase.  She 
stopped  to  examine  all  its  details :  the  painted  walls, 
the  brasses,  the  various  ornamentations,  the  window 
fixtures.  Then  she  went  down  to  the  garden-door,  but 
was  unable  to  open  it,  and  returned  to  her  room  to 
wait  until  Adele  should  be  stirring.  As  soon  as  the 
woman  went  to  the  kitchen  Pierrette  flew  to  the 
garden  and  took  possession  of  it,  ran  to  the  river, 
was  amazed  at  the  kiosk,  and  sat  down  in  it ;  truly, 
she  had  enough  to  see  and  to  wonder  at  until  her 
cousins  were  up.     At  breakfast  S3lvie  said  to  her  :  — 

"  Was  it  jou,  little  one,  who  was  trotting  over 
mj-  head  by  daybreak,  and  making  that  racket  on 
the  stairs?  You  woke  me  so  that  I  couldn't  go  to 
sleep  again.  You  must  be  very  good  and  quiet,  and 
amuse  j'ourself  without  noise.  Your  cousin  does  n't 
like  noise." 

"  And    j'ou    must  wipe  j-our   feet,"   said    Eogron. 


Pierrette.  83 

"you  went  int6  the  kiosk  with  your  dirty  shoes,  and 
they  've  tracked  all  over  the  floor.  Your  cousin  likes 
cleanliness.  A  great  girl  like  j-ou  ought  to  be  clean. 
Were  n't  you  clean  in  Brittanj'?  But  I  recollect  when 
I  went  down  there  to  buy  thread  it  was  pitiable  to 
see  the  folks, — they  were  like  savages.  At  anj- rate 
she  has  a  good  appetite,"  added  Eogron,  looking  at  his 
sister;  "one  would  think  she  hadn't  eaten  anything 
for  days." 

Thus,  from  the  ver^-  start  Pierrette  was  hurt  by  the 
remarks  of  her  two  cousins,  —  hurt,  she  knew  not  why. 
Her  straightforward,  open  nature,  hitherto  left  to  it- 
self, was  not  given  to  reflection.  Incapable  of  thinking 
that  her  cousins  were  hard,  she  was  fated  to  find  it  out 
slowlj'  through  suffering.  After  breakfast  the  brother 
and  sister,  pleased  with  Pierrette's  astonishment  at  the 
house  and  anxious  to  enjoy  it,  took  her  to  the  salon 
to  show  her  its  splendors  and  teach  her  not  to  touch 
them.  Many  celibates,  driven  by  loneliness  and  the 
moral  necessitj-  of  caring  for  something,  substitute 
factitious  affections  for  natural  ones  ;  the}'  love  dogs, 
cats,  canaries,  servants,  or  their  confessor.  Eogron 
and  Sylvie  had  come  to  the  pass  of  loving  immoderately 
their  house  and  furniture,  which  had'cost  them  so  dear. 
Sylvie  began  by  helping  Adele  in  the  mornings  to.  dust 
and  arrange  the  furniture,  under  pretence  that  she  did 
not  know  how  to  keep  it  looking  as  good  as  new.    This 
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dusting  was  soon  a  desired  occupation  to  her,  and  the 
furniture,  instead  of  losing  its  value  in  her  eyes,  became 
ever  more  precious.  To  use  things  without  hurting 
them  or  soiling  them  or  scratching  the  woodwork  or 
clouding  the  varnish,  that  was  the  problem  which  soon 
became  the  mania  of  the  old  maid's  life.  Sylvie  had 
a  closet  full  of  bits  of  wool,  wax,  varnish,  and  brushes, 
which  she  had  learned  to  use  with  the  dexterity  of  a 
cabinet-maker;  she  had  her  feather  dusters  and  her 
dusting-cloths  ;  and  she  rubbed  away  without  fear  of 
hurting  herself,  —  she  was  so  strong.  The  glance  of 
her  cold  blue  eje,  hard  as  steel,  was  forever  roving 
over  the  furniture  and  under  it,  and  you  could  as  soon 
have  found  a  tender  spot  in  her  heart  as  a  bit  of  fluff 
under  the  sofa. 

After  the  remarks  made  at  Madame  Tiphaine's, 
Sylvie  dared  not  flinch  from  the  three  hundred  francs 
for  Pierrette's  clothes.  During  the  first  week  her  time 
was  wholly  taken  up,  and  Pierrette's  too,  by  frocks  to 
order  and  try  on,  chemises  and  petticoats  to  cut  out 
and  have  made  bj-  a  seamstress  who  went  out  b}'  the 
day.     Pierrette  did  not  know  how  to  sew. 

"  That's  prettj-  bringing  up  !  "  said  Rogron.  "  Don't 
yon  know  how  to  do  anything,  little  girl  ?  " 

Pierrette,  who  knew  nothing  but  how  to  love,  made 
a  prettj',  childish  gesture. 

"What  did  j-ou  do  in  Brittany?  "  asked  Rogron. 
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"I  plaj'ed,"  she  answered,  naively.  "  Everybodj- 
pla3'ed  ■with  me.  Grandmamma  and  grandpapa  thej- 
told  me  stories.     Ah  !  they  all  loved  me  !  " 

"  Hey  !  "  said  Rogi'on  ;  "  did  n't  you  take  it  easj' !  " 

Pierrette  opened  her  eyes  wide,  not  comprehending. 

"  She  is  as  stupid  as  an  owl,"  said  Sylvie  to  Made- 
moiselle Borain,  the  best  seamstress  in  Provins. 

' '  She  's  so  young,"  said  the  workwoman,  looking 
kindly  at  Pierrette,  whose  delicate  little  muzzle  was 
turned  up  to  her  with  a  coaxing  look. 

Pierrette  preferred  the  sewing-women  to  her  rela- 
tions. She  was  endearing  in  her  ways  with  them,  she 
watched  their  work,  and  made  them  those  pretty 
speeches  that  seem  like  the  flowers  of  childhood,  and 
which  her  cousin  had  alread3-  silenced,  for  that  gaunt 
woman  loved  to  impress  those  under  her  with  salutary 
awe.  The  sewing-women  were  delighted  with  Pierrette. 
•Their  work,  however,  was  not  carried  on  without  many 
and  loud  grumblings. 

"That  child  will  make  us  pay  through  the  nose!" 
cried  S3lvie  to  her  brother. 

"  Stand  still,  my  dear,  and  don't  plague  us  ;  it  is  all 
for  j'ou  and  not  for  me,"  she  would  say  to  Pierrette 
when  the  child  was  being  measured.  Sometimes  it  was, 
when  Pierrette  would  ask  the  seamstress  some  question, 
"  Let  Mademoiselle  Borain  do  her  work,  and  don't  talk 
to  her  ;  it  is  not  you  who  are  paying  for  her  time." 
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"Mademoiselle,''  said  Mademoiselle  Borain,  "am  1 
to  back-stitch  this  ?  " 

"Yes,  do  it  firmlj' ;  I  dou't  want  to  be  making  such 
an  outfit  as  this  ever\'  daj-." 

Sylvia  put  the  same  spirit  of  emulation  into  Pierrette's 
outfit  that  she  had  formerly  put  into  the  house.  She 
Tvas  determined  that  her  cousin  should  be  as  well 
dressed  as  Madame  Garcelaud's  little  girl.  She  bought 
the  child  fashionable  boots  of  bronzed  kid  like  those  the 
little  Tiphaines  wore,  very  fine  cotton  stockings,  a  corset 
by  the  best  maker,  a  dress  of  blue  reps,  a  prettj-  cape 
lined  with  white  silk,  —  all  this  that  she,  Sylvie,  might 
hold  her  own  against  the  children  of  the  women  who 
had  rejected  her.  The  underclothes  were  quite  in  keep- 
ing with  the  visible  articles  of  dress,  for  Sylvie  feared 
the  examining  ej'es  of  the  various  mothers.  Pierrette's 
chemises  were  of  fine  Madapolam  calico.  Mademoiselle 
Borain  had  mentioned  that  the  sub-prefect's  little  girls 
wore  cambric  drawers,  embroidered  and  trimmed  in  the 
latest  style.  Pierrette  had  the  same.  Sylvie  ordered 
for  her  a  charming  little  drawn  bonnet  of  blue  velvet 
lined  with  white  satin,  precisely  like  the  one  worn  by 
Dr.  Martener's  little  daughter. 

Thus  attired,  Pierrette  was  the  most  enchanting  little 
girl  in  all  Provins.  On  Sunday,  after  church,  all  the 
ladies  kissed  her;  Mesdames  Tiphaine,  Garceland,  Ga- 
lardon,  Julliard,  and  the  rest  fell  in  love  with  the  sweet 
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little  Breton  girl.  Tliis  enthusiasm  was  deeply  flatter- 
ing to  old  S3'lvie's  self-love  ;  she  regarded  it  as  less  due 
to  Pierrette  than  to  her  own  benevolence.  She  ended, 
however,  in  being  affronted  by  her  cousin's  success. 
Pierrette  was  constantly  invited  out,  and  Sylvie  allowed 
her  to  go,  always  for  the  purpose  of  triumphing  over 
"  those  ladies."  Pierrette  was  much  in  demand  for 
games  or  little  parties  and  dinners  with  their  own  little 
girls.  She  had  succeeded  where  the  Rogrons  had 
failed ;  and  Mademoiselle  Sylvie  soon  grew  indignant 
tliat  Pierrette  was  asked  to  other  children's  houses 
when  those  children  never  came  to  hers.  The  artless 
little  thing  did  not  conceal  the  pleasure  she  found  in 
her  visits  to  these  ladies,  whose  affectionate  manners 
contrasted  strangely  with  the  harshness  of  her  two 
cousins.  A  mother  would  have  rejoiced  in  the  happi- 
ness of  her  little  one,  but  the  Eogrons  had  taken  Pier- 
rette for  their  own  sakes,  not  for  hers  ;  their  feelings, 
far  from  being  parental,  were  dyed  in  selfishness  and  a 
sort  of  commercial  calculation. 

The  handsome  outfit,  the  fine  Sunday  dresses,  and 
the  every-day  frocks  were  the  beginning  of  Pierrette's 
troubles.  Like  all  children  free  to  amuse  themselves, 
who  are  accustomed  to  follow  the  dictates  of  their  own 
lively  fancies,  she  was  very  hard  on  her  clothes,  her 
shoes,  and  above  all  on  those  embroidered  drawers. 
A  mother  when  she  reproves  her  child  thinks  only  of 
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the  child  ;  her  voice  is  gentle ;  she  does  not  raise  it 
unless  driven  to  extremities,  or  when  the  child  is  much 
in  fault.  But  here,  in  this  great  matter  of  Pierrette's 
clothes,  the  cousins'  mone}-  was  the  first  consideration  ; 
their  interests  were  to  be  thought  of,  not  the  child's. 
Children  have  the  perceptions  of  the  canine  race  for  the 
sentiments  of  those  who  rule  them  ;  the}'  know  instinct- 
iveh'  whether  they  are  loved  or  onlj'  tolerated.  Pure  and 
innocent  hearts  are  more  distressed  b}-  shades  of  dif- 
ference than  bj'  contrasts  ;  a  child  does  not  understand 
evil,  but  it  knows  when  the  instinct  of  the  good  and  the 
beautiful  which  nature  has  implanted  in  it  is  shocked. 
The  lectures  which  Pierrette  now  drew  upon  herself  on 
propriet}'  of  behavior,  modesty,  and  economy  were 
merel}'  the  corollary  of  the  one  theme,  "Pierrette  will 
ruin  us." 

These  perpetuaV  fault-findings,  which  were  destined 
to  have  a  fatal  result  for  the  poor  child,  brought  the 
two  celibates  back  to  the  old  beaten  track  of  their 
shop-keeping  habits,  from  which  their  removal  to  Pro- 
vins  had  parted  them,  and  in  which  their  natures  were 
now  to  expand  and  flourish.  Accustomed  in  the  old 
days  to  rule  and  to  make  inquisitions,  to  order  about 
and  reprove  their  clerks  sharply,  Eogron  and  his  sister 
had  actuallj-  suffered  for  want  of  victims.  Little  minds 
need  to  practise  despotism  to  relieve  their  nerves,  just 
as  great  souls  thirst  for  equality  in  friendship  to  ex- 
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ercise  their  hearts.  Narrow  natures  expand  bj-  perse- 
cuting as  much  as  others  through  beneficence ;  they 
prove  their  power  over  their  fellows  bj'  cruel  tjrannj' 
as  others  do  bj-  loving-kindness  ;  they  simply  go  the 
way  their  temperaments  drive  them.  Add  to  this  the 
propulsion  of  self-interest  and  you  may  read  the  enigma 
of  most  social  matters. 

Thenceforth  Pierrette  became  a  necessity  to  the 
lives  of  her  cousins.  From  the  day  of  her  coming 
their  minds  were  occupied,  — first,  with  her  outfit,  and 
then  with  the  novelty  of  a  third  presence.  But  everj- 
new  thing,  a  sentiment  and  even  a  tyranny,  is  moulded 
as  time  goes  on  into  fresh  shapes.  Sylvie  began  by 
calling  Pierrette  "my  dear,"  or  "little  one."  Then 
she  abandoned  the  gentler  terms  for  "  Pierrette  "  only. 
Her  reprimands,  at  first  only  cross,  became  sharp  and 
angry ;  and  no  sooner  were  their  feet  on  the  path  of 
fault-finding  than  the  brother  and  sister  made  rapid 
strides.  They  were  no  longer  bored  to  death  !  It  was 
not  their  deliberate  intention  to  be  wicked  and  cruel ; 
it  was  simply  the  blind  instinct  of  an  imbecile  tyrann3-. 
The  pair  believed  they  were  doing  Pierrette  a  service, 
just  as  the}'  had  thought  their  harshness  a  benefit  to 
their  apprentices. 

Pierrette,  whose  true  and  noble  and  extreme  sensi- 
bility was  the  antipodes  of  the  Rogrons'  hardness, 
had   a   dread   of  being  scolded ;    it  wounded  her  so 
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sharply  that  the  tears  would  instantly  start  in  her 
beautiful,  pure  eyes.  She  had  a  great  struggle  with 
herself  before  she  could  repress  the  enchanting  spright- 
liness  which  made  her  so  great  a  favorite  elsewhere. 
After  a  time  she  displayed  it  only  in  the  homes  of 
her  little  friends.  By  the  end  of  the  first  month  she 
had  learned  to  be  passive  in  her  cousins'  house,  —  so 
much  so  that  Rogron  one  A&y  asked  her  if  she  was 
ill.  At  that  sudden  question,  she  ran  to  the  end  of 
the  garden,  and  stood  crying  beside  the  river,  into 
which  her  tears  may  have  fallen  as  she  herself  was 
about  to  fall  into  the  social  torrent. 

One  day,  in  spite  of  all  her  care,  she  tore  her 
best  reps  frock  at  Madame  Tiphaine's,  where  she  was 
spending  a  happy  daj'.  The  poor  child  burst  into  tears, 
foreseeing  the  cruel  things  which  would  be  said  to  her  at 
home.  Questioned  bj'  her  friends,  she  let  fall  a  few 
words  about  her  terrible  cousin.  Madame  Tiphaine 
happened  to  have  some  reps  exacth'  like  that  of  the 
frock,  and  she  put  in  a  new  breadth  herself.  Made- 
moiselle Rogron  found  out  the  trick,  as  she  expressed 
it,  which  the  little  devil  had  played  her.  From  that 
day  forth  she  refused  to  let  Pierrette  go  to  any  of 
"those  women's"  houses. 

The  life  the  poor  girl  led  in  Provins  was  divided 
into  three  distinct  phases.  The  first,  already  shown, 
in  which  she  had  some  joy  mingled  with  the  cold  kind- 


Pierrette.  91 

ness  of  her  cousins  and  their  sharp  reproaches,  lasted 
three  months.  Sylvie's  refusal  to  let  her  go  to  her 
little  friends,  backed  by  the  necessity  of  beginning  her 
education,  ended  the  first  phase  of  her  life  at  Proving, 
the  only  period  when  that  life  was  bearable  to  her. 

These  events,  produced  at  the  Eogrons  hy  Pierrette's 
presence,  were  studied  by  Vinet  and  the  colonel  with 
the  caution  of  foxes  preparing  to  enter  a  poultrj--yard 
and  disturbed  by  seeing  a  strange  fowl.  They  both 
called  from  time  to  time,  —  but  seldom,  so  as  not  to 
alarm  the  old  maid  ;  they  talked  with  Rogron  under 
various  pretexts,  and  made  themselves  masters  of  his 
mind  with  an  affectation  of  reserve  and  modesty  which 
the  great  Tartnfe  himself  would  have  respected.  The 
colonel  and  the  lawj'er  were  spending  the  evening  with 
Rogron  on  the  very  daj-  when  S^lvie  had  refused  in 
bitter  language  to  let  Pierrette  go  again  to  Madame 
Tiphaine's,  or  elsewhere.  Being  told  of  this  refusal  the 
colonel  and  the  lawyer  looked  at  each  other  with  an 
air  which  seemed  to  saj'  that  they  at  least  knew  Provins 
well. 

"  Madame  Tiphaine  intended  to  insult  j'ou,"  said  the 
lawyer.  "  We  have  long  been  warning  Rogron  of 
what  would  happen.  There  's  no  good  to  be  got  from 
those  people." 

"What  can  you  expect  from  the  anti-national 
party !  "  cried  the  colonel,  twirling  his  moustache  and 
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interrupting  the  law^-er.  "But,  mademoiselle,  if  we 
had  tried  to  weaa  j'ou  from  those  people  you  might 
have  supposed  we  had  some  malicious  motive  in  what 
we  said.  If  .you  like  a  game  of  cards  in  the  evening, 
why  don't  you  have  it  at  home  ;  why  not  plaj'  your  bos- 
ton here,  in  your  own  house?  Is  it  impossible  to  fill  the 
places  of  those  idiots,  the  Julliards  and  all  the  rest  of 
them?  Viuet  and  I  know  how  to  play  boston,  and  we 
can  easilj'  find  a  fourth.  Vinet  might  present  his  wife 
to  jou  ;  she  is  charming,  and,  what  is  more,  a  Charge- 
bcEuf.  You  will  not  be  so  exacting  as  those  apes  of  the 
Upper  town  ;  you  won't  require  a  good  little  housewife, 
who  is  compelled  by  the  meanness  of  her  family  to  do 
her  own  work,  to  dress  like  a  duchess.  Poor  woman, 
she  has  the  courage  of  a  lion  and  the  meekness  of 
a  lamb." 

Sylvie  Rogron  showed  her  long  yellow  teeth  as  she 
smiled  on  the  colonel,  who  bore  the  sight  heroicallj' 
and  assumed   a  flattered  air. 

"If  we  are  onl}-  four  we  can't  play  boston  everj- 
night,"  said  Sj'lvie. 

' '  Why  not  ?  What  do  you  suppose  an  old  soldier  of 
the  Empire  like  me  does  with  himself?  And  as  for 
Vinet,  his  evenings  are  always  free.  Besides,  you  '11 
have  plenty  of  other  visitors ;  I  warrant  you  that,"  he 
added,  with  a  rather  mj'sterious  air. 

"  What  J'OU  ought  to  do,"  said  Vinet,  "  is  to  take  an 
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open  stand  against  the  ministerials  of  Provlns  and 
form  an  opposition  to  them.  You  would  soon  see  how 
popular  that  would  make  you ;  you  would  have  a 
society  about  you  at  once.  The  Tiphaines  would  be 
furious  at  an  opposition  salon.  Well,  well,  why  not 
laugh  at  others,  if  others  laugh  at  you?  — and  they  do  ; 
the  clique  does  n't  mince  matters  in  talking  about 
you." 

"  How  's  that?  "  demanded  Sylvie. 

In  the  provinces  there  is  always  a  valve  or  a  faucet 
through  which  gossip  leaks  from  one  social  set  to  an- 
other. Vinet  knew  all  the  slurs  cast  upon  the  Rogrons 
in  the  salons  from  which  they  were  now  excluded. 
The  deputj'-judge  and  archseologist  Desfondrilles  be- 
longed to  neither  party.  With  other  independents  like 
him,  he  repeated  what  he  heard  on  both  sides  and 
Vinet  made  the  most  of  it.  The  lawj-er's  spiteful 
tongue  put  venom  into  Madame  Tiphaine's  speeches, 
and  by  showing  Rogron  and  Sylvie  the  ridicule  they 
had  brought  upon  themselves  he  roused  an  undying 
spirit  of  hatred  in  those  bitter  natures,  which  needed  an 
object  for  their  pettj-  passions. 

A  few  days  later  Vinet  brought  his  wife,  a  well-bred 
woman,  neither  pretty  nor  plain,  timid,  very  gentle, 
and  deeply  conscious  of  her  false  position.  Madame 
Vinet  was  fair-complexioned,  faded  by  the  cares  of 
her  poor   household,    and   very   simply   dressed.      No 
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woman  could  have  pleased  Sylvie  more.  Madame 
Vinet  endured  her  airs,  and  bent  before  them  like  one 
accustomed  to  subjection.  On  the  poor  woman's 
rounded  brow  and  delicately  timid  cheek  and  in  her 
slow  and  gentle  glance,  were  the  traces  of  deep  reflec- 
tion, of  those  perceptive  thoughts  which  women  who 
are  accustomed  to  suffer  bury  in  total  silence. 

The  influence  of  the  colonel  (who  now  displayed  to 
Sylvie  the  graces  of  a  courtier,  in  marked  contradiction 
to  his  usual  military  brusqueness),  together  with  that  of 
the  astute  Vinet,  was  soon  to  harm  the  Breton  child. 
Shut  up  in  the  house,  no  longer  allowed  to  go  out  ex- 
cept in  company  with  her  old  cousin,  Pierrette,  that 
pretty  little  squirrel,  was  at  the  mercy  of  the  inces- 
sant cry,  "  Don't  touch  that,  child,  let  that  alone  !  " 
She  was  perpetually  being  lectured  on  her  carriage 
and  behavior  ;  if  she  stooped  or  rounded  her  slioulders, 
her  cousin  would  call  to  her  to  be  as  erect  as  herself 
(Sylvie  was  rigid  as  a  soldier  presenting  arms  to  his 
colonel)  ;  sometimes  indeed  the  ill-natured  old  maid  en- 
forced the  order  by  slaps  on  the  back  to  make  the  girl 
straighten  up. 

Thus  the  free  and  joyous  little  child  of  the  Marais 
learned  by  degrees  to  repress  all  liveliness  and  to  make 
herself,  as  best  she  could,  an  automaton. 
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V. 


HISTORY   OF   POOR    COUSINS    IN    THE    HOME    OF    RICH 
ONES. 

One  evening,  which  marlied  the  beginning  of  Pier- 
rette's second  phase  of  life  in  lier  cousin's  house,  the 
child,  whom  the  three  guests  had  not  seen  during  the 
evening,  came  into  the  room  to  kiss  her  relatives  and 
saj  good-night  to  the  company.  Sj'lvie  turned  her 
cheek  coldly  to  the  pretty  creature,  as  if  to  avoid  kiss- 
ing her.  The  motion  was  so  cruelly  significant  that  the 
tears  sprang  to  Pierrette's  eyes. 

"Did  j-ou  prick  yourself,  little  girl?"  said  the 
atrocious  Vinet. 

"What  is  the  matter?"  asked  Sylvie,  severely. 

"  Nothing,"  said  the  poor  child,  going  up  to  Rogron. 

"  Nothing?"  said  Sj'lvie,  "  that's  nonsense  ;  nobody 
cries  for  nothing." 

"What  is  it,  my  little  darling?"  said  Madame 
Vinet. 

"  My  rich  cousin  is  n't  as  kind  to  me  as  mj'  poor 
grandmother  was,"  sobbed  Pierrette. 

"Your  grandmother  took  your  money,"  said  Sylvie, 
"  and  j'our  cousin  will  leave  you  hers." 
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The  colonel  and  the  lawj-er  glanced  at  each  other. 

"I  would  rather  be  robbed  and  loved,"  said 
Pierrette. 

'■  Then  j'ou  shall  be  sent  back  whence  you  came." 

"But  what  has  the  dear  little  thing  done?"  asked 
Madame  Viuet. 

Viuet  gave  his  wife  the  terrible,  fixed,  euld  look  with 
which  men  enforce  their  absolute  dominion.  The 
hapless  helot,  punished  incessantly  for  not  having  the 
one  thing  that  was  wanted  of  her,  a  fortune,  took  up 
her  cards. 

"What  has  she  done?"  said  Sylvie,  throwing  up 
her  head  with  such  violence  that  the  yellow  wall- 
floweis  in  her  cap  nodded.  "  She  is  always  looking 
about  to  annoy  us.  She  opened  mj'  watch  to  see 
the  inside,  and  meddled  with  the  wheel  and  broke  the 
mainspring.  Mademoiselle  paj's  no  heed  to  what  is 
said  to  her.  I  am  all  day  long  telling  her  to  take 
care  of  things,  and  I  might  just  as  well  talk  to  that 
lamp." 

Pierrette,  ashamed  at  being  reproved  before  strangers, 
crept  softlv  out  of  the  room. 

"I  am  thinking  all  the  time  how  to  subdue  that 
child,"  said  Eogron. 

"Isn't  she  old  enough  to  go  to  school?"  asked 
Madame  Vinet. 

Again  she  was  silenced  by  a  look  from  her  husband, 
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who  had  been  careful  to  tell  her  nothing  of  his  own  or 
the  colonel's  schemes. 

"  This  is  what  comes  of  taking  charge  of  other 
people's  children!"  cried  the  colonel.  "You  may  still 
have  some  of  your  own,  you  or  your  brother.  Why 
don't  you  both  marry?" 

Sylvie  smiled  agreeably  on  the  colonel.  For  the 
first  time  in  her  life  she  met  a  man  to  whom  the  idea 
that  she  could  marry  did  not  seem   absurd. 

"  Madame  Vinet  is  right,"  cried  Rogron  ;  "  perhaps 
teaching  would  keep  Pierrette  quiet.  A  master  would  n't 
cost  much." 

The  colonel's  remark  so  preoccupied  Sylvie  that  she 
made  no  answer  to  her  brother. 

"  If  you  are  willing  to  be  security  for  that  opposition 
journal  I  was  talking  to  you  about,"  said  Vinet,  "  you 
will  find  an  excellent  master  for  the  little  cousin  in 
the  managing  editor ;  we  intend  to  engage  that  .poor 
schoolmaster  who  lost  his  employment  through  the 
encroachments  of  the  clergy.  My  wife  is  right ; 
Pierrette  is  a  rough  diamond  that  wants  polishing." 

"  I  thought  you  were  a  baron,"  said  Sylvie  to  the 
colonel,  while  the  cards  were  being  dealt,  and  after  a 
long  pause  in  which  they  had  all  been  rather  thoughtful. 

"  Yes  ;  but  when  I  was  made  baron,  in  1814,  after  the 
battle  of  Nangis,  where  my  regiment  performed  mira- 
cles, I  had  money  and  influence  enough  to  secure  the 
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rank.  But  now  my  barony  is  like  the  grade  of  general 
which  I  held  in  1815, —  it  needs  a  revolution  to  give 
it  back  to  me." 

"If  30U  will  secure  mj'  endorsement  by  a  mortgage," 
said  Eogron,  answering  Vinet  after  long  consideration, 
"  I  will  give  it." 

' '  That  can  easily  be  arranged,"  said  Vinet.  "  The 
new  paper  will  soon  restore  the  colonel's  rights,  and 
make  your  salon  more  powerful  in  Provins  than  those 
of  Tiphaine  and  company." 

"  How  so?  "  asked  Sylvie. 

While  his  wife  was  dealing  and  Vinet  himself  ex- 
plaining the  importance  the}'  would  all  gain  by  the 
publication  of  an  independent  newspaper,  Pierrette 
was  dissolved  in  tears ;  her  heart  and  her  mind  were 
one  in  this  matter ;  she  felt  and  knew  that  her  cousin 
was  more  to  blame  than  she  was.  The  little  country-  giil 
instinctive!}'  understood  that  charitj-  and  benevolence 
ought  to  be  a  complete  offering.  She  hated  her  hand- 
some frocks  and  all  the  things  that  were  made  for  her ; 
she  was  forced  to  paj-  too  dearl}-  for  such  benefits.  She 
wept  with  vexation  at  having  given  cause  for  complaint 
against  her,  and  resolved  to  behave  in  future  in  such  a 
way  as  to  compel  her  cousins  to  find  no  further  fault 
with  her.  The  thought  then  came  into  her  mind  how 
grand  Brigaut  had  been  in  giving  her  all  his  savings 
without  a  word.     Poor  child !  she  fancied  her  troubles 
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were  now  at  their  worst ;  she  little  knew  that  other 
misfortunes  were  even  now  being  planned  for  her  in 
the  salon. 

A  few  daj's  later  Pierrette  had  a  writing-master.  She 
was  taught  to  read,  write,  and  cipher.  Enormous  injur3' 
was  thus  supposed  to  be  done  to  the  Eogrons'  house. 
Ink-spots  were  found  on  the  tables,  on  the  furniture,  on 
Pierrette's  clothes  ;  copj'-books  and  pens  were  left  about ; 
sand  was  scattered  everjwhere,  books  were  torn  and 
dog's-eared  as  the  result  of  these  lessons.  She  was  told 
in  harsh  terms  that  she  would  have  to  earn  her  own 
living,  and  not  be  a  burden  to  others.  As  she  listened 
to  these  cruel  remarks  Pierrette's  throat  contracted 
violentlj'  with  acute  pain,  her  heart  throbbed.  She  was 
forced  to  restrain  her  tears,  or  she  was  scolded  for 
weeping  and  told  it  was  an  insult  to  the  kindness  of 
her  magnanimous  cousins.  Eogron  had  found  the  life 
that  suited  him.  He  scolded  Pierrette  as  he  used  to 
scold  his  clerks  ;  he  would  call  her  when  at  plaj-,  and 
compel  her  to  study  ;  he  made  her  repeat  her  lessons, 
and  became  himself  the  almost  savage  master  of  the 
poor  child.  Sylvie,  on  her  side,  considered  it  a  duty 
to  teach  Pierrette  the  little  that  she  knew  herself  about 
women's  work.  Neither  Rogron  nor  his  sister  had  the 
slightest  softness  in  their  natures.  Their  narrow  minds, 
which  found  real  pleasure  in  worrying  the  poor  child, 
passed  insensibly  from  outward  kindness  to  extreme 
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severity-.  This  severity  was  necessitated,  they  believed, 
\>y  what  thej'  called  the  self-will  of  the  child,  which  had 
not  been  broken  when  j'oung  and  was  very  obstinate. 
Her  masters  were  ignorant  how  to  give  to  their  instruc- 
tions a  form  suited  to  the  intelligence  of  the  pupil,  — 
a  thing,  bj-  the  l\ve,  which  marks  the  diflferenee  between 
public  and  private  education.  The  fault  was  far  less 
with  Pierrette  than  with  her  cousins.  It  took  her  an 
infinite  length  of  time  to  learn  the  rudiments.  She 
was  called  stupid  and  dull,  clumsy  and  awkward  for 
mere  nothings.  Incessantly  abused  in  words,  the  child 
suffered  still  more  from  the  harsh  looks  of  hlsr  cousins. 
She  acquired  the  doltish  wa^s  of  a  sheep  ;  she  dared 
not  do  anything  of  her  own  impulse,  for  all  she  did 
was  misinterpreted,  misjudged,  and  ill-received.  In  all 
things  she  awaited  silentl}'  the  good  pleasure  and  the 
orders  of  her  cousins,  keeping  her  thoughts  within  her 
own  mind  and  sheltering  herself  behind  a  passive  obedi- 
ence. Her  brilliant  colors  began  to  fade.  Sometimes 
she  complained  of  feeling  ill.  When  her  cousin  asked, 
"AY here?"  the  poor  little  thing,  who  had  pains  all 
over  her,  answered,  "  Everj'where." 

"  Nonsense !  who  ever  heard  of  any  one  suffering 
everj'where  ?  "  cried  Sylvie.  "  If  you  suffered  everj^- 
where  j'ou  'd  be  dead." 

"  People  suffer  in  their  chests,"  said  Eogron,  who 
liked  to  hear  himself  harangue,  "  or  thej-  have  toothache, 
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heada'che,  pains  in  their  feet  or  stomach,  but  no  one 
has  pains  everywhere.  What  do  you  mean  by  every- 
where? I  can  tell  j-ou  ;  '  everywhere  '  means  woio/iere. 
Don't  you  know  what  you  are  doing  ?  —  you  are  com- 
plaining for  complaining's  sake." 

Pierrette  ended  by  total  silence,  seeing  how  all  her 
girlish  remarks,  the  flowers  of  her  dawning  intelligence, 
were  replied  to  witli  ignorant  commonplaces  which  her 
natural  good  sense  told  her  were  ridiculous. 

"  You  complain,"  said  Rogron,  "  but  you  've  got  the 
appetite  of  a  monk.'' 

The  onlj'  person  who  did  not  bruise  the  delicate 
little  flower  was  tlie  fat  servant- woman,  Adele.  Adele 
would  go  up  and  warm  her  bed,  —  doing  it  on  the  slj' 
after  a  certain  evening  when  S3'lvie  had  scolded  her 
for  giving  that  comfort  to  the  child. 

"  Children  should  be  hardened,  to  give  them  strong 
constitutions.  Am  I  and  my  brother  the  worse  for 
it?  "  said  Sylvie.  "  You  '11  make  Pierrette  3.peakling;  " 
this  was  a  word  in  the  Eogron  vocabulary  which  meant 
a  puny  and  suflTering  little  being. 

The  naturally  endearing  ways  of  the  angelic  child 
were  treated  as  dissimulation.  The  fresh,  pure  blossoms 
of  affection  which  bloomed  instinctively  in  that  young 
soul  were  pitilessly  crushed.  Pierrette  suffered  many  a 
cruel  blow  on  the  tender  flesh  of  her  heart.  If  she  tried 
to  soften  those  ferocious  natures  by  innocent,  coaxing 
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wiles  they  accused  her  of  doing  it  with  an  object. 
"Tell  me  at  once  what  j'ou  want?"  Rogron  would 
sa}',  brutally  ;  "  you  are  not  coaxing  me  for  nothing." 

Neither  brother  nor  sister  believed  in  affection,  and 
Pierrette's  whole  being  was  affection.  Colonel  Gouraud, 
anxious  to  please  Mademoiselle  Rogron,  approved  of 
all  she  did  about  Pierrette.  Vinet  also  encouraged 
them  in  what  they  said  against  her.  He  attributed  all 
her  so-called  misdeeds  to  the  obstinac}'  of  the  Breton 
character,  and  declared  tiiat  no  power,  no  will,  could 
ever  conquer  it.  Rogron  and  his  sister  were  so 
shrewdh'  flattered  by  the  two  manceuvrers  that  the 
former  agreed  to  go  security  for  the  "  Courrier  de 
Provins,"  and  tho  latter  invested  five  thousand  francs 
in  the  enterprise. 

On  this,  the  colonel  and  lawyer  took  the  field.  They 
got  a  hundred  shares,  of  five  hundred  francs  each,  taken 
among  the  farmers  and  others  called  independents,  and 
also  among  those  who  had  bought  lands  of  the  national 
domains, — -whose  fears  they  worked  upon.  They  even 
extended  their  operations  through  the  depai'tment  and 
along  its  borders.  Each  shareholder  of  coui'se  sub- 
scribed to  the  paper.  The  judicial  advertisements  were 
divided  between  the  "Bee-hive,"  and  the  "Courrier." 
The  first  Issue  of  the  latter  contained  a  pompous  eulogy 
on  Rogron.  He  was  presented  to  the  community  as  the 
Laffltte   of  Provins.     The   public    mind   having    thus 
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received  an  impetus  in  this  new  direction,  it  was 
manifest,  of  course,  tliat  the  coming  elections  would  be 
contested.  Madame  Tipbaine,  whose  highest  hope  was 
to  take  her  husband  to  Paris  as  deputjs  was  in  despair. 
After  reading  an  article  in  the  new  paper  aimed  at  her 
and  at  Julliard  junior,  she  remarked:  "Unfortunately 
for  me,  I  forgot  that  there  is  always  a  scoundrel  close  to 
a  dupe,  and  that  fools  are  magnets  to  clever  men  of  the 
fox  breed." 

As  soon  as  the  "Courrier"  was  fairly  launched  on 
a  radius  of  fifty  miles,  Vinet  bought  a  new  coat  and 
decent  boots,  waistcoats,  and  trousers.  He  set  up  the 
gray  slouch  hat  sacred  to  liberals,  and  showed  his 
linen.  His  wife  took  a  servant,  and  appeared  in  public 
dressed  as  the  wife  of  a  prominent  man  should  be ;  her 
caps  were  pretty.  Vinet  proved  grateful  —  out  of 
policy.  He  and  his  friend  Cournant,  the  liberal  notar}' 
and  the  rival  of  the  ministerial  notary  Auffray,  became 
the  close  advisers  of  the  Rogrons,  to  whom  the}'  were 
able  to  do  a  couple  of  signal  services.  The  leases 
granted  by  old  Rogron  their  father  in  1815,  when 
matters  were  at  a  low  ebb,  were  about  to  expire. 
Horticulture  and  vegetable  gardening  had  developed 
enormously'  in  the  neighborhood  of  Provins.  The 
lawyer  and  notary  set  to  work  to  enable  the  Rogrons 
to  increase  their  rentals.  Vinet  won  two  lawsuits 
against  two  districts  on  a  question  of  planting  trees, 
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which  involved  five  hundred  poplars.  Tlie  proceeds  of 
the  poplars,  added  to  the  savings  of  the  brother  and 
sister,  who  for  the  last  three  years  had  laid  by  six 
thousand  a  j'ear  at  high  interest,  was  wisely  invested  in 
the  purchase  of  improved  lands.  Yinet  also  undertook 
and  carried  out  the  ejectment  of  certain  peasants  to 
whom  the  elder  Rogron  had  lent  money  on  their  farms, 
and  who  had  strained  ever}-  nerve  to  pa}'  off  the  debt, 
but  in  vain.  The  cost  of  the  Rogrons'  fine  house  was 
thus  in  a  measure  recouped.  Their  landed  property, 
l3-ing  around  Provins  and  chosen  by  their  father  with 
the  sagacious  eye  of  an  innkeeper,  -  was  divided  into 
small  holdings,  the  largest  of  which  did  not  exceed 
five  acres,  and  rented  to  safe  tenants,  men  who  owned 
other  parcels  of  land,  that  were  ample  security  for  their 
leases.  These  investments  brought  in,  by  1826,  five 
thousand  francs  a  year.  Taxes  were  charged  to  the 
tenants,  and  there  were  no  buildings  needing  insurance 
or  repairs. 

By  the  end  of  the  second  period  of  Pierrette's  stay  in 
Provins  life  had  become  so  hard  for  her,  the  cold  in- 
difference of  all  who  came  to  the  house,  the  sillj"  fault- 
finding, and  the  total  absence  of  affection  on  the  part  of 
her  cousins,  grew  so  bitter,  she  was  so  conscious  of  a  chill 
dampness  like  that  of  a  grave  creeping  round  her,  that 
the  bold  idea  of  escaping,  on  foot  and  without  money, 
to  Brittany  and  to  her  grandparents  took  possession  of 
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her  mind.  Two  events  liii:dered  her  from  attempting  it. 
Old  Lorrain  died,  and  Rogron  was  appointed  guardian 
of  his  little  cousin.  If  the  grandmother  had  died  first, 
we  may  believe  that  Rogron,  advised  b}-  Vinet,  would 
have  claimed  Pierrette's  eight  thousand  francs  and 
reduced  the  old  man  to  penurj^ 

"You  maj',  perhaps,  inherit  from  Pierrette,"  said 
Vinet,  with  a  horrid  smile.  "  Who  knows  who  may  live 
and  who  may  die?  " 

Enlightened  by  that  remark,  Rogron  gave  old  Ma- 
dame Lorrain  no  peace  until  she  had  secured  to  Pierrette 
the  reversion  of  the  eight  thousand  francs  at  her  death. 

Pierrette  was  deeply  shocked  by  these  events.  She 
was  on  the  point  of  making  her  first  communion,  — 
another  reason  for  resigning  the  hope  of  escape  from 
Provins.  This  ceremony,  simple  and  customary  as  it 
was,  led  to  great  changes  in  the  Rogron  household. 
Sylvie  learned  that  Monsieur  le  cure  Peroux  was  in- 
structing the  little  Julliards,  Lesourds,  Garcelands,  and 
the  rest.  She  therefore  made  it  a  point  of  honor  that 
Pierrette  should  be  instructed  by  the  vicar  himself, 
Monsieur  Habert,  a  priest  who  was  thought  to  belong 
to  the  Congregation,  verj'  zealous  for  the  interests  of 
the  Church,  and  much  feared  in  Provins,  — a  man  who 
hid  a  vast  ambition  beneath  the  austerity  of  stern  prin- 
ciples. The  sister  of  this  priest,  an  unmarried  woman 
about  thirty  years   of  age,  kept   a  school   for.  young 
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ladies.     Brother   and   sister  looked  alike ;    both  were 
thin,  yellow,  black-haired,  and  bilious. 

Like  a  true  Breton  girl,  cradled  in  the  practices  and 
poetry'  of  Catholicism,  Pierrette  opened  her  heart  and 
ears  to  the  words  of  this  imposing  priest.  Sufferings 
predispose  the  mind  to  devotion,  and  nearlj-  all  3'oung 
girls,  impelled  hy  instinctive  tenderness,  are  inclined 
to  mysticism,  the  deepest  aspect  of  religion.  The 
priest  found  good  soil  in  which  to  so\y  the  seed  of  the 
Gospel  and  the  dogmas  of  the  Church.  He  completelj- 
changed  the  current  of  the  girl's  thoughts.  Pierrette 
loved  Jesus  Christ  in  the  light  in  which  he  is  presented 
to  joung  girls  at  the  time  of  their  first  communion,  as  a 
celestial  bridegroom  ;  her  physical  and  moral  sufferings 
gained  a  meaning  for  her ;  she  saw  the  finger  of  God 
in  all  things.  Her  soul,  so  cruellj'  hurt  although  she 
could  not  accuse  her  cousins  of  actual  wrong,  took  refuge 
in  that  sphere  to  which  all  sufferers  fl^'  on  th.e  wings 
of  the  cardinal  virtues,  — Faith,  Hope,  Charity.  She 
abandoned  her  thoughts  of  escape.  Sylvie,  surprised 
by  the  transformation  Monsieur  Habert  had  effected 
in  Pierrette,  was  curious  to  know  how  it  had  been  done. 
And  it  thus  came  about  that  the  austere  priest,  while 
preparing  Pierrette  for  her  first  communion,  also  won 
to  God  the  hitherto  erring  soul  of  Mademoiselle  Sylvie. 
Sj-lvie  became  pious.  Jerome  Rogron,  on  whom  the 
60-caUed  Jesuit   could  get  no  grip  (for  just  then  the 
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influence  of  His  Majesty  the  late  Constitutionnel  the 
First  was  more  powerful  over  weaklings  than  the  influ- 
ence of  the  Church),  Jerome  Rogron  remained  faithful 
to  Colonel  Gouraud,  Vinet,  and  Liberalism. 

Mademoiselle  Eogron  naturally  made  the  acquaint- 
ance of  Mademoiselle  Habert,  with  whom  she  sympa- 
thized deeply.  The  two  spinsters  loved  each  other 
as  sisters.  Mademoiselle  Habert  offered  to  take  Pier- 
rette into  lier  school  to  spare  S^lvie  the  annoyance  of 
her  education  ;  but  the  brother  and  sister  both  declared 
that  Pierrette's  absence  would  make  the  house  too 
lonel}' ;  their  attachment  to  their  little  cousin  seemed 
excessive. 

When  Gouraud  and  Vinet  became  aware  of  the  ad- 
vent of  Mademoiselle  Habert  on  the  scene  the}-  con- 
cluded that  the  ambitious  priest  her  brother  had  the 
same  matrimonial  plan  for  his  sister  that  the  colonel 
was  forming  for  himself  and  Sylvie. 

"Your  sister  wants  to  get  yovL  married,"  said  Vinet 
to  Rogron. 

"With  whom?"  asked  Rogron. 

"  With  that  old  sorceress  of  a  schoolmistress,"  cried 
the  colonel,  twirling  his  moustache. 

"She  hasn't  said  anything  to  me  about  it,"  said 
Rogron,  naively. 

So  thorough  an  old  maid  as  Sylvie  was  certain  to 
make   good   progress   in    the  way   of  salvation.     The 
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influence  of  the  priest  would  as  eertainlj'  increase, 
and  in  the  end  aflfect  Rogron,  over  whom  Sylvie  had 
great  power.  The  two  Liberals,  who  were  naturally 
alarmed,  saw  plainlj'  that  if  the  priest  were  resolved 
to  marry  his  sister  to  Rogron  (a  far  more  suitable 
marriage  than  that  of  Sylvie  to  the  colonel)  he  could 
then  drive  Syhie  in  extreme  devotion  to  the  Church, 
and  put  Pierrette  in  a  convent.  Thej-  might  there- 
fore lose  eighteen  months"  labor  in  flattery  and  mean- 
nesses of  all  sorts.  Their  minds  were  suddenl3-  filled 
with  a  bitter,  silent  hatred  to  the  priest  and  his  sis- 
ter, though  the}'  felt  the  necessitj'  of  living  on  good 
terms  with  them  in  order  to  track  their  manreuvres. 
Monsieur  and  Mademoiselle  Habert"  who  could  pla_v 
both  whist  and  boston,  now  came  every  evening  to 
the  Rogrons.  The  assiduity  of  the  one  pair  induced 
the  assiduitj-  of  the  other.  The  colonel  and  lawyer 
felt  that  thej'  were  pitted  against  adversaries  who  were 
full}'  as  strong  as  the}',  —  a  presentiment  that  was  shared 
by  the  priest  and  his  sister.  The  situation  soon  be- 
came that  of  a  battle-field.  Precisely  as  the  colonel 
was  enabling  Sylvie  to  taste  the  unhoped-for  joys  of 
being  sought  in  marriage,  so  Mademoiselle  Habert  was 
enveloping  the  timid  Rogron  in  the  cotton-wool  of  her 
attentions,  words,  and  glances.  Neither  side  could 
utter  that  grand  word  of  statesmanship,  "  Let  us  di- 
vide ! "  for  each  wanted  the  whole  prej'. 
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The  two  clever  foxes  of  the  Opposition  made  the 
mistake  of  pulling  the  first  trigger.  Vinet,  under  the 
spur  of  self-interest,  bethought  himself  of  his  wife's 
only  friends,  and  looked  up  Mademoiselle  de  Charge- 
boeuf  and  her  mother.  The  two  women  were  living  in 
povert3-  at  Troyes  on  two  thousand  francs  a  year. 
Mademoiselle  Bathilde  de  Chargebceuf  was  one  of 
those  fine  creatures  who  believe  in  marriage  for  love 
up  to  their  twenty-fifth  year,  and  change  their  opinion 
when  they  find  themselves  still  unmarried.  Vinet  man- 
aged to  persuade  Madame  de  Chargebceuf  to  join  her 
means  to  his  and  live  with  his  family  in  Provins,  where 
Bathilde,  he  assured  her,  could  marry  a  fool  named 
Rogron,  and,  clever  as  she  was,  take  her  place  in  the 
best  society  of  the  place. 

The  arrival  of  Madame  and  Mademoiselle  de  Charge- 
bceuf in  the  lawyer's  household  was  a  great  reinforce- 
ment for  the  liberal  party  ;  and  it  created  consternation 
among  the  aristocrats  of  Provins  and  also  in  the 
Tiphaine  clique.  Madame  de  Breautej',  horrified  to 
see  two  women  of  rank  so  misled,  begged  them  to 
come  to  her.  She  was  shocked  that  the  royalists  of 
Troyes  had  so  neglected  the  mother  and  daughter, 
whose  situation  she  now  learned  for  the  first  time. 

"  How  is  it  that  no  old  country  gentleman  has 
married  that  dear  girl,  who  is  cut  out  for  a  lady  of 
the   manor?"  she  said.     "They  have  let  her  run   to 
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seed,    and    now  she  is  to  be  flung  at  the  head  of  a 
Rogron  1  " 

She  ransacked  the  whole  department  but  did  not 
succeed  in  finding  any  gentleman  willing  to  marr^' 
a  gh'l  whose  mother  had  only  two  thousand  francs 
a  jear.  The  "  clique  "  and  the  subprefect  also  looked 
about  them  with  the  same  object,  but  they  were  all 
too  lute.  Mathiuie  de  Br^autey  made  terrible  charges 
against  the  selfishness  which  degraded  France,  —  the 
consequence,  she  said,  of  materialism,  and  of  the 
importance  now  given  bj'  the  laws  to  money  ■  nobilit}' 
was  no  longer  of  value !  nor  beautj-  either !  Such 
creatures  as  the  Eogrons,  the  Yinets,  could  stand  up 
and  fight  with  the   King  of  France ! 

Bathilde  de  Chargebi^euf  had  not  onl}-  the  incon- 
testable supcrioiity  of  beauty  over  her  rival,  but  that 
of  dress  as  well.  She  was  dazzlinglj-  fair.  At  twenty- 
five  her  shoulders  were  fully  developed,  and  the  curves 
of  her  beautiful  figure  were  exquisite.  The  roundness 
of  her  throat,  the  puritj'  of  its  lines,  the  wealth  of  her 
golden  hair,  the  charming  grace  of  her  smile,  the 
distinguished  carriage  of  her  head,  the  character  of 
her  features,  the  fine  ej'es  finelj'  placed  beneath  a 
well-formed  brow,  her  every  motion,  noble  and  high- 
bred, and  her  light  and  graceful  figure,  —  all  were  in 
harmonj-.  Her  hands  were  beautiful,  and  her  feet 
slender.       Health   gave   her,    perhaps,    too   much   the 
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look  of  a  handsome  barmaid.  "  But  that  can't  be  a 
defect  in  the  eyes  of  a  Rogron,"  sighed  Madame 
Tiphaine.  Mademoiselle  de  Chargebceuf's  dress  when 
she  made  her  first  appearance  in  Provins  at  the  Ro- 
grons'  house  was  very  simple.  Her  brown  merino  gown 
edged  with  green  embroidery  was  worn  low-necked  ; 
but  a  tulle  fichu,  carefully  drawn  down  b}'  hidden 
strings,  covered  her  neck  and  shoulders,  though  it 
opened  a  little  in  front,  where  its  folds  were  caught 
together  with  a  sevigne.  Beneath  this  delicate  fabric 
Bathilde's  beauties  seemed  all  the  more  enticing  and 
coquettish.  She  took  oflf  her  velvet  bonnet  and  her 
shawl  on  arriving,  and  showed  her  pretty  ears  adorned 
with  what  were  then  called  "  ear-drops  "  in  gold.  She 
wore  a  little  jeannette  —  a  black  velvet  ribbon  with  a 
heart  attached  —  round  her  throat,  where  it  sbone  like 
the  jet  ring  which  fantastic  nature  has  fastened  round 
the  tail  of  a  white  angora  cat.  She  knew  all  the  little 
tricks  of  a  girl  who  seeks  to  marry ;  her  fingers  ar- 
ranged her  curls  which  were  not  in  the  least  out  of 
order;  she  entreated  Rogron _to  fasten  a  cuff-button, 
thus  showing  him  her  wrist,  a  request  which  that 
dazzled  fool  rudely  refused,  hiding  his  emotions  under 
the  mask  of  indifference.  The  timidity  of  the  onlj' 
love  he  was  ever  to  feel  in  the  whole  course  of  his 
life  took  an  external  appearance  of  dislike.  Sylvie 
and  her  friend  Celeste  Habert  were   deceived   by  it ; 
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not  so  Vinet,  the  wise  head  of  this  doltish  circle,  among 
whom  no  one  reallj-  coped  with  him  but  the  priest,  —  the 
colonel  being  for  a  long  time  his  ally. 

On  the  other  hand  the  colonel  was  behaving  to  vSjivie 
\Q\'y  much  as  Bathilde  behaved  to  Rogron.  He  put  on 
a  clean  shirt  every  evening  and  wore  velvet  stocks, 
which  set  off  his  martial  features  and  the  spotless  white 
of  his  collar.  He  adopted  the  fashion  of  white  pique 
waistcoats,  and  caused  to  be  made  for  him  a  new  sur- 
tout  of  blue  cloth,  on  which  his  red  rosette  glowed 
fine!}- :  all  this  under  pretest  of  doing  honor  to  the 
new  guests  Madame  and  Mademoiselle  de  Chargeboeuf 
He  e\en  refrained  from  smoking  for  two  hours  previous 
to  his  appearance  in  the  Rogrons'  salon.  His  grizzled 
hair  was  brushed  in  a  waving  line  across  a  cranium 
which  was  ochre  in  tone.  He  assumed  the  air  and 
manner  of  a  partj'  leader,  of  a  man  who  was  pre- 
paring to  drive  out  the  enemies  of  France,  the  Bour- 
bons, in  short,  to  beat  of  drum. 

The  Satanic  lawyer  and  the  wily  colonel  played  the 
priest  and  his  sister  a  more  cruel  trick  than  even  the 
importation  of  the  beautiful  Mademoiselle  de  Charge- 
boeuf, who  was  considered  bj'  all  the  Liberal  part}-  and 
by  Madame  de  Breautev  and  her  aristocratic  circle  to 
be  far  handsomer  than  Madame  Tiphaine.  These  two 
great  statesmen  of  the  little  provincial  town  made 
everybodj-  believe  that  the  priest  was  in  sympathy  with 
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their  ideas ;  so  that  before  long  Provins  began  to  talk 
of  him  as  a  liberal  ecclesiastic.  As  soon  as  this  news 
reached  the  bishop  Monsieur  Habert  was  sent  for  and 
admonished  to  cease  his  visits  to  the  Rogrons  ;  but  his 
sister  continued  to  go  there.  Th\is  the  salon  Rogron 
became  a  fixed  fact  and  a  constituted  power. 

Before  the  year  was  out  political  intrigues  were  not 
less  livel3'  than  the  matrimonial  schemes  of  the  Rogron 
salon.  Wliile  the  selfish  interests  hidden  in  these 
hearts  were  struggling  in  deadl}-  combat  the  events 
which  resulted  from  them  had  a  fatal  celebrity.  Everj-- 
body  knows  that  the  Villele  ministry  was  overthrown 
by  the  elections  of  1826.  Vinet,  the  Liberal  candidate 
at  Provins,  who  had  borrowed  money  of  his  notary  to 
buy  a  domain  which  made  him  eligible  for  election, 
came  very  near  defeating  Monsieur  Tiphaine,  who 
saved  his  election  by  only  two  votes.  The  head- 
quarters of  the  Liberals  was  the  Rogron  salon  ;  among 
the  habituis  were  the  notary  Cournant  and  his  wife, 
and  Doctor  N^raud,  whose  youth  was  said  to  have 
been  stormj',  but  who  now  took  a  serious  view  of 
life  ;  Be  gave  himself  up  to  study  and  was,  according 
to  all  Liberals,  a  far  more  capable  man  than  Monsieur 
Martener,  the  aristocratic  physician.  As  for  the 
Rogrons,  thej-  no  more  understood  their  present 
triumph  than  they  had  formerly  understood  their 
ostracism. 

8 
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The  beautiful  Bathilde,  to  whom  Vinet  had  explained 
Pierrette  as  an  euemj-,  was  extremely  disdainful  to  the 
girl.  It  seemed  as  though  ever^-body's  selfish  schemes 
demanded  the  humiliation  of  that  poor  victim.  Madame 
Vinet  could  do  nothing  for  her,  ground  as  she  herself 
was  beneath  those  implacable  self-interests  which  the 
lawyer's  wife  had  come  at  last  to  see  and  comprehend. 
Her  husband's  imperious  will  had  alone  taken  her  to  the 
Eogron's  house,  where  she  had  suffered  much  at  the 
harsh  treatment  of  the  pretty  little  creature,  who  would 
often  press  up  against  her  as  if  divining  her  secret 
thoughts,  sometimes  asking  the  poor  lady  to  show  her 
a  stitch  in  knitting  or  to  teach  her  a  bit  of  embroider^'. 
The  child  proved  in  return  that  if  she  were  treated 
gently  she  would  understand  what  was  taught  her,  and 
succeed  in  what  she  tried  to  do  quite  marvellouslj-. 
But  Madame  Vinet  was  soon  no  longer  necessary  to  her 
husband's  plans,  and  after  the  arrival  of  Madame  and 
Mademoiselle  de  Chargebceuf  she  ceased  to  visit  the 
Eogrons. 

Sylvie,  who  now  indulged  the  idea  of  marrj-ing, 
began  to  consider  Pierrette  as  an  obstacle.  The  girl 
was  nearly  fourteen  ;  the  pallid  whiteness  of  her  skin, 
a  symptom  of  illness  entirely  overlooked  by  the  ignorant 
old  maid,  made  her  exquisitely  lovely.  Sylvie  took  it 
into  her  head  to  balance  the  cost  which  Pierrette  had 
been  to   them   by  making   a  servant  of  her.     All  the 
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habitues  of  the  house  to  whom  she  spoke  of  the  matter 
advised  that  she  should  send  away  Adel«.  Why 
should  u't  Pierrette  take  care  of  the  house  and  cook  ? 
If  there  was  too  much  work  at  any  time  Mademoiselle 
Rogron  could  easily  employ  the  colonel's  woman-of-all- 
work,  an  excellent  cook  and  a  most  respectable  person. 
Pierrette  ought  to  learn  how  to  cook,  and  rub  floors, 
and  sweep,  said  the  lawyer  ;  every  girl  should  be  taught 
to  keep  house  properly  and  go  to  market  and  know  the 
price  of  things.  The  poor  little  soul,  whose  self-devo- 
tion was  equal  to  her  generosity,  offered  herself 
willingly,  pleased  to  think  that  she  could  earn  the 
bitter  bread  which  she  ate  in  that  house.  Adele  was 
sent  away,  and  Pierrette  thus  lost  the  only  person  who 
might  have  protected  her. 

In  spite  of  the  poor  child's  strength  of  heart  she  was 
henceforth  crushed  down  physically  as  well  as  mentally. 
Her  cousins  had  less  consideration  for  her  than  for  a 
servant ;  she  belonged  to  them  !  She  was  scolded  for 
mere  nothings,  for  an  atom  of  dust  left  on  a  glass  globe 
or  a  marble  mantelpiece.  The  handsome  ornaments  .she 
had  once  admired  now  became  odious  to  her.  No 
matter  how  she  strove  to  do  right,  her  inexorable 
cousins  always  found  something  to  reprove  in  whatever 
she  did.  In  the  course  of  two  j-ears  Pierrette  never 
received  the  slightest  praise,  or  heard  a  kindly  word. 
Happiness  for  her  lay  in  not  being  scolded.     She  bore 
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with  angelic  patience  the  morose  ill-humor  of  the  two 
celibates,  to  whom  all  tender  feelings  were  absolutely 
unknown,  and  who  daily  made  her  feel  her  dependence 
on  them. 

Such  a  life  for  a  j'oung  girl,  pressed  as  it  were  be- 
tween the  two  chops  of  a  vise,  increased  her  illness. 
She  began  to  feel  violent  internal  distresses,  secret 
pangs  so  sudden  in  their  attacks  that  her  strength  was 
undermined  and  her  natural  development  arrested. 
Bj-  slow  degrees  and  through  dreadful,  though  hidden 
sufferings,  the  poor  child  came  to  the  state  in  which 
the  companion  of  her  childhood  found  her  when  he 
sang  to  her  his  Breton  ditt}-  at  the  dawn  of  the  October 
day. 
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VI. 

AN    OLD    maid's    JEALOUSY. 

Before  we  relate  the  domestic  drama  which  the 
coming  of  Jacques  Brigaut  was  destined  to  bring  about 
in  the  Rogron  family  it  is  best  to  explain  how  the  lad 
came  to  be  in  Provins  ;  for  he  is,  as  it  were,  a  some- 
what mute  personage  on  the  scene. 

When  he  ran  from  the  house  Brigaut  was  not  only 
frightened  bj'  Pierrette's  gesture,  he  was  horrified  by 
the  change  he  saw  in  his  little  friend.  He  could 
scarcelj'  recognize  the  voice,  the  eyes,  the  gestures 
that  were  once  so  lively,  gaj',  and  withal  so  tender. 
When  he  had  gained  some  distance  from  the  house  his 
legs  began  to  tremble  under  him  ;  hot  flushes  ran  down 
his  back.  He  had  seen  the  shadow  of  Pierrette,  but  not 
Pierrette  herself!  The  lad  climbed  to  the  Upper  town  till 
he  found  a  spot  from  which  he  could  see  the  square  and 
the  house  where  Pierrette  lived.  He  gazed  at  it  mourn- 
inWy,  lost  in  many  thoughts,  as  though  he  were  enter- 
ing some  grifef  of  which  he  could  not  see  the  end. 
Pierrette  was  ill ;  she  was  not  happy  ;  she  pined  for 
Brittany  —  what  was  the  matter  with  her  ?     All  these 
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questions  passed  and  repassed  through  his  heart  and 
rent  it,  revealing  to  his  own  soul  the  extent  of  his 
love   for  his  little  adopted  sister. 

It  is  extremely  rare  to  find  a  passion  existing  be- 
tween two  children  of  opposite  sexes.  The  charming 
story  of  Paul  and  Virginia  does  not,  anj-  more  than 
this  of  Pierrette  and  Brigaut,  answer  the  question  put 
by  that  strange  moral  fact.  Modern  history  offers  only 
the  illustrious  instance  of  the  Marchesa  di  Pescara  and 
her  husband.  Destined  to  many  hy  their  parents  from 
their  earliest  years,  they  adored  each  other  and  were 
married,  and  their  union  gave  to  the  sixteenth  century 
the  noble  spectacle  of  a  perfect  conjugal  love  without  a 
flaw.  When  the  marchesa  became  a  widow  at  the  age 
of  thirty-four,  beautiful,  iutellectuall}-  brilliant,  univer- 
sally adored,  she  refused  to  marry  sovereigns  and 
buried  herself  in  a  convent,  seeing  and  knowing  thence- 
forth only  nuns.  Such  was  the  perfect  love  that 
suddenly  developed  itself  in  the  heart  of  the  Breton 
workman.  Pierrette  and  he  had  often  protected  each 
other ;  with  what  bliss  had  lie  given  her  the  money  for 
her  journey ;  he  had  almost  killed  himself  by  running 
after  the  diligence  when  she  left  him.  Pierrette  had 
known  nothing  of  all  that ;  but  for  him  the  recollection 
had  warmed  and  comforted  the  cold,. hard  life  he  had 
led  for  the  last  three  jears.  For  Pierrette's  sake  he 
had  struggled  to  improve  himself;  he  had  learned  his 
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trade  for  Pierrette  ;  he  had  come  to  Paris  for  Pierrette, 
intending  to  make  his  fortune  for  her.  After  spending 
a  fortnight  in  the  city,  he  had  not  been  able  to  hold 
out  against  the  desire  to  see  her,  and  he  had  walked 
from  Saturdaj'  night  to  Mondaj-  morning.  He  intended 
to  return  to  Paris  ;  but  the  moving  sight  of  his  little 
friend  nailed  him  to  Provins.  A  wonderful  magnetism 
(still  denied  in  spite  of  many  proofs)  acted  upon  him 
without  his  knowledge.  Tears  rolled  from  his  eyes 
when  thej'  rose  in  hers.  If  to  her  he  was  Brittanj' 
and  her  happ}^  childhood,  to  him  she  was  life  itself. 

At  sixteen  years  of  age  Brigaut  did  not  yet  know 
how  to  draw  or  to  model  a  cornice  ;  he  was  ignorant  of 
much,  but  lie  had  earned,  by  piece-work  done  in  the 
leisure  of  his  apprenticeship,  some  four  or  five  francs  a 
da)'.  On  this  he  could  live  in  Provins  and  be  near 
Pierrette  ;  he  would  choose  the  best  cabinet-maker  in 
the  town,  and  learn  the  rest  of  his  trade  in  working  for 
him,  and  thus  keep  watch  over  his  darling. 

Brigaut's  mind  was  made  up  as  he  sat  there  thinking. 
He  went  back  to  Paris  and  fetched  his  certificate,  tools, 
and  baggage,  and  three  daj^s  later  he  was  a  journej'- 
man  in  the  establishment  of  Monsieur  Frappier,  the 
best  cabinet-maker  in  Provins.  Active,  steadj'  work- 
men, not  given  to  junketing  and  taverns,  are  so  rare 
that  masters  hold  to  young  men  like  Brigaut  when  they 
find  them.     To  end  Brigaut's  history  on  this  point,  we 
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will  say  here  that  by  the  end  of  the  month  he  was 
made  foreman,  and  was  fed  and  lodged  by  Frappier, 
who  taught  him  arithmetic  and  line  drawing.  The 
house  and  shop  were  in  the  Grand'Rue,  not  a  hundred 
feet  from  the  little  square  where  Pierrette  lived. 

Brigaut  buried  his  love  in  his  heart  and  committed 
no  imprudence.  He  made  Madame  Frappier  tell  him  all 
she  knew  about  the  Rogrons.  Among  other  things, 
she  related  to  him  the  way  in  which  their  father  liad 
laid  hands  on  the  propert}'  of  old  Auffiay,  Pierrette's 
grandfather.  Brigaut  obtained  other  information  as  to 
the  character  of  the  brother  and  sister.  He  met  Pier- 
rette sometimes  in  the  market  with  her  cousin,  and 
shuddered  to  see  the  heavj'  basket  she  was  carr3'iDg  on 
her  arm.  On  Sundajs  he  went  to  church  to  look  at 
her,  dressed  in  her  best  clothes.  There,  for  the  first 
time,  he  became  aware  that  Pierrette  was  Mademoiselle 
Lorrain.  Pierrette  saw  him  and  made  him  a  hasty 
sign  entreating  him  to  keep  out  of  sight.  To  him, 
there  was  a  world  of  things  in  that  little  gesture,  as 
there  had  been,  a  fortnight  earlier,  in  the  sign  by 
which  she  told  him  from  her  window  to  run  away.  Ah  ! 
what  a  fortune  he  must  make  in  the  coming  ten  years 
in  order  to  marry  his  little  friend,  to  whom,  he  was 
told,  the  Rogrons  were  to  leave  their  house,  a  hundred 
acres  of  land,  and  twelve  thousand  francs  a  j'ear,  not 
counting  their  savings ! 
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The  persevering  Breton  was  determined  to  be  thor- 
oughly educated  for  his  trade,  and  he  set  about  acquir- 
ing all  the  knowledge  that  he  lacked.  As  long  as  onl}' 
the  principles  of  his  work  were  concerned  he  could 
learn  those  in  Provins  as  well  as  in  Paris,  and  thus 
remain  near  Pierrette,  to  whom  he  now  became  anxious 
to  explain  his  projects  and  the  sort  of  protection  she 
could  rel}'  on  from  him.  He  was  determined  to  know 
the  reason  of  her  pallor,  and  of  the  debility  which  was 
beginning  to  appear  in  the  organ  which  is  always  the 
last  to  show  the  signs  of  failing  life,  namelj'  the  ej-es ; 
he  would  know,  too,  the  cause  of  the  sufferings  which 
gave  her  that  look  as 'though  death  were  near  and  she 
might  drop  at  any  moment  beneath  its  scythe.  The 
two  signs,  the  two  gestures  —  not  denying  their  friend- 
ship but  imploring  caution  —  alarmed  the  young  Breton. 
Evidentlj'  Pierrette  wished  him  to  wait  and  not  attempt 
to  see  her ;  otherwise  there  was  danger,  there  was  peril 
for  her.  As  she  left  the  church  she  was  able  to  give 
him  one  look,  and  Brigant  saw  that  her  eyes  were  full 
of  tears.  But  he  could  have  sooner  squared  the  circle 
than  have  guessed  what  had  happened  in  the  Rogrons' 
house  during  the  fortnight  which  had  elapsed  since  his 
arrival. 

It  was  not  without  keen  apprehensions  that  Pier- 
rette came  downstairs  on  the  morning  after  Brigaut 
had  invaded  her  morning  dreams  like  another  dream. 
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She  was  certain  that  her  cousin  S3'lvie  must  have  heard 
the  song,  or  she  would  not  have  risen  and  opened  her 
window  ;  but  Pierrette  was  ignorant  of  the  powerful 
reasons  that  made  the  old  maid  so  alert.  For  the  last 
eight  da3-s,  strange  secret  events  and  bitter  feelings  agi- 
tated the  minds  of  the  chief  personages  who  frequented 
the  Rogron^alon.  These  hidden  matters,  carefully  con- 
cealed bj'  all  concerned,  were  destined  to  fall  in  their 
results  like  an  avalanche  on  Pierrette.  Such  m3sterious 
things,  which  we  ought  perhaps  to  call  the  putrescence 
of  the  human  heart,  lie  at  the  base  of  the  greatest  revolu- 
tions, political,  social  or  domestic  ;  but  in  telling  of  them 
it  is  desirable  to  explain  that  tbtir  subtle  significance 
cannot  be  given  in  a  matter-of-fact  narrative.  These 
secret  schemes  and  calculations  do  not  show  themselves 
as  brutallj'  and  undisguisedlv  while  taking  place  as  they 
must  when  the  history  of  them  is  related.  To  set  down 
in  writing  the  circumlocutions,  oratorical  precautions, 
protracted  conversations,  by  which  miuds  intentionally 
darkened  knowledge,  and  houej-ed  words  glossed  over 
the  venom  of  intentions,  would  make  as  long  a  book  as 
that  magnificent  poem  called  "  Clarissa  Harlowe." 

Mademoiselle  Habert  and  Mademoiselle  Sjivie  were 
equally  desirous  of  marrying,  but  one  was  ten  years 
older  than  the  other,  and  the  probabilities  of  life  al- 
lowed Celeste  Habert  to  expect  that  her  children  would 
inherit  all  the  Rogron  property.     Sylvie  was  forty-two, 
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an  age  at  which  marriage  is  beset  by  perils.  In  confid- 
ing to  eacli  other  their  ideas,  Celeste,  instigated  by  her 
vindictive  brother  the  priest,  enlightened  Sylvie  as  to 
the  dangers  she  would  incur.  Sylvie  trembled  ;  she 
was  terribly  afraid  of  death,  an  idea  which  shakes  all 
celibates  to  their  centre.  But  just  at  this  time  the 
Martignac  ministry  came  into  power,  —  a  Liberal  victor3' 
which  overthrew  the  Villele  administration.  The  Vinet 
part}'  now  carried  their  heads  high  in  Provins.  Vinet 
himself  became  a  personage.  The  Liberals  prophesied 
his  advancement ;  he  would  certainly  be  deputy  and 
attorney-general.  As  for  the  colonel,  he  would  be 
made  ma3or  of  Provins.  Ah,  to  reign  as  Madame 
Garceland,  the  wife  of  the  present  major,  now  reigned  ! 
Sylvie  could  not  hold  out  against  that  hope ;  she 
determined  to  consult  a  doctor,  though  the  proceeding 
would  onlj-  cover  her  with  ridicule.  To  consult  Mon- 
sieur N^raud,  the  Liberal  phj'sician  and  the  rival  of 
Monsieur  Martener,  would  be  a  blunder.  Celeste 
Habert  offered  to  hide  Sylvie  in  her  dressing-room 
while  she  herself  consulted  Monsieur  Martener,  the 
phj'sician  of  her  establishment,  on  this  difficult  matter. 
Whether  Martener  was,  or  was  not,  Celeste's  accom- 
plice need  not  be  discovered ;  at  any  rate  he  told  his 
client  that  even  at  thirtj'  the  danger,  though  slight,  did 
exist.  "  But,"  he  added,  "  with  j'our  constitution,  you 
need  fear  nothing." 
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"  But  how  about  a  woman  over  forty  ?  "  asked  Made- 
moiselle Celeste. 

''  A  married  woman  who  has  had  children  has  noth- 
ing to  fear." 

"  But  I  mean  an  unmarried  woman,  like  Mademoi- 
selle Rogron,  for  instance?" 

"  Oh,  that's  another  thing,"  said  Monsieur  Martener. 
"  Successful  childbirth  is  then  one  of  those  miracles 
which  God  sometimes  allows  himself,  but  rarely." 

"Why?"  asked  Celeste. 

The  doctor  answered  with  a  terrifj-ing  pathological 
description ;  he  explained  that  the  elasticity-  given  by 
nature  to  youthful  muscles  and  bones  did  not  exist  at 
a  later  age,  especially  in  women  whose  lives  were 
sedentarj-. 

•  ■  .So  3-0U  think  that  an  unmarried  woman  ought  not 
to  marry  after  forty?  "' 

■  ■  Xot  unless  she  waits  some  years,"  replied  the 
doctor.  "  But  then,  of  course,  it  is  not  marriage,  it  is 
only  an  association  of  interests." 

The  result  of  the  interview,  cleai4y,  seriously,  scien- 
tificallj'  and  sensibly  stated,  was  that  an  unmarried 
woman  would  make  a  great  mistake  in  marrying  after 
forty.  When  the  doctor  had  departed  Mademoiselle 
Celeste  found  S^lvie  in  a  frightful  state,  green  and 
yellow,  and  with  the  pupils  of  her  ej"es  dilated. 

"Then  jou  really  love  the  colonel?  "  asked  Celeste. 
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"I  still  hoped,"  replied  Sylvie. 

"  Well  then,  wait !  "  cried  Mademoiselle  Habert,  jesu- 
itically,  aware  that  time  would  rid  her  of  the  colonel. 

Sj'lvie's  new  devotion  to  the  church  warned  her  that 
the  morality  of  such  a  marriage  might  be  doubtful. 
She  accordinglj'  sounded  her  conscience  in  the  confes- 
sional. The  stern  priest  explained  the  opinions  of  the 
Church,  which  sees  in  marriage  only  the  propagation  of 
humanity,  and  rebukes  second  marriages  and  all  pas- 
sions but  those  with  a  social  purpose.  Sylvie's  per- 
plexities were  great.  These  internal  struggles  gave 
extraordinary  force  to  her  passion,  investing  it  with 
that  inexplicable  attraction  which,  from  the  days  of 
Eve,  the  thing  forbidden  possesses  for  women.  Made- 
moiselle Rogron's  perturbation  did  not  escape  the 
lynx-eyed  law3'er. 

One  evening,  after  the  game  had  ended,  Vinet  ap- 
proached his  dear  friend  Sylvie,  took  her  hand,  and 
led  her  to  a  sofa. 

"  Something  troubles  j'ou,"  he  said. 

She  nodded  sadly.  The  lawyer  let  the  others  de- 
part ;  Rogron  walked  home  with  the  Chargeboeufs,  and 
when  Vinet  was  alone  with  the  old  maid  he  wormed 
the  truth  out  of  her. 

"  Cleverly  played,  abb^  !  "  thought  he.  "But  you  've 
played  into  my  hands." 

The  foxy  lawyer  was  more  decided  in  his  opinion 
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than  even  the  doctor.  He  arlvised  marriage  in  ten 
years.  Inwardlj'  he  was  vowing  that  the  whole  Eogi'on 
fortune  should  go  to  Bathilde.  He  rubbed  his  hands, 
his  pinched  lips  closed  more  tightl}-  as  he  hurried  home. 
The  influence  exercised  b}-  Monsieur  Habert,  physician 
of  the  soul,  and  by  Vinet,  doctor  of  the  purse,  balanced 
each  other  perfectlj'.  Eogrou  had  no  piety  in  him  ;  so 
the  churchman  and  the  man  of  law,  the  black-robed 
pair,  were  fairly  matched. 

On  discovering  the  victory  obtained  b}'  Celeste,  in 
her  anxiety  to  marry  Rogrou  herself,  over  Sylvie,  torn 
between  the  fear  of  death  and  the  joy  of  being  baron- 
ness  and  mayoress,  the  lawyer  saw  his  chance  of  driving 
the  colonel  from  the  battlefield.  He  knew  Rogron  well 
enough  to  be  certain  he  could  marry  him  to  Bathilde ; 
Jer6me  had  already  succumbed  inwardlj'  to  her  charms, 
and  Vinet  knew  that  the  first  time  the  pair  were  alone 
together  the  marriage  would  be  settled.  Rogron  had 
reached  the  point  of  keeping  his  eyes  fixed  on  Celeste, 
so  much  did  he  fear  to  look  at  Bathilde.  Vinet  had  now 
possessed  himself  of  Sjivie's  secrets,  and  saw  the  force 
with  which  she  loved  the  colonel.  He  fully  understood 
the  struggle  of  such  a  passion  in  the  iieart  of  an  old 
maid  who  was  also  in  the  grasp  of  religious  emotion, 
and  he  saw  his  way  to  rid  himself  of  Pierrette  and  the 
colonel  both  b^-  making  each  the  cause  of  the  other's 
overthrow. 
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The  next  da}',  after  the  court  had  risen,  Vinet  met 
the  colonel  and  Eogron  taking  a  vvalli  together,  accord- 
ing to  their  daily  custom. 

Whenever  the  three  men  were  seen  in  company  the 
whole  town  talked  of  it.  TJiis  triumvirate,  held  in 
horror  by  the  sub-prefect,  the  magistracj',  and  the 
Tiphalne  clique,  was,  on  the  other  hand,  a  source  of 
pride  and  vanity  to  the  Liberals  of  Provins.  Vinet 
was  sole  editor  of  the  "  Courricr  "  and  the  head  of  the 
party  ;  the  colonel,  the  working  manager,  was  its  arm  ; 
Rogron,  by  means  of  his  purse,  its  nerves.  The 
Tiphaines  declared  that  the  three  men  were  alwaj-s 
plotting  evil  to  the  government;  the  Liberals  admired 
them  as  the  defenders  of  the  people.  When  Rogron 
turned  to  go  home,  recalled  b}'  a  sense  of  his  dinner- 
hour,  Vinet  stopped  the  colonel  from  following  him  by 
taking  Gouraud's  arm. 

"  Well,  colonel,"  he  said,  "I  am  going  to  take  a  fear- 
ful load  off  your  shoulders  ;  you  can  do  better  than 
marry  Sylvie  ;  if  you  play  your  cards  properly  you  can 
marry  that  little  Pierrette  in  two  j'ears'  time." 

He  thereupon  related  the  Jesuit's  manoeuvre  and  its 
effect  on  Sylvie. 

"What  a  skulking  trick!"  cried  the  colonel ;  "and 
spreading  over  years,  too  f " 

"Colonel,"  said  Vinet,  gravely,  "Pierrette  is  a 
charming  creature  ;  with  her  j'ou  can  be  happy  for  the 
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rest  of  your  life  ;  3'oiir  health  is  so  sound  that  the  dif- 
ference in  your  ages  won't  seem  disproportionate. 
But,  all  the  same,  30U  mustn't  think  it  an  eas}"  thing 
to  change  a  dreadful  fate  to  a  pleasant  one.  To  turn 
a  woman  who  loves  you  into  a  friend  and  confidant  is 
as  perilous  a  business  as  crossing  a  river  under  fire  of 
the  enemy.  Cavahy  colonel  as  you  are,  and  daring 
too,  you  must  study  the  position  and  manoeuvre  jour 
forces  with  the  same  wisdom  you  have  displajed 
hitherto,  and  which  has  won  us  our  present  position. 
If  I  get  to  be  attorney-general  you  shall  command  the 
department.  Oh  !  if  you  had  been  an  elector  we  should 
be  further  advanced  than  we  are  now  ;  I  should  have 
bought  the  votes  of  those  two  clerks  by  threatening 
them  with  the  loss  of  their  places,  and  we  should  have 
had  a  majoritj-." 

The  colonel  had  long  been  thinking  about  Pierrette, 
but  he  concealed  his  thoughts  with  the  utmost  dissimu- 
lation. His  roughness  to  the  child  was  only  a  mask ; 
but  she  could  not  understand  whj'  the  man  who  claimed 
to  be  her  father's  old  comrade  should  usually  treat  her 
so  ill,  when  sometimes,  if  he  met  her  alone,  he  would 
chuck  her  under  the  chin  and  give  her  a  friendly  kiss. 
But  after  the  conversation  with  Vinet  relating  to 
Sylvie's  fears  of  marriage  Gouraud  began  to  seek  op- 
portunities to  find  Pierrette  alone ;  the  rough  colonel 
made  himself  as  soft  as  a  cat ;  he  told  her  how  bravo 
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her  father  was  and  what  a  misfortune  it  had  been  for 
her  that  she  lost  him. 

A  few  da3-s  before  Brigaut's  arrival  Sylvie  had  come 
suddenly'  upon  Gouraud  and  Pierrette  talking  together. 
Instantly,  jealousy  rushed  into  her  heart  with  monastic 
violence.  Jealousy,  eminently  credulous  and  suspi- 
cious, is  the  passion  in  which  fanc^^  has  most  freedom, 
but  for  all  that  it  does  not  give  a  person  intelligence  ; 
on  the  contrary,  it  hinders  them  from  having  any  ;  and 
in  Sylvia's  case  jealousy  only  filled  her  with  fantastic 
ideas.  When  (a  few  mornings  later)  she  lieard  Bri- 
gaut's dittjf,  she  jumped  to  the  conclusion  that  the  man 
who  had  used  the  words  "  Madam'  li.  mariee/'  address- 
ing them  to  Pierrette,  must  be  tlie  colonel.  She  was 
certain  she  was  right,  for  slie  had  noticed  for  a  weeit 
past  a  change  in  his  manners.  He  was  the  only  man 
who,  in  her  solitary  life,  had  ever  paid  her  any  atten- 
tion. Consequently  she  watched  him  with  all  her  eyes, 
all  her  mind ;  and  hy  giving  herself  up  to  hopes  that 
were  sometimes  flourishing,  sometimes  blighted,  she 
had  brought  the  matter  to  such  enormous  proportions 
that  she  saw  all  things  in  a  mental  mirage.  To  use  a 
common  but  excellent  expression,  by  dint  of  looking 
intently  she  saw  nothing.  Alternately  she  repelled, 
admitted,  and  conquered  the  supposition  of  this  rivalry, 
She  compared  herself  with  Pierrette  ;  she  was  forty-two 
years  old,  with  gray  hair ;  Pierrette  was  delicately  fair, 
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with  e^'es  soft  enough  to  warm  a  withered  heart.  She  had 
heard  it  said  that  men  of  fifty  were  apt  to  love  young 
gills  of  just  that  kind.  Before  the  colonel  had  come 
regularly  to  the  house  Sylvie  had  heard  in  the  Ti- 
phaines'  salon  strange  stories,  of  his  life  and  morals. 
Old  maids  pi'eserve  in  their  love-affairs  the  exaggerated 
Platonic  sentiments  which  young  girls  of  twenty  arc 
wont  to  profess ;  they  bold  to  these  fixed  doctrines 
like  all  who  have  little  experience  of  life  and  no  per- 
sonal knowledge  of  how  great  social  forces  modify, 
impair,  and  bring  to  nought  such  grand  and  noble 
ideas.  The  mere  thought  of  being  jilted  by  the  colonel 
was  torture  to  Sylvie's  brain.  She  lay  in  her  bed  going 
over  and  over  her  own  desires,  Pierrette's  conduct,  and 
the  song  which  had  awakened  her  with'  the  word  "  mar- 
riage." Like  the  fool  she  was,  instead  of  looking 
through  the  blinds  to  see  the  lover,  she  opened  her 
window  without  reflecting  that  Pierrette  would  hear  her. 
If  she  had  had  the  common  instinct  of  a  spy  she  would 
have  seen  Brigaut,  and  the  fatal  drama  then  begun 
would  never  have  taken  place. 

It  was  Pierrette's  dut}',  weak  as  she  was,  to  take 
down  the  bars  that  closed  the  wooden  shutters  of  the 
kitchen,  which  she  opened  and  fastened  back  ;  then  she 
opened  in  like  manner  the  glass  door  leading  from  the 
corridor  to  the  garden.  She  took  the  various  brooms 
that  were  used  for  sweeping  the   carpets,  tlie  dining- 
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room,  the  passages  and  stah's,  together  with  the  other 
utensils,  with  a  care  and  particularity  which  no  servant, 
not  even  a  Dutcliwoman,  gives  to  her  work.  She  hated 
reproof.  Happiness  for  her  was  in  seeing  the  cold  blue 
pallid  eyes  of  her  cousin,  not  satisfied  (that  they  never 
were),  but  calm,  after  glancing  about  her  with  the  look 
of  an  owner,  —  that  wonderful  glance  which  sees  what 
escapes  even  the  most  vigilant  eyes  of  others.  Pier- 
rette's skin  was  moist  with  her  labor  when  she  returned 
to  the  kitchen  to  put  it  in  order,  and  light  the  sto\  e 
that  she  might  carry  up  hot  water  to  her  two  cousins 
(a  luxury  she  never  had  for  herself)  and  the  means  of 
lighting  fires  in  their  rooms.  After  this  she  laid  the 
table  for  breakfast  and  lit  the  stove  in  the  dining- 
room.  For  all  these  various  fires  she  had  to  fetch 
wood  and  kindling  from  the  cellar,  leaving  the  warm 
rooms  for  a  damp  and  chilly  atmosphere.  Such  sudden 
transitions,  made  with  the  quickness  of  youth,  often  to 
escape  a  harsh  word  or  to  obey  an  order,  aggravated 
the  condition  of  her  health.  She  did  not  know  she  was 
ill,  and  yet  she  suffered.  She  began  to  have  strange 
cravings ;  she  liked  raw  vegetables  and  salads,  and  ate 
them  secretlj'.  The  innocent  child  was  quite  unaware 
that  her  condition  was  that  of  serious  illness  which 
needed  the  utmost  care.  If  Neraud,  the  Kogrons' 
doctor,  had  told  this  to  Pierrette  before  Brigaut's  ar- 
rival she  would  onlv   have  smiled  ;   life  was  so  bitter 
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she  could  smile  at  death.  But  now  her  fctlings 
changed ;  the  child,  to  whose  ph^  siml  sufferings  was 
added  the  anguish  of  Breton  homesickness  (a  moral 
maladj"  so  well-knonn  that  colonels  in  the  anuv  allow 
for  it  among  their  men),  was  suddenly-  content  to 
be  in  Provins.  The  sight  of  that  yellow  flower,  the 
song,  the  presence  of  her  friend,  revived  her  as  a 
plant  long  without  water  revives  under  rain.  Uncon- 
seiouslj-  she  wanted  to  live,  and  even  thought  she  did 
not  suffer. 

Pierrette  slipped  timidl3"  into  her  cousin's  bedroom, 
made  the  fire,  left  the  hot  water,  said  a  few  words,  and 
went  to  wake  Eogron  and  do  the  same  offices  for  hiui. 
Then  she  went  down  to  take  in  the  milk,  the  bread, 
and  the  other  provisions  left  by  the  dealers.  She  stood 
some  time  on  the  sill  of  the  door  hoping  that  Brigaut 
would  have  the  sense  to  come  to  her ;  but  by  that 
time  he  was  already  on  his  wa}-  to  Paris. 

She  had  finished  the  arrangement  of  the  dining-room 
and  was  busy  in  the  kitchen  when  she  heard  her  cousin 
Sylvie  coming  down.  jMademoiselle  Rogron  appeared 
in  a  brown  silk  dressing  gown  and  a  cap  with  bows ; 
her  false  front  was  awrj-,  her  night-gown  showed  above 
the  silk  wrapper,  her  slippers  were  down  at  heel.  She 
gave  an  eye  to  everything  and  then  came  straight  to 
Pierrette,  who  was  awaiting  her  orders  to  know  what 
to  prepare  for  breakfast. 
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"Ha!  here  you  are,  lovesick  young  lady!"  said 
Sylvie,  in  a  mocking  tone. 

"  What  is  it,  cousin?  " 

' '  You  came  into  my  room  like  a  si}'  eat,  and  yon 
crept  out  the  same  way,  though  you  knew  very  well 
I  had  something  to  say  to  you." 

"To  me?" 

"  You  had  a  serenade  this  morning,  as  if  you  were 
a  princess." 

"  A  serenade  !  "  exclaimed  Pierrette. . 

"A  serenade!"  said  Sylvie,  mimicking  her;  "and 
you  've  a  lover,  too." 

"  What  is  a  lover,  cousin?  " 

Sylvie  avoided  answering,  and  said  :  — 

"  Do  you  dare  to  tell  me,  mademoiselle,  that  a  man 
did  not  come  under  }-our  window  and  talk  to  you  of 
marriage  ?  " 

Persecution  had  taught  Pierrette  the  wariness  of 
slaves  ;  so  she  answered  bravely :  — 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,  —  " 

"  Who  means?  —  your  dog?  "  said  Sylvie,  sharply. 

"I  should  have  said  'cousin,'"  replied  the  girl, 
humbly. 

"And  didn't  you  get  up  and  go  in  your  bare  feet 
to  the  window  ?  —  which  will  give  you  an  illness  ;  and 
serve  you  right,  too.  And  perhaps  you  did  n't  talk  to 
your  lover,  either  ?  " 
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"  No,  cousin." 

"  I  know  j-ou  have  many  faults,  but  I  did  not  think 
you  told  lies.  You  had  better  think  tins  over,  made- 
moiselle ;  you  will  have  to  explain  this  affair  to  your 
cousin  and  to  me,  or  your  cousin  will  be  obliged  to 
take  severe  measures." 

The  old  maid,  exasperated  by  jealousy  and  curiosity, 
meant  to  frighten  the  girl.  Pierrette,  like  all  those  who 
suffer  more  than  they  have  strength  to  bear,  kept 
silence.  Silence  is  the  onlj'  weapon  by  which  such 
victims  can  conquer ;  it  baflSes  the  Cossack  charges  of 
envy,  the  savage  skirmishing  of  suspicion  ;  it  does  at 
times  give  victor}',  crushing  and  complete,  —  for  what 
is  more  complete  than  silence  ?  it  is  absolute  ;  it  is  one 
of  the  attributes  of  infinity.  Sylvie  watched  Pierrette 
narrowly.  The  girl  colored  ;  but  the  color,  in.stead  of 
rising  evenlj',  came  out  in  patches  on  her  cheekbones, 
in  burning  and  significant  spots.  A  mother,  seeing 
that  sj'mptom  of  illness,  would  have  changed  her  tone 
at  once ;  she  would  have  taken  the  child  on  her  lap  and 
questioned  her ;  in  fact,  she  would  long  ago  have  ten- 
derlj-  understood  the  signs  of  Pierrette's  pure  and 
perfect  innocence  ;  she  would  have  seen  her  weakness 
and  known  that  the  disturbance  of  the  digestive  organs 
and  the  other  functions  of  the  body  was  about  to 
affect  the  lungs.  Those  eloquent  patches  would  have 
warned  her  of  an  imminent  danger.     But  an  old  maid, 
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one  in  whom  the  family  instincts  have  never  been 
awakened,  to  whom  the  needs  of  childhood  and  the 
precautions  required  for  adolescence  were  unknown, 
had  neither  tlie  indulgence  nor  the  compassionate  in- 
telligence of  a  mother ;  such  sufferings  as  those  of 
Pierrette,  instead  of  softening  her  heart  only  made 
it  more  callous. 

"  She  blushes,  she  is  guilty  !  "  thought  Sylvie. 

Pierrette's  silence  was  thus  interpreted  to  her  injury. 

'•Pierrette,"  continued  Sylvie,  "before  j'our  cousin 
comes  down  we  must  have  some  talk  together.  Come," 
she  said,  in  a  rather  softer  tone,  "  shut  the  street  door ; 
if  anj'  one  comes  they  will  ring  and  we  shall  hear 
them." 

In  spite  of  the  damp  mist  which  was  rising  from 
the  river,  Sylvie  took  Pierrette  along  the  winding 
gravel  path  which  led  across  the  lawn  to  the  edge  of 
the  rock  terrace, — a  picturesque  little  quay,  covered 
with  iris  and  aquatic  plants.  She  now  changed  her 
tactics,  thinking  she  might  catch  Pierrette  tripping 
by  softness ;  the  hj-ena  became  a  cat. 

"Pierrette,"  she  said,  "  j'ou  are  no  longer  a  child; 
you  are  nearlj-  fifteen,  and  it  is  not  at  all  surprising 
that  you  should  have  a  lover." 

"  But,  cousin,"  said  Pierrette,  raising  her  eyes  with 
angelic  sweetness  to  the  cold,  sour  face  of  her  cousin, 
"  "What  is  a  lover?" 
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It  would  Lave  been  impossible  for  Sylvie  to  define  a 
lover  with  truth  and  decencj'  to  the  girl's  mind.  In- 
stead of  seeing  in  that  question  the  proof  of  adorable 
innocence,  she  considered  it  a  piece  of  insincerit\^ 

"  A  lover,  Pierrette,  is  a  man  who  loves  ns  and 
wishes  to  many   us." 

"  Ah,"  said  Pierrette,  "when  that  happens  in  Brit- 
tany we  call  the  joung  man  a  suitor." 

"  Well,  remember  that  in  owning  j'our  feelings  for  a 
man  you  do  no  wrong,  my  dear.  The  wrong  is  in 
hiding  them.  Have  3-ou  pleased  some  of  the  men 
who  visit  here?" 

"  I  don't  think  so,  cousin." 

' '  Do  you  love  anj-  of  them  ?  " 

••  Xo." 

"Certain?" 

"  Quite  certain.'' 

"  Look  at  me,  Pierrette." 

Pierrette  looked  at  Sylvie. 

"  A  man  called  to  you  this  morning  in  the  square." 

Pierrette  lowered  her  eyes. 

"  You  went  to  j'Our  window,  you  "opened  it,  and  you 
spoke  to  him." 

' '  Xo  cousin,  I  went  to  look  out  and  I  saw  a 
peasant." 

"  Pierrette,  3-ou  have  much  improved  since  you 
made  your  first  communion  ;  you  have  become  pious 
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and  obedient,  you  love  God  and  your  relations  ;  I  am  sat- 
isfied with  }-oii.  I  don't  say  this  to  puffyou  up  with  pride." 

The  horrible  creature  had  mistaken  despondencj', 
submission,  the  silence  of  wretchedness,  for  virtues! 

The  sweetest  of  all  consolations  to  suffering  souls,  to 
martyrs,  to  artists,  in  the  worst  of  that  divine  agony 
which  hatred  and  envy  force  upon  them,  is  to  meet- 
with  praise  where  tljey  have  hitherto  found  censure  and 
injustice.  Pierrette  raised  her  grateful  eyes  to  her 
cousin,  feeling  that  she  could  almost  forgive  her  for  the 
sufferings  she  had  caused. 

"But  if  it  is  all  hypocrisy,  if  I  find  you  a  serpent 
that  I  have  warmed  in  my  bosom,  you  will  be  a  wicked- 
girl,  an  infamous  creature  !  " 

"I  think  I  have  nothing  to  reproach  myself  with," 
said  Pierrette,  with  a  painful  revulsion  of  her  heart  at 
the  sudden  change  from  unexpected  praise  to  the  tones 
of  the  hyena. 

"  You  know  that  to  lie  is  a  mortal  sin?  " 

"  Yes,  cousin." 

"  Well,  you  are  now  under  the  eye  of  God,"  said  the 
old  maid,  with  a  solemn  gesture  towards  the  sky  ;  "  swear 
to  me  that  you  did  not  know  that  peasant." 

"  I  will  not  swear,"  said  Pierrette. 

"  Ha!  he  was  no  peasant,  you  little  viper." 

Pierrette  rushed  away  like  a  frightened  fawn  terrified 
at  hef  tone.     Sylvie  called  her  in  a  dreadful  voice. 
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"  The  bell  is  ringing,"  she  answered. 

"Artful  wretch!"  thought  Sylvie.  "She  is  de- 
praved in  mind  ;  and  now  I  am  certain  the  little  adder 
has  wound  herself  round  the  colonel.  She  has  heard 
us  say  he  was  a  baron.  To  be  a  baroness  !  little  fool ! 
Ah !  I  '11  get  rid  of  her,  I  '11  apprentice  her  out,  and 
soon  too !  " 

Sylvie  was  so  lost  in  thought  that  she  did  not  notice 
her  brother  coming  down  the  path  and  bemoaning  the 
injury  the  frost  had  done  to  his  dahlias. 

"  Sylvie!  what  are  30U  thinking  about?  I  thought 
you  were  looking  at  the  fish  ;  sometimes  they  jump  out 
of  the  water." 

"  iSTo,"  said  Sylvie. 

"How  did  you  sleep?"  and  he  began  to  tell  her 
about  his  own  dreams.  "Don't  you  think  m}-  skin  is 
getting  tabid?  "  —  a  word  in  the  Rogron  vocabulary. 

Ever  since  Rogron  had  been  in  love,  —  but  let  us  not 
profane  the  word,  —  ever  since  he  had  desired  to  marrj' 
Mademoiselle  de  Chargebceuf,  he  was  very  uneasy  about 
himself  and  his  health.  At  this  moment  Pierrette  came 
down  the  garden  steps  and  called  to  them  from  a  dis- 
tance that  breakfast  was  read}-.  At  sight  of  her  cousin, 
Sylvie's  skin  turned  green  and  yellow,  her  bile  was  in 
commotion.  She  looked  at  the  floor  of  the  corridor 
and  declared  that  Pierrette  ought  to  rub  it. 

"  I  will  rub  it  now  if  you  wish,"  said  the  little  angel, 
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not  aware  of  the  injury  such  work  may  do  to  a  young 

girl. 

The  dining-room  was  irreproachably  in  order.  Sylvie 
sat  down  and  pretended  all  through  breakfast  to  want 
this,  that,  and  the  other  thing  which  she  would. never 
have  thought  of  in  a  quieter  moment,  and  which  she 
now  asked  for  only  to  make  Pierrette  rise  again  and 
again  just  as  the  child  was  beginning  to  eat  her  food. 
But  such  mere  teasing  was  not  enough  ;  she  wanted  a 
subject  on  which  to  find  fault,  and  was  angry  with  herself 
for  not  finding  one.  She  scarcely  answered  her  brother's 
silly  remarks,  yet  she  looked  at  him  only ;  her  eyes 
avoided  Pierrette.  Pierrette  was  deeply  conscious  of  all 
this.  She  brought  the  milk  mixed  with  cream  for  each 
cousin  in  a  large  silver  goblet,  after  heating  it  carefully 
in  the  bain-marie.  The  brother  and  sister  poured  in  the 
coffee  made  by  Sylvie  herself  on  the  table.  When  Syl- 
vie had  carefully  prepared  hers,  she  saw  an  atom  of 
coffee-grounds  floating  on  the  surface.  On  this  the 
storm  broke  forth. 

"  What  is  the  matter?  "  asked  Rogron. 

"  The  matter  is  that  mademoiselle  has  put  dust  in  my 
milk.  Do  you  suppose  I  am  going  to  drink  coffee  with 
ashes  in  it?  Well,  I  am  not  surprised  ;  no  one  can  do 
two  things  at  once.  She  was  n't  thinking  of  the  milk  ! 
a  blackbird  might  have  flown  through  the  kitchen  to- 
day and   she  wouldn't  have  seen  it!  how  should   she 
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see  the  dust  flj-ing!  and  then  it  was  my  coffee,  ha! 
that  didn't  signify!" 

As  she  spoke  she  was  laying  on  the  side  of  her  plate 
the  coffee-grounds  that  had  run  through  the  filter. 

"But,  cousin,  that  is  coffee,"  said  Pierrette. 

"  Oh  !  then  it  is  I  who  tell  lies,  is  it?  "  cried  S3lvie, 
looking  at  Pierrette  and  blasting  lier  with  a  fearful 
flash  of  anger  from  her  eyes. 

Organizations  which  have  not  been  exhausted  by 
powerful  emotions  often  have  a  vast  amount  of  the 
vital  fluid  at  their  service.  This  phenomenon  of  the 
extreme  clearness  of  the  eye  in  moments  of  anger  was 
the  more  marked  in  Mademoiselle  Rogron  because  she 
ha,d  often  exercised  the  power  of  her  eyes  in  her  shop 
by  opening  them  to  their  full  extent  for  the  purpose  of 
inspiring  her  dependents  with  salutary  fear. 

"You  had  better  dare  to  give  me  the  lie!"  con- 
tinued Sjivie  ;  '  ■  you  deserve  to  be  sent  from  the  table 
to  go  and  eat  by  yourself  in  the  kitchen." 

"  What's  the  matter  with  you  two?"  cried  Rogron, 
"  you  are  as  cross  as  bears  this  morning." 

"  Mademoiselle  knows  what  I  have  against  her," 
said  Sylvie.  "  I  leave  her  to  make  up  her  mind  before 
speaking  to  you  ;  for  I  mean  to  show  her  more  kindness 
than  she  deserves." 

Pierrette  was  looking  out  of  the  window  to  avoid  her 
cousin's  eyes,  which  frightened  her. 
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' '  Look  at  her  !  she  paj's  no  more  attention  to  what  I 
am  sajing  than  if  I  were  that  sugar-basin !  And  yet 
mademoiselle  has  a  sharp  ear ;  she  can  hear  and  an- 
swer from  the  top  of  the  house  when  some  one  talks 
to  her  from  below.  She  is  perversity  itself,  —  perver- 
sitj',  I  say  ;  and  you  need  n't  expect  any  good  of  her ; 
do  you  hear  me,  Jerome  ?  " 

"  What  has  she  done  wrong?  "  asked  Rogron. 

' '  At  her  age,  too  !  to  begin  so  young !  "  screamed 
the  ang^y  old  maid. 

Pierrette  rose  to  clear  the  table  and  give  herself 
something  to  do,  for  she  could  hardly  bear  the  scene 
any  longer.  Though  such  language  was  not  new  to 
her,  she  had  never  been  able  to  get  used  to  it.  Her 
cousin's  rage  seemed  to  accuse  her  of  some  crime.  She 
imagined  what  her  fury  would  be  if  she  came  to  know 
about  Brigaut.  Perhaps  her  cousins  would  have  him 
sent  away,  and  she  should  lose  him  !  All  the  many 
thoughts,  the  deep  and  rapid  thoughts  of  a  slave  came 
to  her,  and  she  resolved  to  keep  absolute  silence  about 
a  circumstance  in  which  her  conscience  told  her  there 
was  nothing  wrong.  Butthe  cruel,  bitter  words  she  had 
been  made  to  hear  and  the  wounding  suspicion  so 
shocked  her  that  as  she  reached  the  kitchen  she  was 
taken  with  a  convulsion  of  the  stomach  and  turned 
deadly  sick.  She  dared  not  complain ;  she  was  not 
sure  that  any  one  would  help  her.     When  she  returned 
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to  the  dining-room  she  was  white  as  a  sheet,  and, 
sajing  she  was  not  well,  she  started  to  go  to  bed, 
dragging  herself  up  step  by  step  by  the  baluster  and 
thinking  that  she  was  going  to  die.  "  Poor  Brigaut !  " 
she  thought. 

"  The  girl  is  ill,"  said  Eogron. 

"She  ill!  That's  only  shamming,"  replied  Sj-lvie, 
in  a  loud  voice  tliat  Pierrette  might  hear.  "  She  was 
well  enough  this  morning,  I  can  tell  j'ou." 

This  last  blow  struck  Pierrette  to  the  earth ;  she 
went  to  bed  weeping  and  praying  to  God  to  take  her 
out  of  this  world. 
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Yn. 

DOMESTIC   TYRANNY. 

For  a  month  past  Eogron  had  ceased  to  carry  the 
"  Constitutionnel "  to  Gouraud ;  the  colonel  came  ob- 
sequiously to  fetch  his  paper,  gossip  a  little,  and  take 
Rogron  off  to  walk  if  the  weather  was  fine.  Sure  of 
seeing  the  colonel  and  being  able  to  question  him,  Syl- 
vie  dressed  herself  as  coquettishl^'  as  she  knew  how. 
The  old  maid  thought  she  was  attractive  in  a  green 
gown,  a  yellow  shawl  with  a  red  border,  and  a  white 
bonnet  with  straggling  gray  feathers.  About  the  hour 
when  the  colonel  usually  came  S3-lvie  stationed  herself 
in  the  salon  with  her  brother,  wliom  she  had  com- 
pelled to  stay  in  the  house  in  his  dressing-gown  and 
slippers. 

"It  is  a  fine  day,  colonel,"  said  Rogron,  when 
Gouraud  with  his  heavy  step  entered  the  room.  "  But 
I  'm  not  dressed  ;  my  sister  wanted  to  go  out,  and  T  was 
going  to  keep  the  house.  Wait  for  me  ;  I  '11  be  ready 
soon." 

So  saying,  Rogron  left  Sj-lvie  alone  with  the  colonel. 

"  Where  were  you  going?  you  are  dressed  divinely," 
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said  Gouraud,  who  noticed  a  certain  solemnity  on  the 
pock-marked  face  of  the  old  maid. 

"  I  wanted  ver}'  much  to  go  out,  but  mj-  little  cousin 
is  ill,  and  I  cannot  leave  her." 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  her?" 

"  I  don't  know  ;  she  had  to  go  to  bed." 

Gouraud's  caution,  not  to  saj'  his  distrust,  was  con- 
stantlj'  excited  by  tiie  results  of  his  alliance  with  Vinet. 
It  certainly  appeared  that  the  law\'er  had  got  the  lion's 
share  in  their  enterprise.  Vinet  controlled  the  paper, 
he  reigned  as  sole  master  over  it,  he  took  the  revenues  ; 
whereas  the  colonel,  the  responsible  editor,  earned 
little.  Vinet  and  Gournant  had  done  the  Rogrons 
great  services ;  whereas  Gouraud,  a  colonel  on  half- 
pay,  could  do  nothing.  Who  was  to  be  deputy?  Vinet. 
Wiio  was  the  chief  authority  in  the  part}'?  Vinet- 
Whom  did  the  liberals  all  consult?  Vinet.  Moreover, 
the  colonel  knew  full}'  as  well  as  Vinet  himself  the 
extent  and  depth  of  tlie  passion  suddenly  aroused  in 
Eogron  by  the  beautiful  Bathilde  de  Cliargebosuf. 
This  passion  had  now  become  intense,  like  all  the  last 
passions  of  men.  Bathilde's  voice  made  him  tremble. 
Absorbed  in  his  desires  Eogron  hid  them ;  he  dared 
not  hope  for  such  a  marriage.  To  sound  him,  the 
colonel  mentioned  that  he  was  thinking  himself  of  ask- 
ing for  Bathilde's  hand.  Eogron  turned  pale  at  the 
thought  of  such  a  formidable  rival,  and  had  since  then 
shown  coldness  and  even  hatred  to  Gouraud. 
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Thus  Vinet  reigned  supreme  in  the  Rogron  household 
while  he,  the  colonel,  had  no  hold  there  except  b}-  the 
extremely  hj'pothetical  tie  of  his  mendacious  affection 
for  Sylvie,  which  it  was  not  yet  clear  that  Sj-lvie  recip- 
rocated. When  the  lawyer  told  him  of  the  priest's 
manoeuvre,  and  advised  him  to  break  with  Sylvie  and 
marry  Pierrette,  he  certainly  flattered  Gouraud's  foible  ; 
but  after  anal^'zing  the  inner  purpose  of  that  advice  and 
examining  the  ground  all  about  him,  the  colonel  thought 
he  perceived  in  his  ally  the  mtention  of  separating  him 
from  Sylvie,  and  profiting  bj'  her  fears  to  throw  the 
wliole  Rogron  property  into  the  hands  of  Mademoiselle 
de  Chargeboeuf. 

Therefore,  when  the  colonel  was  left  alone  with 
Sylvie  his  perspicacity  possessed  itself  immediately  of 
certain  signs  which  betrayed  her  uneasiness.  He  saw 
at  once  that  she  was  under  arms  and  had  made  this 
plan  for  seeing  him  alone.  As  he  alreadj'  suspected 
Vinet  of  playing  him  some  trick,  he  attributed  the  con- 
ference to  the  instigation  of  the  lawyer,  and  was  in- 
stantly on  his  guard,  as  he  would  have  been  in  an 
enem3''s  country,  — with  an  eye  all  about  him,  an  ear  to 
the  faintest  sound,  his  mind  on  the  qui  vive,  and  his 
hand  on  a  weapon.  The  colonel  had  the  defect  of 
never  believing  a  single  word  said  to  him  by  a  woman"; 
so  that  when  the  old  maid  brought  Pierrette  on  the 
scene,  and  told  him  she  had  gone  to  bed  before  midday , 
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he  concluded  that  Sj'lvie  had  locked  her  up  bj'  way  of 
punishment  and  out  of  jealousj-. 

"  She  is  getting  to  be  quite  pretty,  that  little  thing," 
he  said  with  an  easy  air. 

"  She  will  be  pretty,"  replied  Mademoiselle  Rogron. 

' '  You  ought  to  send  her  to  Paris  and  put  her  in  a 
shop,"  continued  the  colonel.  "•  She  would  make  her 
fortune.    The  milliners  all  want  pretty  girls.'' 

"Is  that  realljr  j'our  advice?"  asked  Sylvie,  in  a 
troubled  voice. 

"  Good  ]  "  thought  the  colonel,  "  I  was  right.  Vinet 
advised  me  to  marr^'  Pierrette  just  to  si^oil  my  chance 
with  the  old  harridan.  But,"  he  said  aloud,  "  what 
else  can  jou  do  with  her ?  There  s  that  beautiful  girl 
Bathilde  de  Chargeboeuf,  noble  and  well-connected, 
reduced  to  single-blessedness,  —  nobody  will  have  her. 
Pierrette  has  nothing,  and  she  '11  never  marrj'.  As  for 
beautj'.  what  is  it?  To  me,  for  example,  youth  and 
beauty  are  nothing ;  for  have  n't  I  been  a  captain  of 
cavahT  in  the  imperial  guard,  and  carried  m}'  spurs  into 
all  the  capitals  of  Europe,  and  known  all  the  handsomest 
women  of  these  capitals  ?  Don't  talk  to  me  ;  I  tell  you 
youth  and  beauty  are  devilishlj-  common  and  sill}'. 
At  fortj'-eight,''  he  went  on,  adding  a  few  j'ears  to  his 
age,  to  match  Sjlvie's,  "  after  surviving  the  retreat 
from  Moscow  and  going  through  that  terrible  campaign 
of  France,  a  man  is  broken  down  ;  I  'm  nothing  but  an 
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old  fellow  now.  A  woman  like  you  would  pet  me  and 
care  for  me,  and  her  monej-,  joined  to  my  poor  pension, 
would  give  me  ease  in  my  old  days  ;  of  course  I  should 
prefer  such  a  woman  to  a  little  minx  who  would  worry 
the  life  out  of  me,  and  be  thirty  years  old,  with  passions, 
when  I  should  be  sixty,  with  rheumatism.  At  m}'  age, 
a  man  considers  and  calculates,  Tp  tell  j'ou  the  truth 
between  ourselves,  I  should  not  wish  to  have  children." 

Sylvie's  face  was  an  open  book  to  the  colonel  during 
this  tirade,  and  her  next  question  proved  to  him  Vinet's 
perfidy. 

"  Then  you  don't  love  Pierrette?  "  she  said. 

"Heavens!  are  you  out  of  3-our  mind,  mj^  dear 
Sylvie?"  he  cried.  "Can  those  who  have  no  teeth 
crack  nuts?  Thank  God  I  've  got  some  common- 
sense  and  know  what  I  'm  about." 

Sylvie  thus  reassured  resolved  not  to  show  her  own 
hand,  and  thought  herself  very  shrewd  in  putting  her 
own  ideas  into  her  brother's  mouth. 

"  Jer6me,"  she  said,  "  thought  of  the  match." 

"  How  could  j'our  brother  take  up  such  an  incongru- 
ous idea?  Why,  it  is  only  a  few  days  ago  that,  in  order 
to  find  out  his  secrets,  I  told  him  I  loved  Bathilde. 
He  turned  as  white  as  your  collar." 
'"My  brother!  does  he  love  Bathilde?"  asked 
Sylvie. 

"  Madly,  —  and  yet  Bathilde  is  only  after  his  money." 
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("  One  for  you,  Vinet !  "  thought  the  colonel.)  "  I  can't 
understand  whj'  he  should  have  told  jou  that  about 
Pierrette.  No,  Sj-lvie,"  he  said,  taking  her  hand 
and  pressing  it  in  a  certain  way,  "since  j'ou  have 
opened  this  matter"  (he  drew  nearer  to  her),  "well" 
(he  kissed  her  hand ;  as  a  cavah-y  captain  he  had 
already  proved  his. courage),  "let  me  tell  j'ou  that  I 
desire  no  wife  but  yoxx.  Though  such  a  marriage  maj' 
look  like  one  of  convenience,  I  feel,  on  vay  side,  a  sin- 
cere affection  for  you." 

"  But  if  I  ivish  you  to  marry  Pierrette?  if  I  leave 
her  my  fortune  —  eh,  colonel?" 

"  But  I  don't  want  to  be  miserable  in  my  home,  and 
in  less  than  ten  j-ears  see  a  popinjaj'  like  Julliard 
hovering  round  my  wife  and  addressing  verses  to  her 
in  the  newspapers.  I  'm  too  much  of  a  man  to  stand 
that.  No,  I  will  never  make  a  marriage  that  is  dispro- 
portionate in  age." 

"  Well,  colonel,  we  will  talk  seriously  of  this  another 
time,"  said  Sylvie,  casting  a  glance  upon  him  which 
she  supposed  to  be  full  of  love,  though,  in  point  of  fact, 
it  was  a  good  deal  like  that  of  an  ogress.  Her  cold, 
blue  lips  of  a  violet  tinge  drew  back  from  the  yellow 
teeth,  and  she  thought  she  smiled. 

"I'm  readj',"  said  Rogron,  coming  in  and  carrying 
off  the  colonel,  who  bowed  in  a  lover-like  way  to  the 
old  maid. 
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Gouraiid  determined  to  press  on  his  marriage  with 
Sylvie,  and  make  himself  master  of  the  house  ;  resolving 
to  rid  himself,  through  his  influence  over  Sylvie  during 
the  honej-moon,  of  Bathilde  and  Celeste  Habert.  So, 
during  their  walk,  he  told  Kogron  he  had  been  joking 
the  other  day  ;  that  he  had  no  real  intention  of  aspiring 
to  Bathilde  ;  that  he  was  not  rich  enough  to  marry  a 
woman  without  a  fortune  ;  and  then  he  confided  to  him 
his  real  wishes,  declaring  that  he  had  long  chosen 
Sylvie  for  her  good  qualities,  — in  short,  he  aspired  to 
the  honor  of  being  Rogron's  brother-in-law. 

"  Ah,  colonel,  my  dear  baron  !  if  nothing  is  wanting 
but  my  consent  you  have  it  with  no  further  delay  than 
the  law  requires,"  cried  Rogron,  delighted  to  be  rid  of 
his  formidable  rival. 

Sylvie  spent  the  morning  in  her  own  room  consider- 
ing how  the  new  household  could  be  arranged.  She 
determined  to  build  a  second  storey  for  her  brother  and 
to  furnish  the  first  for  herself  and  her  husband  ;  but  she 
also  resolved,  in  the  true  old-maidish  spirit,  to  subject 
the  colonel  to  certain  proofs  by  which  to  judge  of  his 
heart  and  his  morals  before  she  finally  committed  her- 
self. She  was  still  suspicious,  and  wanted  to  make 
sure  that  Pierrette  had  no  private  intercourse  with  the 
colonel. 

Pierrette  came  down  before  the  dinner-hour  to  lay 
the  table.     Sylvie  had  been  forced  to  cook  the  dinner, 
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and  had  sworn  at  that  "cursed  Pierrette"  for  a  spot 
she  had  made  on  her  gown,  —  wasn't  it  plain  that  if 
Pierrette  had  done  her  own  work  S3lvie  would  n't  have 
got  that  grease-spot  on  her  silk  dress  ? 

"  Oh,  here  j'ou  sire,peaklinff  !  You  are  like  the  dog 
of  the  marshal  who  woke  up  as  soon  as  the  saucepans 
rattled.  Ha !  j'ou  want  us  to  think  30U  are  ill,  you 
little  liar ! '? 

That  idea :  ' '  You  did  not  tell  the  truth  about  what 
happened  in  the  square  this  morning,  therefore  jou  lie 
in  everything,"  was  a  hammer  with  which  Sjlvie  bat- 
tered the  head  and  also  the  heart  of  the  poor  girl 
incessantly. 

To  Pierrette's  great  astonishment  Sylvie  sent  her  to 
dress  in  her  best  clothes  after  dinner.  The  liveliest 
imagination  is  never  up  to  the  level  of  the  activity 
which  suspicion  excites  in  the  mind  of  an  old  maid. 
In  this  particular  case,  this  particular  old  maid  carried 
the  day  against  politicians,  lawyers,  notaries,  and  all 
other  self-interests.  .  Sylvie  determined  to  consult  Vinet, 
after  examining  herself  into  all  the  suspicious  circum- 
stances. She  kept  Pierrette  close  to  her,  so  as  to  find 
out  from  the  girl's  face  whether  the  colonel  had  told 
her  the  truth. 

On  this  particular  evening  the  Chargeboeuf  ladies 
were  the  first  to  arrive.  Bathilde,  by  Vinet's  advice, 
had  become   more   elaborate   in   her  dress.     She  now 
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wore  a  charming  gown  of  blue  velveteen,  with  the 
same  transparent  fichu,  garnet  pendants  in  her  ears, 
her  hair  in  ringlets,  the  -wWy  jeannette  round  her  throat, 
black  satin  slippers,  gray  silk  stockings,  and  gants  de 
SuMe ;  add  to  these  things  the  manners  of  a  queen 
and  the  coquetr}'  of  a  j'oung  girl  determined  to  cap- 
ture Rogron.  Her  mother,  calm  and  dignified,  re- 
tained, as  did  her  daughter,  a  certain  aristocratic 
insolence,  with  which  the  two  women  hedged  themselves 
and  preserved  the  spirit  of  their  caste.  Batliildc  was  a 
woman  of  intelligence,  a  fact  which  Vinet  alone  had 
discovered  during  the  two  months'  stay  the  ladies  had 
made  at  his  house.  When  he  had  fully  fathomed  the 
mind  of  the  girl,  wounded  and  disappointed  as  it  was 
by  the  fruitlessness  of  her  beauty  and  her  j-outh,  and 
enlightened  by  the  contempt  she  felt  for  the  men  of  a 
period  in  which  money  was  the  only  idol,  Vinet,  him- 
self surprised,  exclaimed,  — 

"If  I  could  only  have  married  you,  Bathilde,  I 
should  to-day  be  Keeper  of  the  Seals.  I  should  call 
myself  Vinet  de  Chargebceuf,  and  take  my  seat  as 
deputy  of  the  Right." 

Bathilde  had  no  vulgar  idea  in  her  marriage  inten- 
tions. She  did  not  marry  to  be  a  mother,  nor  to  pos- 
sess a  husband ;  she  married  for  freedom,  to  gain  a 
responsible  position,  to  be  called  "  madame,"  and  to 
act  as  men  act.     Rogron  was  nothing  but  a  name  to 
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her  ;  she  expected  to  make  something  of  the  tool,  —  a 
votiug  deputy,  for  instance,  whose -instigator  she  would 
be ;  moreover  she  longed  to  avenge  herself  on  her 
familj',  who  had  taken  no  notice  of  a  girl  without 
money.  Vinet  had  much  enlarged  and  strengthened 
her  ideas  'by  admiring  and  approving  them. 

■  My  dear  Bathilde,"  he  said,  while  explaining  to 
her  the  influence  of  women,  and  showing  her  the  sphere 
of  action  in  which  she  ought  to  work,  "  do  you  sup- 
pose that  Tiphaine,  a  man  of  the  most  ordinary  ca- 
pacitj-,  could  ever  get  to  be  a  judge  of  the  Royal  court 
in  Paris  by  himself  ?  Xo,  it  is  ^ladame  Tiphaine  who 
has  got  him  elected  deputy,  and  it  is  she  who  wiU  push 
him  when  they  get  to  Paris.  Her  mother,  Madame 
Roguin,  is  a  shrew'd  woman,  who  does  what  she  likes 
with  the  famous  banker  du  Tillet,  a  crony  of  Nucin- 
gen,  and  both  of  them  allies  of  the  Kellers.  The 
administration  is  on  the  best  of  terms  with  those 
lynxes  of  the  bank.  There  is  no  reason  why  Tiphaine 
should  not  be  judge,  through  his  wife,  of  a  Royal 
court.  Marry  Rogron  ;  we  '11  have  him  elected  deput^- 
from  Provins  as  soon  as  I  gain  another  precinct  in  the 
Seine-et-Marne.  You  can  then  get  him  a  place  as 
receiver-general,  where  he  '11  have  nothing  to  do  but 
sign  his  name.  We  shaU  belong  to  the  opposition  if 
the  Liberals  triumph,  but  if  the  Bourbons  remain  — 
ah !    then   we   shall   lean   gentlj',   gently   towards   the 
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centre.  Besides,  you  must  remember  Eogron  can't 
live  forever,  and  tlien  you  can  marry  a  titled  man. 
In  short,  put  yourself  in  a  good  position,  and  the 
Chargeboeufs  will  be  ready  enough  to  serve  us.  Your 
poverty  has  no  doubt  taught  you,  as  mine  did  me,  to 
know  what  men  are  worth.  We  must  make  use  of 
them  as  we  do  of  post-horses.  A  man,  or  a  woman, 
will  take  us  along  to  such  or  such  a  distance." 

Vinet  ended  by  making  Bathilde  a  small  edition  of 
Catherine  de  Medicis.  He  left  his  wife  at  home,  re- 
joiced to  be  alone  with  her  two  cbildreji,  while  he 
went  every  night  to  the  Rogrons'  with  Madame  and 
Mademoiselle  de  Chargeboeuf.  He  arrived  there  in  all 
the  glory  of  better  circumstances.  His  spectacles  were 
of  gold,  his  waistcoat  silk ;  a  white  cravat,  black 
trousers,  thin  boots,  a  black  coat  made  in  Paris,  and 
a  gold  watch  and  chain,  made  up  his  aiDparel.  In 
place  of  the  former  Vinet,  pale  and  thin,  snarling  and 
gloomy,  the  present  Vinet  bore  himself  with  the  air 
and  manner  of  a  man  of  importance ;  he  marched 
boldly  forward,  certain  of  success,  with  that  peculiar 
show  of  security  which  belongs  to  lawyers  who  know 
the  hidden  places  of  the  law.  His  sly  little  head  was 
well-brushed,  his  chin  well  shaved,  which  gave  him  a 
mincing  though  frigid  look,  that  made  him  seem  agree- 
able in  the  style  of  Robespierre.  Certainly  he  would 
make    a  fine  attorney-general,    endowed  with   elastic, 
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mischievous,  and  even  murderous  eloquence,  or  au  orator 
of  the  shrewd  t^-pe  of  Benjamin  Constant.  The  bitter- 
ness and  the  hatred  which  formerlj-  actuated  him  had 
now  turned  into  soft-spoken  perfidy ;  the  poison  was 
transformed  into  anodyne. 

"Good-evening,  mjdear;  how  are  you?"  said  Ma- 
dame de  Chargebceuf,  greeting  Sjlvie. 

Bathilde  went  straight  to  the  fireplace,  took  off  her 
bonnet,  looked  at  herself  in  the  glass,  and  placed  her 
pretty  foot  on  the  fender  that  Rogron  might  admire  it. 

"What  is  the  matter  with  3'ou?"  she  said  to  him, 
looking  directly  in  his  face.  "You  have  not  bowed 
to  me.  Pray  whj-  should  we  put  on  our  best  velvet 
gowns  to  please  you?" 

She  pushed  past  Pierrette  to  lay  down  her  hat, 
which  the  latter  took  from  her  hand,  and  which  she  let 
her  take  exactly  as  though  she  were  a  servant.  Men 
are  supposed  to  be  ferocious,  and  tigers  too ;  but 
neither  tigers,  vipers,  diplomatists,  law3'ers,  execu- 
tioners or  kings  ever  approach,  in  their  greatest  atroci- 
ties, the  gentle  crueltj',  the  poisoned  sweetness,  the 
savage  disdain  of  one  3'oung  woman  for  another,  when 
she  thinks  herself  superior  in  birth,  or  fortune,  or 
grace,  and  some  question  of  marriage,  or  precedence, 
or  any  of  the  feminine  rivalries,  is  raised.  The  "  Thank 
j'ou,  mademoiselle,"  which  Bathilde  said  to  Pierrette 
was  a  poem  in  many  strophes.     She  was  named  Ba- 
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thilde,  and  the  other  Pierrette.  She  was  a  Chargeboeuf, 
the  other  a  Lorrain.  Pierrette  was  small  and  weak, 
Bathilde  was  tall  and  full  of  life.  Pierrette  was  living 
on  charity,  Bathilde  and  her  mother  Wxcd  on  their 
means.  Pierrette  wore  a  stuff  gown  with  a  chemisette, 
Bathilde  made  the  velvet  of  hers  undulate.  Bathilde 
had  the  finest  shoulders  in  the  department,  and  the 
arm  of  a  queen ;  Pierrette's  shoulder-blades  were  skin 
and  bone.  Pierrette  was  Cinderella,  Bathilde  was  the 
fairy.  Bathilde  was  about  to  marry,  Pierrette  was  to 
die  a  maid.  Bathilde  was  adored,  Pierrette  was  loved 
by  none.  Bathilde's  hair  was  ravishingly  dressed,  she 
had  so  much  taste ;  Pierrette's  was  hidden  beneath  her 
Breton  cap,  and  she  knew  nothing  of  the  fashions. 
Moral,  Bathilde  was  everything,  Pierrette  nothing. 
The  proud  little  Breton  girl  understood  this  tragic 
poem. 

"  Good-evening,  little  girl,"  said  Madame  de  Charge- 
boeuf, from  the  height  of  her  condescending  grandeur, 
and  in  the  tone  of  voice  which  her  pinched  nose  gave 
her. 

Vinet  put  the  last  touch  to  this  sort  of  insult  by  look- 
ing fixedly  at  Pierrette  and  saying,  in  three  ke3's, 
"Oh!  oh!  oh!  how  fine  we  are  to-night,  Pierrette!" 

"  Fine  !  '*  said  the  poor  child  ;  "  you  should  say  that 
to  Mademoiselle  de  Chargeboeuf,  not  to  me." 

"  Oh  !  she  is  always  beautifully  dressed,"  replied  the 
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lawyer.  "Isn't  she,  Rogron?''  he  added,  turning  to 
the  master  of  the  house,  and  grasping  his  hand. 

"Yes,"  said  Rogron. 

"  Whj-  do  5'ou  force  him  to  saj'  what  he  does  not 
think?"  said  Bathilde ;  "nothing  about  me  pleases 
him.  Isn't  that  true?"  she  added,  going  up  to  Ro- 
gron and  standing  before  him.  "  Look  at  me,  and  say 
if  it  is  n't  true. " 

Rogron  looked  at  her  from  head  to  foot,  and  gentlj' 
closed  his  eyes  like  a  cat  whose  head  is  being  scratched. 

"  You  are  too  beautiful/'  he  said ;  "  too  dangerous." 

"Why?" 

Rogron  looked  at  the  fire  and  was  silent.  Just  then 
Mademoiselle  Habert  entered  the  room,  followed  by 
the  colonel. 

Celeste  Habert,  who  had  now  become  the  common 
enemj',  could  onl3-  reckon  Sylvia  on  her  side ;  never- 
theless, everj'bodj'  present  showed  her  the  more  civilitj- 
and  amiable  attention  because  each  was  undermining 
her.  Her  brother,  though  no  longer  able  to  be  on  the 
scene  of  action,  was  well  aware  of  what  was  going  on, 
and  as  soon  as  he  perceived  that  his  sister's  hopes  were 
killed  he  became  an  implacable  and  terrible  antagonist 
to  the  Rogrons. 

Every  one  will  immediately  picture  to  themselves 
Mademoiselle  Habert  when  they  know  that  if  she  had 
not  kept  an   institution   for  young  ladies  she  would 
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still  have  had  the  air  of  a  school-mistress.  School- 
mistresses have  a  way  of  their  own  in  putting  on  their 
caps.  Just  as  old  Englishwomen  have  acquired  a 
monopoly  in  turbans,  schoolmistresses  have  a  monopoly 
of  these  caps.  Flowers  nod  above  the  frame-work, 
flowers  that  are  more  than  artificial ;  lying  by  in 
closets  for  years  the  cap  is  both  new  and  old,  even 
on  the  day  it  is  first  worn.  These  spinsters  make  it  a 
point  of  honor  to  resemble  the  lay  figures  of  a  painter  ; 
they  sit  on  their  hips,  never  on  their  chairs.  When 
any  one  speaks  to  them  they  turn  their  whole  busts 
instead  of  simplj'  turning  their  heads ;  and  when  their 
gowns  creak  one  is  tempted  to  believe  that  the  mech- 
anism of  these  beings  is  out  of  order.  Mademoiselle 
Habert,  an  ideal  of  her  species,  had  a  stern  eye,  a 
grim  mouth,  and  beneath  her  wrinkled  chin  the  strings 
of  her  cap,  always  limp  and  faded,  floated  as  she  moved. 
Two  moles,  rather  large  and  brown,  adorned  that  chin, 
and  from  them  sprouted  hairs  which  she  allowed  to 
grow  rampant  like  clematis.  And  finallj',  to  complete 
her  portrait,  she  took  snuff,  and  took  it  ungracefully. 

The  company  went  to  work  at  their  boston.  Made- 
moiselle Habert  sat  opposite  to  Sylvle,  with  the  colonel 
at  her  side  opposite  to  Madame  de  Chargebceuf. 
Bathilde  was  near  her  mother  and  Rogron.  Sylvie 
placed  Pierrette  between  herself  and  the  colonel; 
Rogron  had  set  out  a  second  card-table,  in  case  other 
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company  arrived.  Two  lamps  were  on  the  chimney- 
piece  between  the  candelabra  and  the  clock,  and  the 
tables  were  lighted  by  candles  at  forty  sous  a  pound, 
paid  for  hy  the  price  of  the  cards. 

''  Come,  Pierrette,  take  your  work,  mj'  dear,''  said 
Sylvie,  with  treacherous  softness,  noticing  that  the  girl 
was  watching  the  colonel's  game. 

She  usuallj-  affected  to  treat  Pierrette  well  before 
company'.  This  deception  irritated  the  honest  Bre- 
ton girl,  and  made  her  despise  her  cousin.  Slie 
took  her  embvoiderj',  but  as  she  drew  her  stitches  she 
still  watched  Gouraud's  play.  Gouraud  behaved  as 
if  he  did  not  know  the.gii'l  was  near  him.  Sylvie 
noticed  this  apparent  indifference  and  thought  it  "ex- 
tremely suspicious.  Presently  she  undertook  a  grande 
misere  in  hearts,  the  pool  being  full  of  counters, 
besides  containing  twentj-seven  sous.  The  rest  of  tlie 
company  had  now  arrived  ;  among  them  the  deputy- 
judge  Desfondrilles,  who  for  the  last  two  months  had 
abandoned  the  Tiphaine  partj'  and  connected  himself 
more  or  less  with  the  Vinets.  He  was  standing  before 
the  chimne3--piece,  with  his  back  to  the  fire  and  the 
tails  of  his  coat  over  his  arms,  looking  round  the  fine 
salon  of  which  Mademoiselle  de  Chargeboeuf  was  the 
shining  ornament ;  for  it  really  seemed  as  if  all  the 
reds  of  its  decoration  had  been  made  expresslj^  to 
enhance  her  style  of  beauty.    Silence  reigned  ;  Pierrette 
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was  watching  the  game,  Sylvie's  attention  was  dis- 
tracted from  her  by  the  interest  of  the  grande  tnisere. 

"Play  that,"  said  Pierrette  to  the  colonel,  pointing 
to  a  heart  in  his  hand. 

The  colonel  began  a  sequence  in  hearts  ;  the  hearts 
all  lay  between  himself  and  Sylvie  ;  the  colonel  won 
her  ace,  though  it  was  protected  by  five  small  hearts. 

"That's  not  fair !"  she  cried.  "Pierrette  saw  my 
hand,  and  the  colonel  took  her  advice." 

"But,  mademoiselle,"  said  Celeste,  "it  was  the 
colonel's  game  to  plaj'  hearts  after  you  began  them." 

The  scene  made  Monsieur  Desfondrilles  smile ;  his 
was  a  keen  mind,  which  found  much  amusement  in 
watching  the  play  of  all  the  self-interests  in  Provins. 

"Yes,  it  was  certainly  the  colonel's  game,"  said 
Cournant  the  notary,  not  knowing  what  the  question 
was. 

Sylvie  threw  a  look  at  Mademoiselle  Habert,  —  one 
of  those  glances  that  pass  from  old  maid  to  old  maid, 
feline  and  cruel. 

"Pierrette,  you  did  see  my  hand,"  said  Sylvie  fixing 
her  eyes  on  the  girl. 

"  No,  cousin." 

"  I  was  looking  at  you  all,"  said  the  deputy-judge, 
"  and  I  can  swear  that  Pierrette  saw  no  one's  hand  but 
the  colonel's." 

"  Pooh  I  "  said  Gouraud,  alarmed,  "  little  girls  know 
how  to  slide  their  eyes  into  everything." 
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"  Ah  !  "  exclaimed  Sylvie. 

"Yes,"  continued  Gouraud.  "T  dare  say  she 
looked  into  your  hand  to  play  you  a  trick.  Did  n't 
you,  little  one?  " 

"  No,"  said  the  truthful  Breton,  "  I  would  n't  do 
such  a  thing ;  if  I  had,  it  would  have  been  in  my 
cousin's  interests." 

"You  know  you  are  a  story-teller  and  a  little  fool," 
cried  Sylvie.  "  After  what  happened  this  morning  do 
j'ou  suppose  I  can  believe  a  word  j'ou  say  ?  You  are 
a  —  " 

Pierrette  did  not  wait  for  Sylvie  to  finish  her  sen- 
tence ;  foreseeing  a  torrent  of  insults,  she  rushed  awaj' 
without  a  light  and  ran  to  her  room.  Sj'h'ie  turned 
white  with  anger  and  muttered  between  her  teeth, 
"She  shall  pay  for  this!" 

"Shall  j-ou  pay  for  the  misire?"  said  Madame  de 
ChargebcEuf. 

As  she  spoke  Pierrette  struck  her  head  against  the 
door  of  the  passage  which  some  one  had  left  open. 

"  Good  !  I'm  glad  of  it,"  cried  Sylvie,  as  thej-  heard 
the  blow. 

"  She  must  be  hurt,"  said  Desfondrilles. 

"  She  deserves  it,"  replied  Sylvie. 

"  It  was  a  bad  blow,"  said  Mademoiselle  Habert. 

Sylvie  thought  she  might  escape  paj'ing  her  misere  if 
she  went  to  see  after  Pierrette  ;  but  Madame  de  Charge- 
boeuf  stopped  her. 
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"  Pay  us  first,"  she  said,  laugliing  ;  "you  will  forget 
it  when  you  come  back." 

The  remarlc,  based  on  the  old  maid's  trickery  and 
her  bad  faith  in  paying  her  debts  at  cards  was  approved 
b3'  the  others.  Sylvie  sat  down  and  thought  no  more 
of  Pierrette,  —  an  indifference  which  surprised  no  one. 
When  the  game  was  over,  about  half  past  nine  o'clock, 
she  flung  herself  into  an  easy  chair  at  the  corner  of  the 
fiieplace  and  did  not  even  rise  as  her  guests  departed. 
The  colonel  was  torturing  her ;  she  did  not  know  what 
to  think  of  him. 

"  Men  are  so  false !  "  she  cried,  as  she  went  to  bed. 

Pierrette  had  given  herself  a  frightful  blow  on  the 
head,  just  above  the  ear,  at  the  spot  where  young  girls 
part  their  hair  when  .they  put  their  "front  hair"  in 
curlpapers.     The  next  da}-  there  was  a  large  swelling. 

"  God  has  punished  you,"  said  Sylvie  at  the  break- 
fast table.  "  You  disobeyed  me  ;  j'ou  treated  me  with 
disrespect  in  leaving  the  room  before  I  had  finished  my 
sentence  ;  you  got  what  you  deserved." 

"  Nevertheless,"  said  Kogron,  "  she  ought  to  put  on 
a  compress  of  salt  and  water." 

"  Oh,  it  is  nothing  at  all,  cousin.,"  said  Pierrette. 

The  poor  child  had  reached  a  point  when  even  such 
a  remark  seemed  to  her  a  pi  jof  of  kindness. 

11 
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VIII. 

THE   LOVES    OF    JACQUES    AND   PIERRETTE. 

The  week  ended  as  it  had  begun,  in  continual  tor- 
ture. S3"lvie  grew  ingenious,  and  found  refinements  of 
tvrannj'  with  almost  savage  cruelty  ;  the  red  Indians 
might  have  taken  a  lesson  from  her.  Pierrette  dared 
not  complain  of  her  vague  sufferings,  nor  of  the  actual 
pains  she  now  felt  in  her  head.  The  origin  of  lier 
cousin's  present  auger  was  the  non-revelation  of  Bri- 
gaut's  arrival.  "With  Breton  obstinacj'  Pierrette  was  de- 
termined to  keep  silence,  —  a  resolution  that  is  perfectly 
explicable.  It  is  easy  to  see  how  her  thoughts  turned 
to  Brigaut,  fearing  some  danger  for  him  if  he  were  dis- 
covered, yet  instinctively  longing  to  have  him  near  her, 
and  happ3'  in  knowing  he  was  in  Provins.  What  joy 
to  have  seen  him !  That  single  glimpse  was  like  the 
look  an  exile  casts  upon  his  country,  or  the  martyr  lifts 
to  heaven,  where  his  eyes,  gifted  with  second-sight, 
can  enter  while  flames  consume  his  body. 

Pierrette's  glance  had  been  so  thoi'oughly  understood 
by  the  major's  son  that,  as  he  planed  his  planks  or 
opened  his  compass  or  took  his  measures  or  joined  his 
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wood,  he  was  working  his  brains  to  find  out  some  wa^' 
of  communicating  with  her.  He  ended  by  choosing  the 
simplest  of  all  schemes.  At  a  certain  hour  of  the 
night  Pierrette  must  lower  a  letter  bj-  a  string  from  her 
window.  In  the  midst  of  the  girl's  own  sufferings,  she 
too  was  sustained  b}-  the  hope  of  being  able  to  commu- 
nicate with  Brigaut.  The  same  desire  was  in  both 
hearts  ;  parted,  they  understood  each  other!  At  every 
shock  to  her  heart,  every  throb  of  pain  in  her  head, 
Pierrette  said  to  herself,  "Brigaut  is  here!"  and  that 
thought  enabled  her  to  live  without  complaint. 

One  morning  in  the  market,  Brigaut,  lying  in  wait, 
was  able  to  get  near  her.  Though  he  saw  her  tremble 
and  turn  pale,  like  an  autumn  leaf  about  to  flutter 
down,  he  did  not  lose  his  head,  but  quietly  bought 
fruit  of  the  market-woman  with  whom  Sylvie  was  bar- 
gaining. He  found  his  chance  of  slipping  a  note  to 
Pierrette,  all  the  while  joking  the  woman  with  the 
ease  of  a  man  accustomed  to  such  mancBuvres  ;  so  cool 
was  he  in  action,  though  the  blood  hummed  in  his 
ears  and  rushed  boiling  through  his  veins  and  arteries. 
He  had  the  firmness  of  a  galley-slave  without,  and 
the  shrinkings  of  innocence  within  him,  —  Hke  certain 
mothers  in  their  moments  of  mortal  trial,  when  held 
between  two  dangers,  two  catastrophes. 

Pierrette's  inward  commotion  was  like  Brigaut's.  She 
slipped  the  note  into  the  pocket  of  her  apron.     The 
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hectic  spots  upon  her  cheekbones  turned  to  a  cherrj-- 
scarlet.  These  two  children  went  through,  all  unknown 
to  themselves,  many  more  emotions  than  go  to  the 
make-up  of  a  dozen  ordiuarj'  loves.  This  moment  in 
the  market-place  left  in  their  souls  a  well-spring  of 
passionate  feeling.  Sjlvie,  who  did  not  recognize  the 
Breton  accent,  took  no  notice  of  Brigaut,  and  Pierrette 
went  home  safelj-  with  her  treasure. 

The  letters  of  these  two  poor  children  were  fated  to 
serve  as  documents  in  a  terrible  judicial  inquiry ; 
otherwise,  without  the  fatal  circumstances  that  occa- 
sioned that  inquiry,  thej-  would  never  have  been  heard 
of.  Here  is  the  one  which  Pierrette  read  that  night  in 
her  chamber :  — 

My  dear  Pierrette, — At  midnight,  when  everj'- 
body  is  asleep  but  me,  who  am  watching  you,  I  will 
come  every  night  under  your  window.  Let  down  a 
string  long  enough  to  reach  me ;  it  will  not-  make  an}- 
noise ;  j'ou  must  fasten  to  the  end  of  it  whatever  you 
write  to  me.  I  will  tie  my  letter  in  the  same  way.  I 
hear  theij  have  taught  j'ou  to  read  and  write,  —  those 
wicked  relations  who  were  to  do  you  good,  and  have 
done  j-ou  so  much  harm.  You,  Pierrette,  the  daughter 
of  a  colonel  who  died  for  France,  reduced  by  those 
monsters  to  be  their  servant !  That  is  where  all 
your  pretty   color  and   your   health   have   gone.     My 
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Pierrette,  what  has  become  of  her?  what  have  thej' 
done  with  her.  I  see  plainlj^  you  are  not  the  same, 
not  happy.  Oh  !  Pierrette,  let  us  go  back  to  Brittany-. 
I  can  earn  enough  now  to  give  you  what  you  need  ;  for 
you  5'ourself  can  earn  three  francs  a  day  and  I  can 
earn  four  or  five  ;  and  thirty  sous  is  all  I  want  to  live 
on.  Ah !  Pierrette,  how  I  have  prayed  the  good  God 
for  j'ou  ever  since  I  came  here  !  I  have  asked  him  to 
give  me  all  your  sufferings,  and  you  all  pleasures. 
Whj'  do  J'OU  stay  with  them  ?  why  do  they  keep  you  ? 
Your  grandmother  is  more  to  you  than  they.  They  are 
vipers  ;  they  have  taken  your  gayety  away  from  you. 
You  do  not  even  walk  as  you  once  did  in  Brittan}-. 
Let  us  go  back.  I  am  here  to  serve  you,  to  do  3'our 
will ;  tell  me  what  j'Ou  wish.  If  3'ou  need  money  I 
have  a  hundred  and  fifty  francs  ;  I  can  send  them  up 
by  the  string,  though  I  would  like  to  kiss  your  dear 
hands  and  lay  the  money  in  them.  Ah,  dear  Pierrette, 
it  is  a  long  time  now  that  the  blue  sky  has  been  over- 
cast for  me.  I  have  not  had  two  hours'  happiness  since 
I  put  )ou  into  that  diligence  of  evil.  And  when  I  saw 
3'OU  the  other  morning,  looking  like  a  shadow,  I  could 
not  reach  you ;  that  hag  of  a  cousin  came  between  us. 
But  at  least  we  can  have  the  consolation  of  praying  to 
God  together  every  Sunday  in  church ;  perhaps  he  will 
hear  ufs  all  the  more  when  we  pray  ;together. 
Not  good-b}',  njy  dear,  Pierrette,  but  to-night." 
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This  letter  so  affected  Pierrette  that  she  sat  for  more 
than  an  hour  reading  and  re-reading  and  gazing  at  it. 
Then  she  remembered  with  anguish  that  she  had  noth- 
ing to  write  with.  She  summoned  courage  to  make 
the  difficult  journej'  from  her  garret  to  the  dining-room, 
where  she  obtained  pen,  paper,  and  ink,  and  returned 
safely  without  waking  her  terrible  cousin.  A  few 
minutes  before  midnight  she  had  finished  the  following 
letter  :  — 

Mr  Friend, — Oh!  yes,  my  friend;  for  there  is  no 
one  but  you,  Jacques,  and  mj-  grandmother  to  love 
me.  God  forgive  me,  but  jou  are  the  onlj'  two  persons 
whom  I  love,  both  alike,  neither  more  nor  less.  I  was 
too  little  to  know  my  dear  mamma ;  but  you,  Jacques, 
and  my  grandmother,  and  my  grandfather,  —  God  grant 
him  heaven,  for  he  suffered  much  from  his  ruin,  which 
was  mine,  — but  3-ou  two  who  are  left,  I  love  30U  both, 
unhapp}-  as  I  am.  Indeed,  to  know  how  much  I  love 
you,  you  will  have  to  know  how  much  I  suffer ;  but 
I  don't  wish  that,  it  would  grieve  you  too  much.  They 
speak  to  me  as  we  would  not  speak  to  a  dog ;  they 
treat  me  like  the  worst  of  girls  ;  and  jet  I  do  examine 
myself  before  God,  and  I  cannot  find  that  I  do  wrong 
by  them.  Before  you  sang  to  me  the  marriage  song  I 
saw  the  mercy^  of  God  in  my  suflTerings ;  for  I  had 
prayed  to  him  to  take  me  from  the  world,  and  I  felt  so 
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ill  I  said  to  myself,  "  God  hears  me  !  "  But,  Jacques, 
now  you  are  here,  I  want  to  live  and  go  back  to  Brit- 
tany, to  my  grandmamma  who  loves  me,  though  they 
say  she  stole  eight  thousand  francs  of  mine.  Jacques, 
is  that  so?  If  they  are  mine  could  you  get  them  !  But 
it  is  not  true,  for  if  mj-  grandmother  had  eight  thou- 
sand francs  she  would  not  live  at  Saint-Jacques. 

I  don't  want  to  trouble  her  last  days,  my  kind,  good 
grandmamma,  with  the  knowledge  of  my  troubles  ;  she 
might  die  of  it.  Ah !  if  she  knew  they  made  her 
grandchild  scrub  the  pots  and  pans,  —  she  who  used  to 
say  to  me,  when  I  wanted  to  help  her  after  her  troubles, 
"Don't  touch  that,  my  darling;  leave  it  —  leave  it  — 
you  will  spoil  j'our  pretty  fingers.''  Ah !  my  hands- 
are  never  clean  now.  Sometimes  I  can  hardlj'  carry 
the  basket  home  from  market,  it  cuts  mj'  arm.  Still  I 
don't  think  my  cousins  mean  to  be  cruel ;  but  it  is  their 
way  always  to  scold,  and  it  seems  that  I  have  no  right 
to  leave  them.  My  cousin  Rogron  is  my  guardian. 
One  daj'  when  I  wanted  to  run  awaj'  because  I  could 
not  bear  it,  and  told  them  so,  my  cousin  Sylvie  said  the 
gendarmes  would  go  after  me,  for  the  law  was  my  mas- 
ter. Oh !  I  know  now  that  cousins  cannot  take  the 
place  of  father  or  mother,  anj'  more  than  the  saints  can 
take  the  place  of  God. 

My  poor  Jacques,  what  do  you  suppose  I  could  do 
with   your  money?     Keep  it  for  our , journej'.      Oh! 
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how  I  think  of  j'ou  and  Pen-Hoel,  and  the  big  pond,  — 
that's  where  we  had  our  onlj'  happ3'  days.  I  shall 
have  no  more,  for  I  feel  I  am  going  from  bad  to  worse. 
I  am  verj'  ill,  Jacques.  I  have  dreadful  pains  in  my 
head,  and  in  my  bones,  and  back,  which  kill  me,  and 
I  have  no  appetite  except  for  horrid  things,  —  roots  and 
leaves  and  such  things.  Sometimes  I  or}-,  when  I  am 
all  alone,  for  they  won't  let  me  do  anything  I  like  if 
the}'  know  it,  not  even  cry.  I  have  to  hide  to  offer  my 
tears  to  Him  to  whom  we  owe  the  mercies  which  we 
call  afflictions.  It  must  have  been  He  who  gave  30U 
the  blessed  thought  to  corhe  and  sing  the  marriage  song 
beneath  my  window.  Ah  !  Jacques,  ray  cousin  heard 
you,  and  she  said  I  had  a  lover.  If  you  wish  to  be  my 
lover,  love  me  well.  I  promise  to  love  jou  alwaj's, 
as  I  did  in  the  past,  and  to  be 

Your  faithful  servant, 

Pierrette  Lorrain. 
You  will  love  me  always,  won't  you? 

She  had  brought  a  crust  of  bread  from  the  kitchen,  in 
which  she  now  made  a  hole  for  the  letter,  and  fastened 
it  like  a  weight  to  her  string.  At  midnight,  having 
opened  her  -window  with:  extreme  caution,  she  lowered 
the  letter  with  the  crust,  which  made  no  noise  against 
either  the  wall  of  the  house  or  the  blinds.'  Presently 
she  felt  the  string  pulled  by  Brigaut,  who  broke  it  and 


Pierrette.  169 

then  crept  softly  away.  When  he  reached  the  middle 
of  the  square  she  could  see  him  indistinctly  by  the 
starlight ;  but  he  saw  her  quite  clearly  in  the  zone  of 
light  thrown  by  the  candle.  The  two  children  stood 
thus  for  over  an  hour,  Pierrette  making  him  signs  to  go, 
he  starting,  she  remaining,  he  coming  back  to  his  post, 
and  Pierrette  again  signing  that  he  must  leave  her. 
This  was  repeated  till  the  child  closed  her  window, 
went  to  bed,  and  blew  out  the  candle.  Once  in  bed 
she  fell  asleep,  happy  in  heart  though  suffering  in 
body,  —  she  had  Brigaut's  letter  under  her  pillow. 
She  slept  as  the  persecuted  sleep,  —  a  slumber  bright 
with  angels  ;  that  slumber  full  of  heavenly  arabesques, 
in  atmospheres  of  gold  and  lapis-lazuU,  perceived  and 
given  to  us  by  Raffaelle. 

The  moral  nature  had  such  empire  over  that  frail 
phj'siciil  nature  that  on  the  morrow  Pierrette  rose  light 
and  joj'ous  as  a  lark,  as  radiant  and  as  gaj'.  Such  a 
change  could  not  escape  the  vigilant  eye  of  her  cousin 
Sylvie,  who,  this  time,  instead  of  scolding  her,  set 
about  watching  her  with  the  scrutiny  of  a  magpie. 
"What  reason  is  there  for  such  happiness?"  was  a 
thought  of  jealous^',  not  of  tyranny.  If  the  colonel 
had  not  been  in  Sylvie's  mind  she  would  have  said  to 
Pierrette  as  formerly,  "  Pierrette,  you  are  very  noisj-, 
and  very  regardless  of  what  you  have  often  been  told." 
But  now  the  old  maid  resolved  to  spy  upon  her  as  only 
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old  maids  can  spy.  The  day  was  still  and  gloomy, 
like  the  weather  that  precedes  a  storm. 

"  You  don't  appear  to  be  ill  now,  mademoiselle,"  said 
Sj'lvie  at  dinner.  "  Did  n't  I  tell  you  she  put  it  all  on 
to  annoy  us?"  she  cried,  addressing  her  brother,  and 
not  waiting  for  Pierrette's  answer. 

"  On  the  contrary,  cousin,  I  have  a  sort  of  fever  —  " 

"Ferer!  what  fever?  You  are  as  gay  as  a  lark. 
Perhaps  30U  have  seen  some  one  again?" 

Pierrette  trembled  and  dropped  her  eyes  on  her 
plate. 

"  Tartufe  !  "  cried  Sylvie  ;  "  and  only  fourteen  years 
old  !  what  a  nature !  Do  you  mean  to  come  to  a  bad 
end?" 

"I  don't  know  what  j'ou  mean,"  said  Pierrette, 
raising  her  sweet  and  luminous  brown,  eyes  to  her 
cousin. 

"This  evening,"  said  Sj'lvie,  "you  are  to  stay  in 
the  dining-room  with  a  candle,  and  do  j'our  sewing. 
You  are  not  wanted  in  the  salon ;  I  sha'n't  have  you 
looking  into  my  hand  to  help  j'our  favorites." 

Pierrette  made  no  sign. 

"  Artful  creature  !  "  cried  Sylvie,  leaving  the  room. 

Rogron,  who  did  not  understand  his  sister's  anger, 
said  to  Pierrette:  "What  is  all  this  about?  Try  to 
please  your  cousin,  Pierrette ;  she  is  verj'  indulgent  to 
j'ou,  verj'  gentle,  and  if  you  put  her  out  of  temper  the 
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fault  is  certainly'  3'ours.  Wh^i  do  you  squabble  so? 
For  m}-  part  I  like  to  live  in  peace.  Look  at  Mademoi- 
selle Batbilde  and  take  pattern  bj'  her.'' 

Pierrette  felt  able  to  bear  everything.  Brigaut  would 
come  at  midnight  and  bring  her  an  answer,  and  that 
hope  was  the  viaticum  of  her  day.  But  she  was  using 
up  her  last  strength.  She  did  not  go  to  bed,  and  stood 
waiting  for  the  hour  to  strike.  At  last  midnight 
sounded  ;  softly  she  opened  the  window  ;  this  time  she 
used  a  string  made  by  tying  bits  of  twine  together. 
She  had  heard  Brigaut's  step,  and  on  drawing  up  the 
cord  she  found  the  following  letter,  which  filled  her 
with  joy :  — 

My  dear  Pierrette,  —  As  you  are  so  ill  you  must 
not  tire  yourself  b}'  waiting  for  me.  You  will  hear  me 
if  I  cry  like  an  owl.  Happily  my  father  taught  me  to 
imitate  their  note.  So  when  you  hear  the  cr^-  three 
times  you  will  know  I  am  there,  and  then  you  must  let 
down  the  cord.  But  I  shall  not  come  again  for  some 
days.     1  hope  then  to  bring  3'ou  good  news. 

Oh  !  Pierrette,  don't  talk  of  dying !  Pierrette,  don't 
think  such  things !  All  my  heart  shook,  I  felt  as 
though  I  were  dead  myself  at  the  mere  idea.  No,  ray 
Pierrette,  you  must  not  die  ;  you  will  live  happy,  and 
soon  you  shall  be  delivered  from  your  persecutors.  If 
I  do  not  succeed  in  what  I  am  undertaking  for  your 
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rescue,  I  shall  appeal  to  the  law,  and  I  shall  speak  out 
before  heaven  and  earth  and  tell  how  your  wicked 
relations  are  treating  j-ou.  I  am  certain  that  j'ou  have 
not  many  more  daj-s  to  suffer ;  have  patience,  my 
Pierrette !  Jacques  is  watching  over  30U  as  in  the 
old  days  when  we  slid  on  the  pond  and  I  pulled  you  but 
of  the  hole  in  which  we  were  nearly  drowned  together. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Pierrette  ;  in  a  few  days,  if  God 
wills,  we  shall  be  happj'.  Alas,  I  dare  not  tell  j'ou  the 
only  thing  that  may  hinder  our  meeting.  But  God 
loves  us !  In  a  few  days  I  shall  see  my  dear  Pierrette 
at  liberty,  without  troubles,  without  any  one  to  hinder 
my  looking  at  j'Ou  —  for,  ah  !  Pierrette,  I  hunger  .to  see 
3'ou  —  Pierrette,  Pierrette,  who  deigns  to  love  me  and 
to  tell  me  so.  Yes,  Pierrette,  I  will  be  your  lover 
when  I  have  earned  the  fortune  you  deserve  ;  till  then 
I  will  be  to  you  only  a  devoted  servant  whose  life  is 
yours  to  do  what  you  please  with  it.     Adieu. 

Jacques  Brigaut. 

Here  is  a  letter  of  which  the  major's  son  said  nothing 
to  Pierrette.      He   wrote   it    to   Madame    Lorrain   at 

Nantes :  — 

Madame  Lorrain,  —  Your  granddaughter  will  die, 
worn-out  with  ill-treatment,  if  you  do  not  come  to  fetch 
her.     I  could  scarcely  recognize  her ;  and  to  show  you 
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the  state  of  things  I  inclose  a  letter  I  have  received 
from  Pierrette.  Yon  are  thought  here  to  have  taken 
the  money  of  your  granddaughter,  and  j-ou  ought  to 
justify  j-ourself.  If  yon  can,  come  at  once.  We  may 
still  bo  happy  ;  but  if  you  delay  Pierrette  will  be  dead. 
I  am,  with  respect,  your  devoted  servant, 

Jacques  Bkigaut. 
At  Monsieur  Frappier's,  Cabinet-maker,  Grand'Rue,  Provins. 

Brigaut's  fear  was  that  the  grandmother  was  dead. 

Though  this  letter  of  the  youth  whom  in  her  inno- 
cence she  called  her  lover  was  almost  enigmatical  to 
Pierrette,  she  believed  in  it  with  all  her  virgin  faith. 
Her  heart  was  "filled  with  that  sensation  which  travellers 
in  the  desert  feel  when  they  see  from  afar  the  palm-tiees 
round  a  well.  In  a  few  daj's  her  niiser3'  would  end  — 
Jacques  said  so.  Siie  relied  on  this  promise  of  her 
childhood's  friend  ;  and  yet,  as  slie  laid  the  letter  be- 
side the  other,  a  dreadful  thought  came  to  her  in 
foreboding  words. 

"Poor  Jacques,"  she  said  to  herself,  "he  does  not 
liuow  the  hole  into  which  I  have  now  fallen  !  "• 

Sylvie  had  heard  Pierrette,  and  slie  had  also  heard 
Brigaut  under  her  window.  She  jumped  out  of  bed  and 
rushed  to  the  window  to  look  through  the  blinds  into 
the  square  and  there  she  saw,  in  the  moonlight,  a  man 
hurrying  in   the   direction   of  the   colonel's   house,  in 
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front  of  whicli  Brigaut  happened  to  stop.  The  old 
maid  gentlj'  opened  her  door,  went  upstairs,  was 
amazed  to  find  a  light  in  Pierrette's  room,  looked 
through  the  keyhole,  and  could  see  nothing. 

"  Pierrette,"  she  said,  "  are  30U  ill?" 

"No,  cousin,"  said  Pierrette,  surprised. 

"  Why  is  3-our  candle  burning  at  this  time  of  night? 
Open  the  door ;  I  must  know  what  this  means." 

Pierrette  went  to  the  door  bare-footed,  and  as  soon 
as  Sylvie  entered  the  room  she  saw  the  cord,  which 
Pierrette  had  forgotten  to  put  away,  not  dreaming  of 
a  surprise.     Sylvie  jumped  upon  it. 

"  What  is  that  for?  "  she  asked. 

"  iSTothing',  cousin.'' 

'•Nothing!"  she  cried.  "Always  lying;  you'll 
never  get  to  heaven  that  way.  Go  to  bed  ;  you  '11  take 
cold." 

She  asked  no  more  questions  and  went  away,  leaving 
Pierrette  terrified  \>y  her  unusual  clemency.  Instead 
of  exploding  with  rage,  Sylvie  had  suddenly  deter- 
mined to  surprise  Pierrette  and  the  colonel  together, 
to  seize  their  letters  and  confound  the  two  lovers  who 
were  deceiving  her.  Pierrette,  inspired  by  a  sense  of 
danger,  sewed  the  letters  into  her  corset  and  covered 
them  with  calico. 

Here  end  the  loves  of  Pierrette  and  Brigaut. 

Pierrette  rejoiced  in  the  thought  that  Jacques  had 
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determined  to  hold  no  communication  with  her  for 
some  dajs,  because  her  cousin's  suspicions  would  be 
quieted  by  finding  nothing  to  feed  them.  Sylvia  did 
in  fact  spend  the  next  three  nights  on  her  legs,  and 
each  evening  in  watching  the  innocent  colonel,  without 
discovering  either  in  him  or  in  Pierrette,  or  in  the  house 
or  out  of  it,  anything  that  betrayed  their  understand- 
ing. She  sent  Pierrette  to  confession,  and  seized  that 
moment  to  search  the  child's  room,  with  the  method 
and  penetration  of  a  spy  or  a  custom-house  officer. 
She  found  nothing.  Her  fury  reached  the  apogee  of 
human  sentiments.  If  Pierrette  had  been  there  she 
would  certainly  have  struck  her  remorselessly.  To  a 
woman  of  her  temper,  jealous}'  was  less  a  sentiment 
than  an  occupation  ;  she  existed  in  it,  it  made  her 
heart  beat,  she  felt  emotions  hitherto  completely  un- 
known to  her ;  the  slightest  sound  or  movement  kept 
her  on  the  qui  vive  ;  she  watched  Pierrette  with  gloomy 
intentness. 

"  That  miserable  little  wretch  will  kill  me,"  she  said. 

Sylvie's  severitj'  to  her  cousin  reached  the  point  of 
refined  cruelt}^  and  made  the  deplorable  condition  of 
the  poor  girl  worse  daily.  She  had  fever  regularly, 
and  the  pains  in  her  head  became  intolerable.  Bj'  the 
end  of  the  week  even  the  visitors  at  the  house  noticed 
her  suffering  face,  which  would  have  touched  to  pity  all 
selfishness  less   cruel  than   theirs.     It  happened  that 
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"  Ah  !  "  exclaimed  Sj'lvie. 

"  If  it  had  not  been  for  the  embarrassments  this  vice 
has  brought  upon  him,  he  might  have  been  a  marshal 
of  France,"  continued  Vinet.  "  He  is  capable  of  run- 
ning through  j-our  propertj' ;  but  he  is  ver^-  astute  ;  jou 
cannot  be  sure  of  not  having  children,  and  j'ou  told  me 
j'ourself  the  risks  50U  feared.  No,  if  you  want  to 
many,  wait  till  I  am  in  the  Chamber  and  then  take 
that  old  Desfondrilles,  who  shall  be  made  chief  justice. 
If  }-ou  want  revenge  on  the  colonel  make  jour  brother 
marry  Mademoiselle  de  Chargeboeuf,  —  I  can  get  her 
consent ;  she  has  two  thousand  fiancs  a  year,  and  j'ou 
will  be  connected  with  the  de  ChargebcEufs  as  I  am. 
Recollect  what  I  tell  you,  the  ChargebcEufs  will  be  glad 
to  claim  us  for  cousins  some  day.'' 

"  Gouraud  loves  Pierrette."  was  Sylvia's  only 
answer. 

"  He  is  quite  capable  of  it,"  said  Vinet,  "  and  capable 
of  marrying  her  after  your  death." 

"  A  fine  calculation  !  "  she  said. 

"  I  tell  you  that  man  has  the  shrewdness  of  the 
devil.  Marrj'  your  brother  and  announce  that  you 
mean  to  remain  unmarried  and  will  leave  j-our  propertj' 
to  J-our  nephews  and  nieces.  That  will  strike  a  blow  at 
Gouraud  and  Pierrette  both !  and  you  '11  see  the  faces 
they  '11  make." 

"  Ah !  that 's  true,"  cried  the  old  maid,  "  I  can  serve 
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them  both  right.  She  shall  go  to  a  shop,  and  get 
nothing  from  me.  She  has  n't  a  sou  ;  let  her  do  as  we 
did,  —  work." 

Vinet  departed,  having  put  his  plan  into  Sj-lvie's 
head,  her  dogged  obstinacy  being  well-known  to  him. 
The  old  maid,  he  was  certain,  would  think  the  scheme 
her  own,  and  carry  it  out. 

The  lawyer  found  the  colonel  in  the  square,  smoking 
a  cigar  while  he  waited  for  him. 

"  Halt !  "  said  Gonraud  ;  "  you  have  pulled  me  down, 
but  stones  enough  came  with  me  to  bury  j'ou  —  " 

"Colonel!  —  " 

' '  Colonel  or  not,  I  shall  give  you  your  deserts. .  In 
the  first  place,  you  shall  not  be  deputy  —  " 

"Colonel!  —  " 

"I  control  ten  votes  and  the  election  depends 
on  —  " 

"  Colonel,  listen  to  me.  Is  there  no  one  to  marry 
but  that  old  Sylvie?  I  have  just  been  defending  j-ou 
to  her ;  you  are  accused  and  convicted  of  writing  to 
Pierrette ;  she  saw  you  leave  your  house  at  midnight 
and  come  to  the  girl's  window  —  " 

"  Stuff  and  nonsense  !  " 

"She  means  to  maiTy  her  brother  to  Bathilde  and 
leave  her  fortune  to  their  children." 

"  Eogron  won't  have  any." 

"Yes  he  will,"  replied  Vinet.     "But  I  promise  to 
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find  you  some  j'oung  and  agreeable  woman  with  a 
hundred  and  fiftj' thousand  francs  ?  Don't  be  a  fool; 
how  can  j-ou  and  I  afford  to  quarrel?  Things  have 
gone  against  j-ou  in  spite  of  all  my  care  ;  but  3-00  don't 
understand  me.'' 

"Then  we  must  understand  each  other,''  said  the 
colonel.  "Get  me  a  wife  with  a  hundred  and  fifty 
thousand  francs  before  the  elections  ;  if  not  —  look  out 
for  3'ourself !  I  don't  like  unpleasant  bed-fellows,  and 
30U  've  pulled  the  blankets  all  over  to  your  side.  Good- 
evening." 

"You  shall  see,"  said  Vinet,  grasping  the  colonel's 
hand  affectionatel}'. 

About  one  o'clock  that  night  three  clear,  sharp  cries 
of  an  owl,  wonderfully  well  imitated,  echoed  through  the 
square.  Pierrette  heard  them  in  her  feverish  sleep  ;  she 
jumped  up,  moist  with  perspiration,  opened  her  window, 
saw  Brigaut,  and  flung  down  a  ball  of  silk,  to  which  he 
fastened  a  letter.  Sylvie,  agitated  by  the  events  of 
the  daj-  and  her  own  indecision  of  mind,  was  not  asleep  ; 
she  heard  the  owl. 

"Ah,  bird  of  ill-omen!"  she  thought.  "  Whj", 
Pierrette  is  getting  up  !     What  is  she  after  ?  " 

Hearing  the  attic  window  open  softly,  Sj-lvie  rushed 
to  her  own  window  and  heard  the  rustle  of  paper 
against  her  blinds.     She   fastened  the  strings  of  her 
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bed-gown  and  went  quickly  upstairs  to  Pierrette's  room, 
where  she  found  the  poor  girl  unwinding  the  silk  and 
freeing  the  letter. 

"  Ha  !  I've  caught  you  !  "  cried  the  old  woman,  rush- 
ing to  the  window,  from  which  she  saw  Jacques  running 
at  full  speed.     "  Give  me  that  letter." 

"  No,  cousin,"  said  Pierrette,  who,  by  one  of  those 
strong  inspirations  of  youth  sustained  by  her  own  soul, 
rose  to  a  grandeur  of  resistance  such  as  we  admire  in 
the  history  of  certain  peoples  reduced  to  despair. 

"  Ha  !  5-ou  will  not?  "  cried  Sjlvie,  advancing  upon 
the  girl  with  a  face  full  of  hatred  and  fuiy. 

Pierrette  fell  back  to  get  time  to  put  her  letter  in  her 
hand,  which  she  clenched  with  unnatural  force.  Seeing 
this  manoeuvre  Sylvie  grasped  the  delicate  white  hand 
of  the  girl  in  her  lobster  claws  and  tried  to  open  it.  It 
was  a  frightful  struggle,  an  infamous  struggle ;  it  was 
more  than  a  physical  struggle  ;  it  assailed  the  mind ,  the 
sole  treasure  of  the  human  being,  the  thought,  which 
God  has  placed  beyond  all  earthly  power  and  guards 
as  the  secret  way  between  the  sufferer  and  Himself 
The  two  women,  one  dying,  the  other  in  the  vigor  of 
health,  looked  at  each  other  fixedly.  Pierrette's  eyes 
darted  on  her  executioner  the  look  the  famous  Templar 
on  the  rack  cast  upon  Philippe  le  Bel,  who  could  not 
bear -it  and  fled  tbunderstricken.  Sj'lvie,  a  woman  and 
a  jealous  woman,   answered  that  magnetic  look   with 
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malignant  flashes.  A  dreadful  silence  reigned.  The 
clenched  hand  of  the  Breton  girl  resisted  her  cousin's 
efforts  like  a  block  of  steel.  Syhie  twisted  Pierrette's 
arm,  she  tried  to  force  the  fingers  open  ;  unable  to  do 
so  she  stuck  her  nails  into  the  flesh.  At  last,  in  her 
madness,  she  set  her  teeth  into  tiie  wrist,  trj-ing  to 
conquer  the  girl  bj-  pain.  Pierrette  defied  her  still, 
with  that  same  terrible  glance  of  innocence.  Tlie 
anger  of  the  old  maid  grew  to  such  a  pitch  that  it 
became  blind  fur}-.  She  seized  Pierrette's  arm  and 
struck  the  closed  fist  upon  the  window-sill,  and  then 
upon  the  marble  of  the  mantelpiece,  as  we  crack  a  nut 
to  get  the  kernel. 

"Help!  help!"  cried  Pierrette,  "  thej'  are  murder- 
ing me ! " 

"  Ha  !  3'ou  niaj-  well  scream,  when  I  catch  j-ou  with 
a  lover  in  the  dead  of  night." 

And  she  beat  the  hand  pitilesslj'. 

"  Help  !  help  !  "  cried  Pierrette,  the  blood  flowing. 

At  that  instant  loud  knocks  were  heard  at  the  front 
door.     Exhausted,  the  two  women  paused  a  moment. 

Eogron,  awakened  and  uneasy,  not  knowing  what 
was  happening,  had  got  up,  gone  to  his  sister's  room, 
and  not  finding  her  was  frightened.  Hearing  the 
knocks  he  went  down,  unfastened  the  front  door,  and 
was  nearly  knocked  over  by  Brigaut,  followed  Jby  a 
sort  of  phantom. 
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At  this  moment  S}-lvie's  ej'es  chanced  to  fall  on 
Pierrette's  corsetj  and  she  remembered  the  papers. 
Releasing  the  girl's  wrist  she  sprang  upon  the  corset 
like  a  tiger  on  its  prey,  and  showed  it  to  Pierrette  with 
a  smile,  —  the  smile  of  an  Iroquois  over  his  victim 
before  he  scalps  him. 

"  I  am  djing,"  said  Pierrette,  falling  on  her  knees, 
"  oh,  who  will  save  me?  " 

"I!"  said  a  woman  with  white  hair  and  an  aged 
parchment  face,  in  which  two  gray  ej-es  glittered. 

"Ah!  graqdmother,  yon  have  come  too  late/'  cried 
the  poor  child,  bursting  into  tears. 

Pierrette  fell  upon  her  bed,  her  strength  all  gone, 
half-dead  with  the  exhaustion  which,  in  her  feeble  state, 
followed  so  violent  a  struggle.  The  tall  gray  woman 
took  her  in  her  arms,  as  a  nurse  lifts  a  child,  and  went 
out,  followed  by  Brigaut,  without  a  word  to  Sylvie,  on 
whom  she  cast  one  glance  of  majestic  accusation. 

The  apparition  of  that  august  old  woman,  in  her 
Breton  costume,  shrouded  in  her  coif  (a  sort  of  hooded 
mantle  of  black  cloth) ,  accompanied  by  Brigaut,  ap- 
palled Sylvie  ;  she  fancied  she  saw  death.  She  slowly 
went  down  the  Stairs,  listened  to  the  front  door  closing 
behind  them,  and  came  face  to  face  with  her  brother, 
who  exclaimed  :   "  Then  thej'  have  n't  killed  you?  " 

"  Go  to  bed,"  said  vSylvie.  "  To-morrow  we  will  see 
what  we  must  do." 
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She  went  back  to  her  own  bed,  ripped  open  the 
corset,  and  read  Brigaut's  two  letters,  which  confouuded 
her.  She  went  to  sleep  in  the  greatest  perplexity, — not 
imagining  the  terrible  results  to  which  her  conduct  was 
to  lead. 

The  letters  sent  b\-  Brigaut  to  old  Madame  Lorrain 
reached  her  in  a  moment  of  ineffable  jo}',  which  the 
perusal  of  them  troubled.  The  poor  old  woman  had 
grieved  deeph"  in  living  without  her  Pierrette  beside 
her,  but  she  had  consoled  her  loneliness  with  the 
thought  that  the  sacrifice  of  herself  was  in  the  interests 
of  her  grandchild.  She  was  blessed  with  one  of  those 
ever-young  -hearts  which  are  upheld  and  invigorated  by 
the  idea  of  sacrifice.  Her  old  husband,  whose  onlj- joy 
was  his  little  granddaughter,  had  grieved  for  Pierrette ; 
eA-ery  day  he  had  seemed  to  look  for  her.  It  was  an 
old  man's  grief,  — on  which  such  old  men  live,  of  which 
they  die. 

EveiT  one  can  now  imagine  the  happiness  which 
this  poor  old  woman,  living  in  a  sort  of  almshouse, 
felt  when  she  learned  of  a  generous  action,  rare  indeed 
but  not  impossible  in  France.  The  head  of  the  house 
of  Collinet,  whose  failui'e  in  1814  had  caused  the 
Lorraius  a  loss  of  twent3--four  thousand  francs,  had 
gone  to  America  with  his  children  after  his  disasters. 
He  had  too  high  a  courage  to  remain  a  ruined  man. 
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After  eleven  years  of  untold  effort  crowned  by  success 
he  returned  to  Nantes  to  recover  his  position,  leaving 
his  eldest  son  in  charge  of  his  transatlantic  house.  He 
found  Madame  Lorrain  of  Pen-Hoel  in  the  institution 
of  Saint-Jacques,  and  was  witness  of  the  resignation 
with  which  this  most  unfortunate  of  his  creditors  bore 
her  misery. 

"  God  forgive  you  !  "  said  the  old  woman,  "  since  j'ou 
give  me  on  the  borders  of  my  grave  the  means  of  se- 
curing the  happiness  of  my  dear  granddaughter ;  but 
alas  !  it  will  not  clear  the  debts  of  m}-  poor  husband  !  " 

Monsieur  Collinet  made  over  to  the  widow  both  the 
capital  and  the  accrued  interest,  amounting  to  about 
forty-two  thousand  francs.  His  other  creditors,  pros- 
perous, rich,  and  intelligent  merchants,  had  easily 
borne  their  losses,  whereas  the  misfortunes  of  the  Lor- 
rains  seemed  so  irremediable  to  old  Monsieur  Collinet 
that  he  promised  the  widow  to  pay  off  her  husband's 
debts,  to  the  amount  of  forty  thousand  francs  more. 
When  the  Bourse  of  Nantes  heard  of  this  generous  repa- 
ration they  wished  to  receive  Collinet  to  their  board  be- 
fore his  certificates  were  granted  l)y  the  Royal  court  at 
Rennes  ;  but  the  merchant  refused  the  honor,  prefer- 
ring to  submit  to  the  ordinary  commercial  rule. 

Madame  Lorrain  had  received  the  money  only  the 
day  before  the  post  brought  her  Brigaut's  letter,  in- 
closing that  of  Pierrette.     Her  first  thought  had  been, 
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as  she  signed  •  the  receipt :  • '  Now  I  can  live  with  my 
Pierrette  and  marry  her  to  that  good  Brigaut,  who  will 
make  a  fortune  with  my  money." 

Therefore  the  moment  she  had  read  the  fatal  letters 
she  made  instant  preparations  to  start  for  Provins. 
She  left  Nantes  that  night  b3'  the  mail ;  for  some  one 
had  explained  to  her  its  celerity-.  In  Paris  she  took  the 
diligence  for  Troyes,  which  passes  through  Piovius,  and 
by  half-past  eleven  at  night  she  readied  Frappiers, 
where  Brigaut,  shocked  at  her  despairing  looks,  told  her 
of  Pierrette's  state  and  promised  to  bring  the  poor  girl 
to  her  instantly.  His  words  so  terrified  the  grandmother 
that  she  could  not  control  her  impatience  and  followed 
him  to  the  square.  ^Mien  Pierrette  screamed,  the 
horror  of  that  cry  went  to  her  heart  as  sharply  as  it  did 
to  Brigaut's.  Together  they  would  have  roused  the 
neighborhood  if  Rogron,  in  his  terror,  had  not  opened 
the  door.  The  scream  of  the  joung  girl  at  baj  gave 
her  grandmother  the  sudden  strength  of  anger  with 
which  she  carried  her  dear  Pierrette  in  her  arms  to 
Frappier's  house,  whore  Madame  Frappier  hastily  ar- 
ranged Brigaut's  own  room  for  the  old  woman  and  her 
treasure.  In  that  poor  room,  on  a  bed  half-made,  the 
sufferer  was  deposited ;  and  there  she  fainted  away, 
holding  her  hand  still  clenched,  wounded,  bleeding, 
with  the  nails  deep  bedded  in  the  flesh.  Brigaut, 
Frappier,  his  wife,  and  the  old  woman  stood  looking  at 
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Pierrette  in  silence,  all  four  of  them  in  a  state  of  inde- 
scribable amazement. 

"  Why  is  her  hand  bloody?"  said  the  grandmother 
at  last. 

Pierrette,  overcome  by  the  sleep  which  follows  all 
abnormal  displays  of  strength,  and  dimly  conscious 
that  she  was  safe  from  violence,  gradually  unbent  her 
fingers.     Brigaut's  letter  fell  from  them  like  an  answer. 

"  The}'  tried  to  take  my  letter  from  her,"  said  Bri- 
gaut,  falling  on  his  knees  and  picking  up  the  lines  in 
which  he  had  told  his  little  friend  to  come  instantly 
and  softly  away  from  the  house.  He  kissed  with  pious 
love  the  martyr's  hand. 

It  was  a  sight  that  made  those  present  tremble  when 
they  saw  the  old  gray  woman,  a  sublime  spectre,  standing 
beside  her  grandchild's  pillow.  Terror  and  vengeance 
wrote  their  fierce  expressions  in  the  wrinkles  that 
lined  her  skin  of  yellow  ivory ;  her  forehead,  half 
hidden  by  the  straggling  meshes  of  her  gra}-  hair, 
expressed  a  solemn  anger.  She  read,  with  a  power  of 
intuition  given  to  the  aged  when  near  their  grave, 
Pierrette's  whole  life,  on  which  her  mind  had  dwelt 
throughout  her  journey.  She  divined  the  illness  of  her 
darling,  and  knew  that  she  was  threatened  with  death. 
Two  big  tears  painfully  rose  in  her  wan  gray  ej'es, 
from  which  her  troubles  had  worn  both  lashes  and 
eyebrows,  two  pearls  of  anguish,  forming  within  them 
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and  giving  tliera  a  dreadful  brightness  ;  tlien  each  tear 
swelled  and  rolled  down  the  withered  cheek,  but  did 
not  wet  it. 

"They  have  killed  her!  "  she  said  at  last,  clasping 
her  hands. 

She  fell  on  her  knees  which  struck  sharp  blows  on 
the  brick-laid  floor,  making  a  vow  no  doubt  to  Saint 
Anne  d'Auray,  the  most  powerful  of  the  madonnas  of 
Brittany. 

"  A  doctor  from  Paris,"  she  said  to  Brigaut.  "Go 
and  fetch  onfi,  Brigaut,  go  !  " 

She  took  him  b^^  the  shoulder  and  gave  him  a  des- 
potic push  to  send  him  from  the  room. 

"I  was  coming,  m_y  lad,  when  you  wrote  me;  I  am 
rich, — here,  take  this,"  she  cried,  recalling  him,  and 
unfastening  as  she  spoke  the  strings  that  tied  her  short- 
gown.  Then  she  drew  a  paper  from  her  bosom  in 
which  were  forty-two  bank-bills,  saying,  "  Take  what 
is  necessary,  and  bring  back  the  greatest  doctor  in 
Paris." 

"Keep  those,"  said  Frappier ;  "he  can't  change 
thousand  franc  notes  now.  I  have  mone}-,  and  the 
diligence  will  be  passing  presently  ;  he  can  certainly 
find  a  place  on  it.  But  before  he  goes  we  had  better 
consult  Doctor  Martener  ;  he  will  tell  us  the  best  physi- 
cian in  Paris.  The  diligence  won't  pass  for  over  an 
hour,  —  we  have  time  enough." 
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Brigaut  woke  up  Monsieur  Marteuer,  and  brought 
him  at  once.  The  doctor  was  not  a  little  surprised  to 
find  Mademoiselle  Lorrain  at  Frappier's.  Brigaut  told 
him  of  the  scene  that  had  just  taken  place  at  the  Ro- 
grons' ;  but  even  so  the  doctor  did  not  at  first  suspect 
the  horror  of  it,  nor  the  extent  of  the  injury  done. 
Martener  gave  the  address  of  the  celebrated  Horace 
Bianchon,  and  Brigaut  started  for  Parish}-  the  diligence. 
Monsieur  Martener  then  sat  down  and  examined  first 
the  bruised  and  bloody  hand  which  lay  outside  the 
bed. 

"She  could  not  have  given  these  wounds  herself," 
he  said. 

"No;  the  horrible  woman  to  whom  I  had  the  mis- 
fortune to  trust  her  was  murdering  her,"  said  the 
grandmother.  "  My  poor  Pierrette  was  screaming 
'  Help  !  help  !  I  'm  dying,'  —  enough  1;o  touch  the  heart 
of  an  executioner." 

"But  why  was  it?"  said  the  doctor,  feeling  Pier- 
rette's pulse.  "  She  is  very  ill,"  he  added,  examining 
her  with  a  light.  "She  must  have  suffered  terriblj' ; 
I  don't  understand  why  she  has  not  been  properlj' 
cared  for." 

"  I  shall  complain  to  the  authorities,"  said  the  grand- 
mother. ' '  Those  Rogrons  asked  me  for  my  child 
in  a  letter,  saying  they  had  twelve  thousand  francs  a 
year  and  would  take  care  of  her  ;  had  they  the  right  to 
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make  her  their  servant  and  force  her  to  do  work  for 
which  she  had  not  the  strength?  " 

'•  Thej-  did  not  choose  to  see  the  most  visible  of  all 
maladies  to  which  joung  girls  are  liable.  She  needed 
the  utmost  care,"  cried  Monsieur  Jlartener. 

PieiTette  was  awakened  bj"  the  light  which  Madame 
Frappier  was  holding  near  her  face,  and  by  the  horrible 
suflferiugs  in  her  head  caused  by  the  reaction  of  her 
struggle. 

"Ah!  Monsieur  Martener,  I  am  verj-  Ul,"  she  said 
in  her  pretty  voice. 

'•Where  is  the  pain,  my  little  friend ?'  asked  the 
doctor. 

''Here,"  she  said,  touching  her  head  above  the  left 
ear. 

"  There's  ah  abscess,"  said  the  doctor,  after  feeling 
the  head  for  a  long  time  and  questioning  Pierrette  on 
her  sufferings.  '-You  must  tell  us  all,  m\-  child,  so 
that  we  may  know  how  to  cure  you.  ^~hy  is  your 
hand  like  this?  You  could  not  have  given  yourself 
that  wound." 

Pierrette  related  the  straggle  between  herself  and  her 
cousin  Sylvie. 

"Make  her  talk,"  said  the  doctor  to  the  grandmother, 
"  and  find  out  the  whole  truth.  1  will  wait  the  arrival 
of  the  doctor  from  Paris  :  and  we  will  send  for  the  sur- 
geon in  chaise  of  the  hospital  here,  and  have  a  consul- 


Pierrette.  191 

tation.  The  case  seems  to  me  a  very  serious  one. 
Meantime  I  will  send  j'ou  a  quieting  draught  so  that 
mademoiselle  may  sleep  ;  she  needs  sleep." 

Left  alone  with  her  granddaughter  the  old  Breton 
woman  exerted  her  influence  over  the  child  and  made 
her  tell  all ;  she  let  her  know  that  she  had  monej- 
enough  now  for  all  three,  and  promised  that  Brigaut 
should  live  with  them.  The  poor  girl  admitted  her 
martyrdom,  not  imagining  the  events  to  which  her  ad- 
missions would  give  rise.  The  monstrosity  of  two 
beings  without  affection  and  without  conception  of 
family'  life  opened  to  the  old  woman  a  world  of  woe 
as  far  from  her  knowledge  as  the  morals  of  savages 
may  have  seemed  to  the  first  discoverers  who  set  foot 
in  America. 

The  arrival  of  her  grandmother,  the  certainty  of 
living  with  her  in  comfort  soothed  Pierrette's  mind  as 
the  sleeping  draught  soothed  her  body.  The  old  woman 
watched  her  darling,  kissing  her  focehend,  hair,  and 
bands,  as  the  holy  women  of  old  kissed  the  hands  of 
Jesus  when  they  laid  him  in  the  tomb. 
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IX. 


THE   FAMILY   COUNCIL. 

At  nine  o'clock  that  morning  Monsieur  Martener 
went  to  see  Monsieur  Tiphaiue,  and  related  to  him  the 
scene  between  Pierrette  and  Sylvie,  and  the  tortures  of 
all  kinds,  moral  and  physical,  to  which  the  Rogrons 
had  subjected  their  cousin,  and  the  two  alarming  forms 
of  illness  which  their  cruelty  had  developed.  Monsieur 
Tiphaine  sent  for  Auffray  the  notary,  one  of  Pierrette's 
own  relations  on  the  maternal  side. 

At  this  particular  time  the  war  between  the  Vinet 
party  and  the  Tiphaine  party  was  at  its  height.  The 
scandals  which  the  Rogrons  and  their  adherents  were 
disseminating  through  the  town  about  the  liaison  of 
Madame  Tiphaine's  mother  with  the  banker  du  Tillet 
and  the  bankruptcy  of  her  father  (a  forger,  they  said), 
were  all  the  more  exasperating  to  the  Tipbaines  because 
these  things  were  malicious  truths,  not  libels.  Such 
wounds  cut  deep ;  they  go  to  the  quick  of  feelings  and 
of  interests.  These  speeches,  repeated  to  the  parti- 
sans of  the  Tiphaines  by  the  same  mouths  which  told 
the  Rogrons  of  the  sneers  of  ''those  women"  of  the 
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Tiphaine  clique,  fed  the  hatreds  of  both  sides,  now  in- 
creased by  the  political  element.  The  animosities  caused 
at  this  time  in  France  by  the  spirit  of  party,  the  vio- 
lences of  which  were  excessive,  were  everywhere  mixed 
up,  as  in  Provins,  with  selfish  schemes  and  wounded  or 
vindictive  individual  interests.  Each  party  etigerly 
seized  on  whatever  might  injure  the  rival  partj-.  Per- 
sonal hatreds  and  self-love  mingled  as  much  as  political 
animosity  in  even  the  smallest  matters,  and  were 
carried  to  hitherto  unheard-of  lengths.  A  whole  town 
would  be  roused  to  excitement  over  some  private  strug- 
gle, until  it  took  the  character  of  a  political  debate. 

Monsieur  Tiphaine  at  once  perceived  in  the  case  of 
Pierrette  against  the  Rogrons  a  means  of  humblhig, 
mortifying,  and  dishonoring  the  masters  of  that  salon 
where  plans  against  the  monarchy  were  made  and  an 
opposition  journal  born.  The  public  prosecutor  was 
called  in ;  and  together  with  Monsieur  Auffray  the 
notary,  Pierrette's  relation,  and  Monsieur  Martener,  a 
cautious  consultation  was  held  in  the  utmost  secrecy 
as  to  the  proper  course  to  follow.  Monsieur  Martener 
agreed  to  advise  Pierrette's  grandmother  to  apply  to 
the  courts  to  have  Auffray  appointed  guardian  to  his 
young  relation.  The  guardian  could  then  convene  a 
"  Family  Council,"  and,  backed  by  the  testimony  of 
three  doctors,  demand  the  girl?s  release  from  the  au- 
thority  of   the   Rogrons.      The   affair   thus    managed 
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would  have  to  go  before  the  courts,  and  the  public 
prosecutor.  Monsieur  Lesourd,  would  see  that  it  was 
taken  to  a  criminal  court  bj-  demanding  an  inquiry. 

Towards  midday  all  Pi-ovins  was  roused  by  the 
strange  news  of  what  had  happened  during  the  night  at 
the  Rogrons'.  Pierrette's  cries  had  been  faintly  heard, 
though  the3'  were  soon  over.  No  one  bad  risen  to 
inquire  what  they  meant,  but  every  one  said  the  nest 
daj-,  "Did  jou  hear  those  screams  about  one  in  the 
morning  ? "  Gossip  and  comments  soon  magnified 
the  horrible  drama,  and  a  crowd  collected  in  front  of 
Frappier's  shop,  asking  the  worth}-  cabinet-maker  for 
information,  and  hearing  from  him  how  Pierrette  was 
brought  to  his  house  with  her  fingers  broken  and  the 
hand  bloody. 

Towards  one  in  the  afternoon  the  post-chaise  of 
Doctor  Bianchon,  who  was  accompanied  by  Brigaut, 
stopped  before  the  house,  and  Madame  Frappier  went 
at  once  to  summon  Monsieur  Martener  and  the-  sur- 
geon in  charge  of  the  hospital.  Thus  the  gossip  of  the 
town  received  confirmation.  The  Rogrons  were  de- 
clared to  have  ill-used  their  cousin  deliberate!}',  and 
to  have  come  near  killing  her.  Vinet  heard  the  news 
while  attending  to  his  business  in  the  law  courts ;  he 
left  everything  and  hurried  to  the  Rogrons.  Rogron 
and  his  sister  had  just  finished  breakfast.  Sylvie  was 
reluctant  to  tell  her  brother  of  her  discomfiture  of  the 
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nigbt  before ;  but  he  pressed  her  with  questions,  to 
which  she  would  make  no  other  answer  than,  "That's 
not  j-our  business.''  She  went  and  came  from  the 
kitchen  to  the  dining-room  on  pretence  of  preparing 
the  breakfast,  but  chiefly  to  avoid  discussion.  She 
was  alone  when  Vinet  entered. 

"  You  know  what 's  happened? "  said  the  lawj'er. 

"  No,"  said  Sylvie. 

"You  will  be  arrested  on  a  criminal  charge,"  replied 
Vinet,  "from  the  way  things  are  now  going  about 
Pierrette." 

"  A  criminal  charge  !  "  cried  Rogron,  -who  had  come 
into  the  room.     "Why?    What  for?" 

"First  of  all,"  said  the  lawyer,  looking  at  Sylvie, 
"  explain  to  me  without  concealment  and  as  if  you 
stood  before  God,  what  happened  in  this  house  last 
night  —  thej'  talk  of  amputating  Pierrette's  hand." 

Sylvie  turned  livid  and  shuddered. 

"  Then  there  is  some  truth  in  it?"  said  Vinet. 

Mademoiselle  Rogron  related  the  scene,  trying  to 
excuse  herself;  but,  prodded  with  questions,  she  ac- 
knowledged the  facts  of  the  horrible  struggle. 

"  If  you  have  only  injured  her  fingers  you  will  be 
taken  before  the  police  court  for  a  misdemeanor ;  but 
if  they  cut  off  her  hand  you  may  be  tried  at  the  As- 
sizes for  a  worse  offence.  The  Tiphaines  will  do  their 
best  to  get  you  there," 
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Svlvie,  more  dead  than  alive,  confessed  her  jealousj-, 
and,  what  was  harder  to  do,  confessed  also  that  her 
suspicions  were  unfounded. 

"  Heavens,  what  a  case  this  will  make  !  "  cried  the 
lawj-er.  "  You  and  jour  brother  maj-  be  ruined  by 
it ;  j-ou  will  be  abandoned  bj-  most  people  whether 
3-ou  win  or  lose.  If  j-ou  lose,  jou  will  have  to  leave 
Provins." 

"Oh,  my  dear  Monsieur  Vinet,  jou  who  are  such  a 
great  lawj'er,"  said  Rogron,  terrified,  "advise  us! 
save  us ! " 

The  crafty  Vinet  worked  the  terror  of  the  two  im- 
beciles to  its  utmost,  declaring  that  Madame  and 
Mademoiselle  de  Chargebceuf  might  be  unwilling  to 
enter  their  house  again.  To  be  abandoned  hy  women 
of  their  rank  would  be  a  terrible  condemnation.  At 
length,  after  an  hour  of  adroit  manoeuvring,  it  was 
agreed  that  Vinet  must  have  some  powerful  motive 
in  taking  the  case,  that  would  impress  the  minds  of 
all  Provins  and  explain  his  efforts  on  behalf  of  the 
Eogrons.  This  motive  they  determined  should  be 
Rogron's  marriage  to  Mademoiselle  de  Chargebceuf;  it 
should  be  announced  that'  very  day  and  the  banns 
published  on  Sunday.  The  contract  could  be  drawn 
immediately.  Mademoiselle  Rogron  agreed,  in  con- 
sideration of  the  raan-iage,  to  appear  in  the  contract 
as  settling  her  capital  on   her  brother,  retaining  only 
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the  income  of  it.  Vinet  made  Eogron  and  his  sister 
comprehend  the  necessity  of  antedating  the  document 
by  two  or  three  days,  so  as  to  commit  the  mother  and 
daughter  in  the  eyes  of  the  public  and  give  them  a 
reason  for  continuing  their  visits. 

"  Sign  that  contract  and  I  '11  take  upon  myself  to 
get  you  safely  out  of  this  affair,"  said  the  lawyer. 
"There  will  be  a  terrible  fight;  but  I  will  put  my 
whole  soul  into  it  —  you  '11  have  to  make  me  a  votive 
offering." 

"  Oh,  yes,  yes,"  said  Rogron. 

By  half-past  eleven  the  lawyer  had  plenary  powers 
to  draw  the  contract  and  conduct  the  defence  of  the 
Rogrons.  At  twelve  o'clock  application  was  made  to 
Monsieur  Tiphaine,  as  a  judge  sitting  in  chambers, 
against  Brigaut  and  the  widow  Lorrain  for  having 
abducted  Pierrette  Lorrain,  a  minor,  from  the  house 
of  her  legal  guardian.  In  this  way  the  bold  lav^yer 
became  the  aggressor  and  made  Rogron  the  injured 
party.  He  spoke  of  the  matter  from  this  point  of  view 
in  the  court-house. 

The  judge  postponed  the  hearing  till  four  o'clock. 
Needless  to  describe  the  excitement  in  the  town.  Mon- 
sieur Tiphaine  knew  that  by  three  o'clock  the  consulta- 
tion of  doctors  would  be  over  and  their  report  drawn 
up  ;  he  wished  Auffra}',  as  surrogate-guardian,  to  be  at 
the  hearing  armed  with  that  report. 
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The  auQOuncement  of  Rogron's  marriage  and  the 
sacrifices  made  by  Sylvie  iu  the  coDtracl  alienated  two 
important  supporters  from  the  brother  and  sister, 
namelj',  —  Mademoiselle  Habert  and  the  colonel,  whose 
hopes  were  thus  annihilated.  They  remained,  how- 
ever, ostensibly  on  the  Eogron  side  for  the  purpose  of 
injuring  it.  Consequenth",  as  soon  as  Monsieur  IMar- 
tener  mentioned  the  alarming  condition  of  Pierrette's 
head,  Celeste  and  the  colonel  told  of  the  blow  she  had 
given  herself  during  the  evening  when  Sylvie  had 
forced  her  to  leave  the  salon ;  and  they  related  the 
old  maid's  barbarous  and  unfeeling  comments,  with 
other  statements  proving  her  cruelty  to  her  suffering 
cousin.  Vinet  had  foreseen  this  storm ;  but  be  had 
won  the  entire  fortune  of  the  Rogrons  for  Mademoi- 
selle de  Chargeboeuf,  and  he  promised  himself  that  in  a 
few  weeks  she  should  be  mistiess  of  the  RogroH  house, 
and  reign  with  him  over  Provins,  and  even  bring 
about  a  fusion  with  the  Breautejs  and  the  aristocrats 
in  the  interests  of  his  ambition. 

From  midday  to  four  o'clock  all  the  ladies  of  the 
Tiphaine  clique  sent  to  -inquire  after  Mademoiselle 
Lorrain.  She,  poor  girl,  was  whollj-  ignorant  of  the 
commotion  she  was  causing  in  the  little  town.  In  the 
midst  of  her  sufferings  she-  was  ineffablj-  happ}-  in 
recovering  her  grandmother  and  Brigaut,  the  two  ob- 
jects of  her  affection.     Brigaut's  e3-es  were  constantly 
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full  of  tears.  The  old  grandmother  sat  by  the  bed  and 
caressed  her  darling.  To  the  three  doctors  she  told 
every  detail  she  had  obtained  from  Pierrette  as  to  her 
■life  in  the  Rogron  house.  Horace  Bianchon  expressed 
his  indignation  in  vehement  language.  Shocked  at 
such  barbarity  he  insisted  on  all  the  physicians  in  the 
town  being  called  in  to  see  the  case  ;  the  consequence 
■was  that  Dr.  N^raud,  the  friend  of  the  Rogrons,  was 
present.  The  report  was  unanimoush*  signed.  It  is 
useless  to  give  the  text  of  it  here.  If  Moliere's  medi- 
cal terms  were  barbarous, ,  those  of  modern  science 
have  the  advantage  of  being  so  clear  that  the  explana- 
tion of  Pierrette's  malady,  though  natural  and  unfor- 
tunately common,    horrified  all  ears. 

At  four  o'clock,  after  the  usual  rising  of  the  court, 
president  "fiphaine  again  took  his  seat,  when  Madame 
Lorrain,  accompanied  by  Monsieur  Auffray  and  Bri- 
gaut  and  a  crowd  of  interested  persons,  entered  the 
court-room.  Vinet  was  alone.  This  contrast  struck 
the  minds  of  those  present.  The  lawyer,  who  still 
wore  his  robe,  turned  his  cold  face  to  the  judge,  settled 
his  spectacles  on  his  pallid  green  e3'es,  and  then  in  a 
shrill,  persistent  voice  he  stated  that  two  strangers  had 
forced  themselves  at  night  into  the  Eogron  domicile 
and  had  abducted  therefrom  the  minor  Lorrain.  The 
legal  rights  were  with  the  guardian,  who  now  demanded 
the  restoration  of  his  ward. 
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Monsieur  Auffray  rose,  as  surrogate-guardian,  and 
requested  to  be  heard. 

"If  the  judge,"  he  said,  "will  admit  the  report, 
which  I  hold  in  mj-  hand,  signed  by  one  of  the  most 
famous  physicians  in  Paris,  and  hy  all  the  physicians 
in  Provins,  he  will  understand  not  only  that  the  de- 
maud  of  the  Sieur  Eogron  is  senseless,  but  also  that 
the  grandmother  of  the  minor  had  gi-ave  cause  to 
instantly  remove  her  from  her  persecutors.  Here  are 
the  facts.  The  report  of  these  plysicians  attribute  the 
almost  dying  condition  of  the  said  minor  to  the  ill- 
treatment  she  has  received  from  the  Sieur  Eogron  and 
his  sister.  We  shall,  as  the  law  diiects,  convoke  a 
Family  Council  with  the  least  possible  delay,  and  dis- 
cuss the  question  as  to  whether  or  not  the  guardian 
should  be  deposed.  And  we  now  ask  that  the  minor 
be  not  returned  to  the  domicile  of  the  said  guardian 
but  that  she  be  confided  to  some  member  of  her  family 
who  shall  be  designated  by  the  judge." 

Vinet  replied,  declaring  that  the  phj-sicians'  report 
ought  to  have  been  submitted  to  him  in  order  that  he 
might  haA'e  disproved  it. 

"  Xot  submitted  to  your  side,"  said  the  judge, 
severely,  "  but  possibly  to  the  procureur  du  roi.  The 
case  is  heard." 

The  judge  then  wrote  at  the  bottom  of  the  petition 
the  following  order :  — 
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"  Whereas  it  appears,  fiom  a  deliberate  and  unani- 
mous report  of  all  the  phjsieians  of  this  town,  together 
with  Doctor  Bianchon  of  the  medical  faculty  of  Paris, 
that  the  minor  Lorrain,  claimed  bj'  J^r6me-Denis 
Rogron,  her  guardian,  is  extremel3'  ill  in  consequence 
of  ill-treatment  and  personal  assault  in  the  house  of 
the  said  guardian  and  his  sister : 

"We,  president  of  the  court  of  Provins,  passing  upon 
the  said  petition,  order  that  until  the  Famil}^  Council  is 
held  the  minor  Lorrain  is  not  to  be  returned  to  the 
household  of  her  said  guardian,  but  shall  be  kept  in 
that  of  her  surrogate-guardian. 

"  And  further,  considering  the  state  in  which  the  said 
minor  now  is,  and  the  traces  of  violence  which,  accord-, 
ing  to  the  report  of  the  physicians,  are  now  upon  her 
person,  we  commission  the  attending  phjsician  and  the 
surgeon  in  charge  of  the  hospital  of  Provins  to  visit 
her,  and  in  case  the  injuries  from  the  said  assault  be- 
come alarming,  the  matter  will  be  held  to  await  the 
action  of  the  criminal  courts ;  and  this  without  preju- 
dice to  the  civil  suit  undertaken  by  Auffray  the  surro- 
gate-guardian." 

This  severe  judgment  was  read  out  by  President 
Tiphaine  in  a  loud  and  distinct  voice. 

"  Why  not  send  them  to  the  galleys  at  once?  "  said 
Vinet.  "  And  all  this  fuss  about  a  girl  who  was  carrj--. 
ing  on  an  intrigue  with   an  apprentice  to  a   cabinet 
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maker !  If  the  case  goes  on  in  this  yva,y,"  he  cried, 
insolentl3',  "  we  shall  demand  other  judges  on  the 
ground  of  legitimate  suspicion." 

Vinet  left  the  court-room,  and  went  among  the  chief 
men  of  his  party  to  explain  Eogron's  position,  declar- 
ing that  he  had  never  so  much  as  given  a  flip  to  his 
cousin,  and  that  the  judge  had  viewed  him  much  less 
as  Pierrette's  guardian  than  as  a  leading  elector  in 
Provins. 

To  hear  Viiiet,  people  might  have  supposed  that  the 
Tiphalnes  were  making  a  great  fuss  about  nothing ; 
the  mountain  was  bringing  forth  a  mouse.  Sjlvie,  an 
eminently  virtuous  and  pious  woman,  had  discovered 
an  intrigue  between  her  brother's  ward  and  a  workman, 
a  Breton  named  Brigaut.  The  scoundrel  knew  very 
well  that  the  girl  would  have  her  grandmother's  monej', 
and  he  wished  to  seduce  her  (Vinet  to  talk  of  that!). 
Mademoiselle  Eogron,  who  had  discovered  letters 
proving  the  depravitj'  of  the  girl,  was  not  as  much  to 
blame  as  the  Tiphaines  were  trying  to  make  out.  If 
she  did  use  some  violence  to  get  possession  of  Ihese 
letters  (which  was  no  wonder,  when  we  consider  what 
Breton  obstinacy  is),  how  could  Eogron  be  considered 
responsible  for  that? 

The  lawjer  went  on  to  make  the  matter  a  partisan 
affair,  and  to  give  it  a  political  color. 

"They  who  listen  to  onlj'  one  bell  hear  only  one 
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sound,"  said  the  wise  men.  "  Have  you  heard  what 
Vinet  says?    Vinet  explains  things  clearly." 

Frappier's  house  being  thought  injurious  to  Pierrette, 
owing  to  the  noise  in  the  street  which  increased  the  suf- 
ferings in  her  head,  she  was  taken  to  that  of  her  surro- 
gate guardian,  the  change  being  as  necessarj'  medically 
as  it  was  judiciallj'.  The  removal  was  made  with  the 
utmost  caution,  and  was  calculated  to  produce  a  great 
public  effect.  Pierrette  was  laid  on  a  mattress  and 
carried  on  a  stretcher  bj-  two  men  ;  a  Graj'  Sister 
walked  beside  her  with  a  bottle  of  sal  volatile  in  her 
hand,  while  the  grandmother,  Brigaut,  Madame  Auffra}-, 
and  her  maid  followed.  People  were  at  their  windows 
and  doors  to  see  the  procession  pass.  Certainly  the 
state  in  which  thej-  saw  Pierrette,  pale  as  death,  gave 
immense  advantage  to  the  party  against  the  Rogrons, 
The  Auffrays  were  determined  to  prove  to  the  whole 
town  that  the  judge  was  right  in  the  decision  he  had 
given.  Pierrette  and  her  grandmother  were  installed 
on  the  second  floor  of  Monsieur  Auffray's  house,.  The 
notary  and  his  wife  gave  her  every  care  with  the 
greatest  hospitality,  which  was  not  without  a  little 
ostentation  in  it.  Pierrette  had  her  grandmother  to 
nurse  her ;  and  Monsieur  Martener  and  the  head- 
surgeon  of  the  hospital  attended  her. 

On  the  evening  of  this  daj^  exaggerations  began  on 
both  sides.     The   Rogron   salon  was  crowded.     Vinet 
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had  stirred  up  the  whole  Liberal  party  on  the  subject. 
The  Chargeboeuf  ladies  dined  with  the  Rogrons,  for  the 
contract  was  to  be  signed  that  evening.  Vinet  had 
had  the  banns  posted  at  the  maj'or's  office  in  the 
afternoon.  He  made  light  of  the  Pierrette  affair.  If 
the  Provins  court  was  prejudiced,  the  Ro3al  courts 
would  appreciate  the  facts,  he  said,  and  the  Auffrays 
would  think  twice  before  they  flung  themselves  into 
such  a  suit.  The  alliance  of  the  Rogrons  with  the 
Chargeboeufs  was  an  immense  consideration  in  the  minds 
of  a  certain  class  of  people.  To  them  it  made  the 
Rogrons  white  as  snow  and  Pierrette  an  evilly  disposed 
little  girl,  a  serpent  warmed  in  their  bosom. 

In  Madame  Tiphaine's  salon  vengeance  was  had  for 
all  tlie  mischievous  scandals  that  the  Vinet  partj'  had 
disseminated  for  the  last  two  j-ears.  The  Rogrons 
were  monsters,  and  the  guardian  should  undergo  a 
criminal  trial.  In  the  Lower  town,  Pien-ette  was  quite 
well ;  in  the  Upper  town  she  was  dying ;  at  tlie  Ro- 
grons' she  had  scratched  her  wrist :  at  Madame  Ti- 
phaine's her  fingers  were  fractured  and  one  was  to  be  cut 
otr.  The  next  day  the  ' '  Courrier  de  Provins,"  had  a 
plausible  article,  extremel}'  well-written,  a  masterpiece 
of  insinuations  mingled  with  legal  points,  which  showed 
that  there  was  no  case  whatever  against  Rogron.  The 
"  Bee-hive,"  which  did  not  appear  till  two  days  later, 
could  not  answer  without    becoming  defamatory ;    it 
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replied,  however,  that  in  an  affair  like  this  it  was  best 
to  wait  until  the  law  took  its  course. 

The  Familj'  Council  was  selected  by  Va&juge  depaix 
of  the  canton  of  Provins,  and  consisted  of  Rogron  and 
the  two  Messieurs  Auffray,  the  nearest  relatives,  and 
Monsieur  Ciprey,  nephew  of  Pierrette's  maternal  grand- 
mother. To  these  were  joined  Monsieur  Habert, 
Pierrette's  confessor,  and  Colonel  Gouraud,  who  had 
always  professed  himself  a  comrade  and  friend  of  her 
father,  Colonel  Lorrain.  The  impartiality  of  the  judge 
in  these  selections  was  much  applauded,  —  Monsieur 
Habert  and  Colonel  Gouraud  being  considered  the  firm 
friends  of  the  Rogrons. 

The  serious  situation  in  which  Rogron  found  himself 
made  him  ask  for  the  assistance  of  a  lawyer  (and  he 
named  Vinet)  at  the  Family  Council.  By  this  man- 
oeuvre, evidently  advised  by  Vinet  himself,  Rogron 
succeeded  in  postponing  the  meeting  of  the  council  till 
the  end  of  December.  At  that  time  Monsieur  Tiphaine 
and  his  wife  would  be  settled  in  Paris  for  the  opening 
of  the  Chambers  ;  and  the  ministerial  party  would  be 
left  without  its  head.  Vinet  had  already  worked  upon 
Desfondrilles,  the  deputy-judge,  in  case  the  matter 
should  go,  after  the  hearing  before  the  council,  to  the 
criminal  courts. 

Vinet  spoke  for  three  hours  before  the  Family 
Council ;  he  proved  the  existence  of  an  intrigue  be- 
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tween  Pierrette  and  Brigaut,  which  justified  all  Made- 
moiselle Rogron's  severity.  He  showed  how  natural 
it  was  that  the  guardian  should  have  left  the  manage- 
ment of  his  ward  to  a  woman  ;  he  dwelt  on  the  fact 
that  Rogron  had  not  interfered  with  Pierrette's  edu- 
cation as  planned  b}'  his  sister  Sylvie.  But  in  spite 
of  Vinet's  efforts  the  Council  were  unanimous  in  re- 
moving Rogron  from  the  guardianship.  Monsieur 
Auffray  was  appointed  in  his  place,  and  Monsieur 
Ciprey  was  made  surrogate.  The  Council  summoned 
before  it  and  examined  Ad61e,  the  servant- woman, 
who  testified  against  her  late  masters  ;  also  Mademoi- 
selle Habert,  who  related  the  cruel  remarks  made  by 
Mademoiselle  Rogron  on  the  evening  when  Pierrette 
had  given  herself  a  frightful  blow,  heard  b^'  aU  the 
company-,  and  the  speech  of  Madame  de  Chargeboeuf 
about  the  girl's  health.  Brigaut  produced  the  letter 
he  had  received  froip  Pierrette,  which  proved  their 
innocence  and  stated  her  ill-treatment.  Proof  was 
given  that  the  condition  of  the  minor  was  the  result 
of  neglect  on  the  part  of  the  guardian,  who  was  re- 
sponsible for  all  that  concerned  his  ward.  Pierrette's 
illness  had  been  apparent  to  every  one,  even  to  per- 
sons in  the  town  who  were  strangers  to  the  family, 
jet  the  guardian  had  done  nothing  for  her.  The  charge 
of  ill-treatment  was  therefore  sustained  against  Ro- 
gron ;  and  the  case  would  now  go  before  the  public. 
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Rogron,  advised  by  Vinet,  opposed  the  acceptance 
of  the  report  of  the  Council  by  the  court.  The  au- 
thorities then  intervened  in  consequence  of  Pierrette's 
state,  which  was  daily  growing  worse.  The  trial  of 
the  case,  though  placed  at  once  upon  the  docket,  was 
postponed  until  the  month  of  March,  1828,  to  wait 
events. 
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X. 


VERDICTS LEGAL   AND    OTHER. 


Meantime  Rogron's  maniage  with  Mademoiselle  de 
Chargeboeuf  took  place.  Sj-lvie  moved  to  the  second 
floor  of  the  house,  which  she  shaved  with  Madame  de 
Chargebceuf,  for  the  first  floor  was  entirelj'  taken  up 
bj'  the  new  wife.  The  beautiful  Madame  Rogron  suc- 
ceeded to  the  social  place  of  the  beautiful  Madame 
Tiphaine.  The  influence  of  the  marriage  was  immense. 
No  one  now  came  to  visit  Sj'lvie,  but  Madame  Ro- 
gron's salon  was  always  full. 

Sustained  bj"  the  influence  of  his  mother-in-law  and 
the  bankers  du  Tillet  and  Nucingen,  Monsieur  Ti- 
phaine was  fortunate  enough  to  do  some  service  to 
the  administration;  he  became  one  of  its  chief  ora- 
tors, was  made  judge  in  the  civil  courts,  and  ob- 
tained the  appointment  of  his  nephew  Lesourd  to  his 
own  vacant  place  as  president  of  the  court  of  Provins. 
This  appointment  greatlj-  anno3-ed  Desfondrilles.  The 
Keeper  of  the  Seals  sent  down  one  of  his  own  proteges 
to  fill  Lesourd's  place.  The  promotion  of  Monsieur 
Tiphaine  and  his  translation  to  Paris  were  therefore  of 
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no  benefit  at  all  to  the  Viuet  party  ;  but  Vinet  never- 
theless made  a  clever  use  of  the  result.  He  had  al- 
ways told  the  Provins  people  that  they  were  being 
used  as  a  stepping-stone  to  raise  the  crafty  Madame 
Tiphaine  into  grandeur ;  Tiphaine  himself  had  tricked 
them ;  Madame  Tiphaine  despised  both  Provins  _  and 
its  people  in  her  heart,  and  would  never  return  there 
again.  Just  at  this  crisis  Monsieur  Tiphaine's  father 
died  ;  his  son  inherited  a  fine  estate  and  sold  his  house 
in  Provins  to  Monsieur  Julliard.  The  sale  proved  to 
the  minds  of  all  how  little  the  Tiphaines  thought  of 
Provins.  Vinet  was  right ;  Vinet  had  been  a  true 
prophet.  These  things  had  great  influence  on  the 
question  of  Pierrette's  guardianship. 

Thus  the  dreadful  martyrdom  brutally  inflicted  on 
the  poor  child  by  two  imbecile  tyrants  (which  led, 
through  its  consequences,  to  the  terrible  operation  of 
trepanning,  performed  by  Monsieur  Martener  under  the 
advice  of  Doctor  Bianchon) ,  —  all  this  horrible  drama 
reduced  to  judicial  form  was  left  to  float  in  the  vile 
mess  called  in  legal  parlance  the  calendar.  The  case 
was  made  to  drag  through  the  delays  and  the  inter- 
minable labyrinths  of  the  law,  by  the  shufflings  of 
an  unprincipled  lawyer ;  and  during  all  this  time  the 
calumniated  girl  languished  in  the  agony  of  the  worst 
pain  known  to  science. 

Monsieur  Martener,  together  with  the  Auflray  familj-, 
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were  soon  charmed  by  the  beauty  of  Pierrette's  nature 
and  the  character  of  her  old  grandmother,  whose 
feeh"ngs,  ideas,  and  wa\-s  bore  the  stamp  of  Eoman 
antiquity,  — this  matron  of  the  Marais  was  like  a 
woman    in  Plutarch. 

Doctor  Martener  struggled  bravelj'  with  death,  which 
already  grasped  its  prey.  From  the  first,  Bianchon 
and  the  hospital  surgeon  had  considered  Pierrette 
doomed ;  and  there  now  took  place  between  the  doctor 
and  the  disease,  the  former  relying  on  Pierrette's 
30uth,  one  of  those  struggles  which  phjsicians  alone 
comprehend,  —  the  reward  of  which,  in  case  of  success, 
is  never  found  in  the  venal  pay  nor  in  the  patients 
themselves,  but  in  the  gentle  satisfactions  of  conscience, 
in  the  invisible  ideal  palm  gathered  by  true  artists 
from  the  contentment  which  fills  their  soul  after  ac- 
complishing a  noble  work.  The  physician  strains  to- 
wards good  -as  the  artist  towards  beauty',  each  impelled 
b3-  that  grand  sentiment  which  we  call  virtue.  This 
daily  contest  wiped  out  of  Doctor  Martener's  mind  the 
petty  irritations  of  that  other  contest  of  the  Tiphaines 
and  the  Vinets,  —  as  always  happens  to  men  when  thej' 
find  themselves  face  to  face  with  a  great  and  real  misery 
to  conquer. 

Monsieur  Martener  had  begun  his  career  in  Paris ; 
but  the  cruel  activity  of  the  city  and  its  insensibilitj'  to 
its  masses  of  suffering  had  shocked  his   gentle   soul, 
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fitted  only  for  the  quiet  life  of  the  provinces.  More- 
over, he  was  under  the  3'oke  of  his  beautiful  native 
land.  He  returned  to  Provins,  where  he  married  and 
settled,  and  cared  almost  lovingly  for  the  people,  who 
were  to  him  like  a  large  family.  During  the  whole  of 
Pierrette's  illness  he  was  careful  not  to  speak  of  her. 
His  reluctance  to  answer  the  questions  of  those  who 
asked  about  her  was  so  evident  that  persons  soon 
ceased  to  put  them.  Pierrette  was  to  him,  what  indeed 
she  truly  was,  a  poem,  mysterious,  profound,  vast  in 
suffering,  such  as  doctors  find  at  times  in  their  terrible 
experience.  He  felt  an  admiration  for  this  delicate 
young  creature  which  he  would  not  share  with  any  one. 
This  feeling  of  the  ph3^sician  for  his  patient  was, 
however,  unconsciously  communicated  (like  all  ti'ue 
feelings)  to  Monsieur  and  Madame  Aufl'ray,  whose 
house  became,  so  long  as  Pierrette  was  in  it,  quiet 
and  silent.  The  children,  who  had  formerly'  played  so 
joyously  with  her,  agreed  among  themselves  with  the 
loving  grace  of  childhood  to  be  neither  noisy  nor 
troublesome.  They  made  it  a  point  of  honor  to  be 
good  because  Pierrette  was  ill.  Monsieur  Auffray's 
houBB  was  in  the  Upper  town,  beneath  the  ruins  of  the 
Chateau,  and  it  was  built  upon  a  sort  of  terrace  formed 
by  the  overthrow  of  the  old  ramparts.  The  occupants 
could  have  a  view  of  the  valley  from  the  little  fruit- 
garden  inclosed  by  walls  which  overlooked  the  town. 
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The  roofs  of  the  other  houses  came  to  about  the  level 
of  the  lower  wall  of  this  garden.  Along  the  terrace 
ran  a  path,  by  which  Monsieur  AufTra^'s  studj'  could 
be  entered  through  a  glass  door ;  at  the  other  end  of 
the  path  was  an  arbor  of  grape  vines  and  a  fig-tree, 
beneath  which  stood  a  round  table,  a  bench  and  some 
chairs,  painted  green.  Pierrette's  bedroom  was  above 
the  studj'  of  her  new  guardian.  Madame  Lorrain 
slept  in  a  cot  beside  her  grandchild.  From  her  window 
Pierrette  could  see  the  whole  of  the  glorious  vallej'  of 
Provins,  which  she  liardl3-  knew,  so  seldom  had  she 
left  that  dreadful  house  of  the  Eogrons.  When  the 
weather  was  fine  she  loved  to  drag  herself,  resting 
on  her  grandmother's  arm,  to  the  vine-clad  arbor.  Bri- 
gaut,  unable  to  work,  came  three  times  a  daj'  to  see 
his  little  friend  ;  he  was  gnawed  by  a  grief  which  made 
him  indifferent  to  life.  He  lay  in  wait  like  a  dog  for 
Monsieur  Martener,  and  followed  him  when  he  left  the 
house.  The  old  grandmother,  drunk  with  grief,  had 
the  courage  to  conceal  her  despair ;  she  showed  her 
darling  the  smiling  face  she  formerh'  wore  at  Pen-Hoijl. 
In  her  desire  to  produce  that  illusion  in  the  girl's  mind, 
she  made  her  a  little  Breton  cap  like  the  one  Pierrette 
had  worn  on  her  first  arrival  in  Provins  ;  it  made  the 
darling  seem  more  like  her  childlike  self;  in  it  she  was 
delightful  to  look  upon,  her  sweet  face  circled  with  a 
halo  of  cambric  and  fluted  lace.     Her  skin,  white  with 
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the  whiteness  of  iinglazed  porcelain,  her  forehead, 
where  suffering  had  printed  the  semblance  of  deep 
thought,  the  purity  of  the  lines  refined  by  illness,  the 
slowness  of  the  glances,  and  the  occasional  fixitj-  of  the 
eyes,  made  Pierrette  an  almost  perfect  embodiment  of 
melancholy.  She  was  served  by  all  with  a  sort  of 
fanaticism;  she  was  felt  to  be  so  gentle, 'so  tender,  so 
loving.  Madame  Martener  sent  her  piano  to  her  sister 
Madame  Auffra^-,  thinking  to  amuse  Pierrette  who  was 
passionately  fond  of  music.  It  was  a  poem  to  watch 
her  listening  to  a  theme  of  Weber,  or  Beethoven,  or 
Herold,  —  her  eyes  raised,  her  lips  silent,  regretting  no 
doubt  the  life  she  felt  escaping  her.  The  cure  Peroux 
and  Monsieur  Habert,  her  two  religious  comforters, 
admired  her  saintly  resignation.  Surely  the  seraphic 
perfection  of  young  girls  and  young  men  marked  with 
the  hectic  of  death,  is  a  wonderful  fact  worthy  of  the 
attention  alike  of  philosophers  and  of  heedless  minds. 
He  who  has  ever  seen  one  of  these  sublime  departures 
from  this  life  can  never  remain,  or  become,  an  un- 
believer. Such  beings  exhale,  as  it  were,  a  celestial 
fragrance ;  their  glances  speak  of  God ;  their  voices 
are  eloquent  in  the  simplest  words  ;  often  they  ring 
like  some  seraphic  instrument  revealing  the  secrets  of 
the  future.  When  Monsieur  Martener  praised  her  for 
having  faithfully  followed  a  harsh  prescription  the  little 
angel  replied,  and  with  what  a  glance  !  — 
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"  I  want  to  live,  dear  Monsieur  Martener;  but  less 
for  myself  than  for  my  grandmother,  for  my  Brigaut, 
for  all  of  you  who  will  grieve  at  mj'  death." 

The  first  time  she  went  into  the  garden  on  a  beauti- 
ful sunny  day  in  November  attended  bj"^  all  the  house- 
hold, Madame  Auff'ray  asked  her  if  she  was  tired. 

"  No,  now  that  I  have  no  sufferings  but  those  God 
sends  I  can  bear  all,"  she  said.  "The  joj- of  being 
loved  gives  me  strength   to  suffer." 

That  was  the-onlj'  time  (and  then  vaguely)  that  she 
ever  alluded  to  her  horrible  martj'rdom  at  the  Eogrons, 
whom  she  never  mentioned,  and  of  whom  no  one  re- 
minded her,  knowing  well  how  painful  the  memory 
must  be. 

"  Dear  Madame  Auffraj-,''  she  said  one  day  at  noon 
on  the  terrace,  as  she  gazed  at  the  vallej-,  warmed  by  a 
glorious  sun  and  colored  with  the  glowing  tints  of 
autumn,  "  my  death  in  your  house  gives  me  more  hap- 
piness than  I  have  had  since  I  left  Brittanj'." 

Madame  Auffray  whispered  in  her  sister  Martener's 
ear :  — 

"  How  she  would  have  loved !  " 

In  truth,  her  tones,  her  looks  gave  to  her  words  a 
priceless  value. 

Monsieur  Martener  corresponded  with  Doctor  Bian- 
chon,  and  did  nothing  of  importance  without  his  advice. 
He  hoped  in  the  first  place  to  regulate  the  functions  of 
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nature  and  to  draw  away  the  abscess  in  the  head  through 
the  ear.  The  more  Pierrette  suffered,  the  more  he 
hoped.  He  gained  some  slight  success  at  times,  and 
that  was  a  great  triumph.  For  several  daj's  Pierrette's 
appetite  returned  and  enabled  her  to  take  nourishing 
food  for  which  her  illness  had  given  her  a  repugnance  ; 
the  color  of  her  skin  changed  ;  but  the  condition  of  her 
head  was  terrible.  Monsieur  Martener  entreated  the 
great  physician  his  adviser  to  come  down.  Bianchon 
came,  stayed  two  days,  and  resolved  to  undertake  an 
operation.  To  spare  the  feelings  of  poor  Martener  he 
went  to  Paris  and  brought  back  with  him  the  celebrated 
Desplein.  Thus  the  operation  was  performed  by  the 
greatest  surgeon  of  ancient  or  modern  times  ;  but  that 
terrible  diviner  said  to  Martener  as  he  departed  with 
Bianchon,  his  best-beloved  pupil:  — 

"  Nothing  but  a  miracle  can  save  her.  As  Horace 
told  you,  caries  of  the  bone  has  begun.  At  her  age  the 
bones  are  so  tender." 

The  operation  was  performed  at  the  beginning  of 
March,  1828.  During  all  that  month,  distressed  by 
Pierrette's  horrible  sufferings,  Monsieur  Martener  made 
several  journeys  to  Paris  ;  there  he  consulted  Desplein 
and  Bianchon,  and  even  went  so  far  as  to  propose  to 
them  an  operation  of  the  nature  of  lithotrity,  which 
consists  in  passing  into  the  head  a  hollow  instrument 
by  the  help  of  which  an  heroic  remedy  can  be  applied 
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to  the  diseased  bone,  to  arrest  the  progress  of  the 
caries.  Even  the  bold  Despleiii  dared  not  attempt 
that  high-handed  surgical  measure,  ^hich  despair  alone 
had  suggested  to  Martener.  When  he  returned  from 
this  journe}-  to  Paris  he  seemed  to  his  friends  morose 
and  gloomy.  He  was  forced  to  announce  on  that  fatal 
evening  to  the  Auffra3's  and  Madame  Lorrain  and  to  the 
two  priests  and-  Brigaut  that  science  could  do  no  more 
for  Pierrette,  whose  recoverj-  was  now  in  God's  hands 
onl}'.  The  consternation  among  them  was  terrible.  The 
grandmother  made  a  vow,  and  requested  the  p;-iests  to  say 
a  mass  every  morning  at  daybreak  before  Pierrette  rose, 
—  a  mass  at  which  she  and  Brigaut  might  be  present. 

The  trial  came  on.  While  the  victim  lay  dying, 
Vinet  was  calumniating  her  in  court.  The  judge  ap- 
proved and  accepted  the  report  of  the  Family  Council, 
and  Vinet  instantly  appealed.  The  newlj-  appointed 
procureur  du  roi  made  a  requisition  which  necessitated 
fresh  evidence.  Rogron  and  his  sister  were  forced  to 
give  bail  to  avoid  going  to  prison.  The  order  for  fresh 
evidence  included  that  of  Pierrette  herself  When 
Monsieur  Desfondrilles  came  to  the  Auffraj's'  to  receive 
it,  Pierrette  was  dying,  her  confessor  was  at  her  bedside 
about  to  administer  extreme  unction.  At  that  moment 
she  entreated  all  present  to  forgive  her  cousins  as  she 
herself  forgave  them,  saj-ing  with  her  simple  good  sense 
that  the  judgment  of  these  things  belonged  to  God  alone. 


Pierrette.  217 

"  Grandmother,"  she  said,  "  leave  all  you  have  to 
Brigaut"  (Brigaut  burst  into  tears)  ;  "  and,"  continued 
Pierrette,  "give  a  thousand  francs  to  that  kind  Ad61e 
who  warmed  my  bed.  If  Ad^le  had  remained  with 
my  cousins  T  should  not  now  be  dying." 

It  was  at  three  o'clock  on  the  Tiiesdaj'  of  Easter 
week,  on  a  beautiful,  bright  daj,  that  the  angel  ceased 
to  suffer.  Her  heroic  grandmother  wished  to  watch 
all  that  night  with  the  priests,  and  to  sew  with  her 
stiff  old  fingers  her  darling's  shroud.  Towards  even- 
ing Brigaut  left  the  Auffrays'  house  and  went  to 
Frap  pier's. 

"  I  need  not  ask  you,  my  poor  boy,  for  news,"  said 
the  cabinet-maker. 

"  Pere  Frappier,  j-es,  it  is  ended  for  her  —  but  not 
for  me." 

He  cast  a  look  upon  the  different  woods  piled  up 
around  the  shop,  —  a  look  of  painful  meaning. 

"  I  understand  you,  Brigaut,"  said  his  worthy 
master.  "Take  all  j'ou  want."  And  he  showed  him 
the  oaken  planks  of  two-inch  thickness. 

"Don't  help  me,  Monsieur  Frappier,"'  said  the 
Breton,  "  I  wish  to  do  it  alone." 

He  passed  the  night  in  planing  and  fitting  Pier- 
rette's coffin,  and  more  than  once  his  plane  took  off 
at  a  single  pass  a  ribbon  of  wood  which  was  wet  with 
tears.     The  good  man  Frappier  smoked  his  pipe  and 
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watched    him    silently,    saying    only,  when    the    foui 
pieces  were  joined  together,  — 

"Make  the  cover  to  slide;  her  poor  grandmother 
will  not  hear  the  nails." 

At  daybreak  Brigaut  went  out  to  fetch  the  lead  to 
line  the  coffin.  By  a  strange  chance,  the  sheets  of  lead 
cost  just  the  sum  he  had  given  Pierrette  for  her  journey 
from  Nantes  to  Provins.  The  brave  Breton,  who  was 
able  to  resist  the  awful  pain  of  himself  making  the 
coffin  of  his  dear  one  and  lining  with  his  memories 
those  burial  planks,  could  not  bear  up  against  this 
strange  reminder.  His  strength  gave  way ;  he  was 
not  able  to  lift  the  lead,  and  the  plumber,  seeing  this, 
came  with  him,  and  offered  to  accompany  him  to  the. 
house  and  solder  the  last  sheet  when  the  body  had 
been  laid  in  the  coffin. 

The  Breton  burned  the  plane  and  all  the  tools  he 
had  used.  Then  he  settled  his  accounts  with  Trappier 
and  bade  him  farewell.  The  heroism  with  which  the 
poor  lad  personall}'  performed,  like  the  grandmother, 
the  last  offices  for  Pierrette  made  him  a  sharer  in 
the  awful  scene  which  crowned  the  tyranny  of  the 
Rogrons. 

Brigaut  and  the  plumber  reached  the  house  of  Mon- 
sieur Auffra}'  just  in  time  to  decide  bj'  their  own  main 
force  an  infamous  and  shocking  judicial  question. 
The  room  where  the  dead  girl  lay  was  full  of  people, 
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and  presented  to  the  ej-es  of  the  two  men  a  singular 
sight.  The  Rogron  emissaries  were  standing  beside 
the  body  of  their  victim,  to  torture  her  even  after  death. 
The  corpse  of  the  child,  solemn  in  its  beauty,  lay  on 
the  cot-bed  of  her  grandmother.  Pierrette's  eyes  were 
closed,  the  brown  hair  smooth  upon  her  brow,  the  body 
swathed  in  a  coarse  cotton  sheet. 

Before  the  bed,  on  her  knees,  her  hair  in  disorder,  her 
hands  stretched  out,  her  face  on  fire,  the  old  Lorrain 
was  crying  out,  "  No,  no,  it  shall  not  be  done  !  " 

At  the  foot  of  the  bed  stood  Monsieur  Auffray  and 
the  two  priests.     The  tapers  were  still  burning. 

Opposite  to  the  grandmother  was  the  sufgeon  of  the 
hospital,  with  an  assistant,  and  near  him  stood  Doctor 
N^raud  and  Vinet.  The  surgeon  wore  his  dissecting 
apron  ;  the  assistant  had  opened  a  case  of  instruments 
and  was  handing  him  a  knife. 

This  scene  was  interrupted  by  the  noise  of  the  cofBn 
which  Brigaut  and  the  plumber  set  down  upon  the 
floor.  Then  Brigaut,  advancing,  was  horrified  at  the 
sight  of  Madame  Lorrain,  who  was  now  weeping. 

"What  is  the  matter?"  he  asked,  standing  beside 
her  and  grasping  the  chisel  convulsively  in  his  hand. 

"  This,"  said  the  old  woman,  "  this,  Brigaut:  they 
want  to  open  the  body  of  my  child  and  cut  into  her 
head,  and  stab  her  heart  after  her  death  as  they  did 
when  she  was  living." 
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"Who?"  said  Brigaut,  in  a  voice  that  might  have 
deafened  the  men  of  law. 

"The  Rogrons." 

"  In  the  sacred  name  of  God  !  —  " 

"Stop,  Brigant,"  said  Monsieur  Auffraj',  seeing  the 
lad  brandish  his  chisel. 

"Monsieur  AufTraj-,"  said  Brigaut,  as  white  as  his 
dead  companion,  ' '  I  hear  j-ou  because  you  are  Mon- 
sieur Auffra^-,  but  at  this  moment  I  will  not  listen 
to  —  " 

"  The  law  !  "  said  Auffraj'. 

"  Is  there  law?  is  there  justice?"  cried  the  Breton. 
"Justice,  this  is  it!"  and  he  advanced  to  the  lawjer 
and  the  doctors,  threatening  them  with  his  chisel. 

"  Mj'  friend,"  said  the  curate,  "the  law  has  been 
invoked  by  the  lawyer  of  Monsieur  Rogron,  who  is 
under  the  weight  of  a  serious  accusation  ;  and  it  is  im- 
possible for  us  to  refuse  him  the  means  of  justification. 
The  law3'er  of  Monsieur  Rogron  claims  that  if  the  poor 
child  died  of  an  abscess  in  her  head  her  former  guardian 
cannot  be  blamed,  for  it  is  proved  that  Pierrette  con- 
cealed the  effects  of  the  blow  which  she  gave  to 
herself —  " 

' '  Enough  !  "  said  Brigaut. 

"  My  client —  "  began  Vinet. 

"  Your  client,"  cried  the  Breton,  "  shall  go  to  hell 
and  I  to  the  scaffold ;  for  if  one  of  you  dares  to  touch 
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her  whom  your  client  has  killed,  I  will  kill  him  if  ray 
weapon  does  its  duty." 

"  This  is  interference  with  the  law,"  said  Vinet.  "  I 
shall  instantly  inform  the  court." 

The  five  men  left  the  room. 

"Oh,  my  son!"  cried  the  old  woman,  rising  from 
her  knees  and  falling  on  Brigaut's  neck,  '  ■  let  us  bury 
her  quick, — they  will  come   back." 

"If  we  solder  the  lead,"  said  the  plumber,  "  they 
may  not  dare  to  open  it." 

Monsieur  Auflfray  hastened  to  his  brother-in-law, 
Monsieur  Lesourd,  to  try  and  settle  the  matter.  Vinet 
was  not  unwilling.  Pierrette  being  dead  the  suit  about 
the  guardianship  fell,  of  course,  to  the  ground.  All 
the  astute  lawyer  wanted  was  the  effect  produced  by, 
his  request. 

At  midday  Monsieur  Desfondrilles  made  his  report 
on  the  case,  and  the  court  rendered  a  decision  that  there 
was  no  ground  for  further  action. 

Rogron  dared  not  go  to  Pierrette's  funeral,  at  which 
the  whole  town  was  present.  Vinet  wished  to  force 
him  there,  but  the  miserable  man  was  afraid  of  exciting 
universal  horror. 

Brigaut  left  Provins  after  watching  the  filling  up  of 
the  grave  where  Pierrette  lay,  and  went  on  foot  to 
Paris.  He  wrote  a  petition  to  the  Dauphiness  asking,, 
in  the  name  of  his  father,  that  he  might  enter  the  Royal 
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guard,  to  which  he  was  at  once  admitted.  When  the 
expedition  to  Algiers  was  undertaken  he  wrote  to  her 
again,  to  obtain  employment  in  it.  He  was  then  a  ser- 
geant; Marshal  Bourmont  gave  him  an  appointment  as 
sub-lieutenant  in  a  line  regiment.  The  major's  son 
behaved  like  a  man  who  wished  to  die.  Death  has, 
however,  respected  Jacques  Brigaut  up  to  the  present 
time ;  although  he  has  distinguished  himself  in  all  the 
recent  expeditions  he  has  never  jet  been  wounded. 
He  is  now  major  in  a  regiment  of  infantry.  No  offi- 
cer is  more  taciturn  or  more  trustworthy'.  Outside  of 
his  dutj'  he  is  almost  mute  ;  he  walks  alone  and  lives 
mechanically.  Every  one  divines  and  respects  a  hidden 
sorrow.  He  possesses  fortj'-six  thousand  francs,  which 
old  Madame  Lorrain,  who  died  in  Paris  in  1829,  be- 
queathed to  him. 

At  the  elections  of  1830  Vinet  was  made  a  deputy. 
The  services  he  rendered  the  new  government  have 
now  earned  him  the  position  of  procureur-general. 
His  influence  is  such  that  he  will  always  remain  a 
deputj'.  Rogron  is  receiver-general  in  the  same  town 
where  Vinet  fulfils  his  legal  functions  ;  and  by  one  of 
those  curious  tricks  of  chance  which  do  so  often  occur, 
Monsieur  Tiphaine  is  president  of  the  Royal  com-t  in  the 
same  town,  —  for  the  worthj'  man  gave  in  his  adhesion 
to  the  djnasty  of  July  without  the  slightest  hesitation. 
The  ex-beautiful  Madame  Tiphaine  lives  on  excellent 
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terms  with  the  beautiful  Madame  Rogron.  Vinet  is 
hand  in  glove  with  Madame  Tiphaine. 

As  to  the  imbecile  Rogron,  he  makes  such  remarks 
as,  "Louis-Philippe  will  never  be  really  king  till  he 
is  able  to  make  nobles." 

The  speech  is  evidentl}-  not  his  own.  His  health  is 
failing,  which  allows  Madame  Rogron  to  hope  she  may 
soon  marry  the  General  Marquis  de  Montriveau,  peer 
of  France,  who  commands  the  department,  and  is 
pajing  her  attentions.  Vinet  is  in  his  element,  seek- 
ing victims  ;  he  never  believes  in  the  innocence  of  an 
accused  person.  This  thorouglibred  prosecutor  is  held 
to  be  one  of  the  most  amiable  men  on  the  circuit ;  and 
he  is  no  less  liked  in  Paris  and  in  the  Chamber ;  at 
court  he  is  a  charming  courtier. 

According  to  a  certain  promise  made  by  Vinet, 
General  Baron  Gouraud,  that  noble  relic  of  our  glo- 
rious armies,  married  a. Mademoiselle  Matifat,  twenty- 
five  3'ears  old,  daughter  of  a  druggist  in  the  rue  des 
Lombards,  whose  dowry  was  a  hundred  thousand 
francs.  He  commands  (as  Vinet  prophesied)  a  de- 
partment in  the.  neighborhood  of  Paris.  He  was 
named  peer  of  France  for  his  conduct  in  the  riots 
which  occurred  during  the  ministry  of  Casimir  Perier. 
Baron  Gouraud  was  one  of  the  generals  who  took  the 
church  of  Saint-Merry,  delighted  to  rap  those  rascally 
civilians   who   had    vexed    him    for    j'ears    over    the 
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knuckles  ;  for  which  service  he  was  rewarded  with  the 
grand  cordon  of  the  Legion  of  honor. 

None  of  the  personages  connected  with  Pierrette's 
death  ever  felt  the  slightest  remorse  about  it.  Mon- 
sieur Desfondrilles  is  still  archaeological,  but.  in  order 
to  compass  his  own  election,  the  procureur  general 
Vinet  took  pains  to  have  hirn  appointed  president  of 
the  Provins  court.  Sylvie  has  a  little  circle,  and 
manages  her  brother's  propertj' ;  she  lends  her  own 
mone}-  at  high  interest,  and  does  not  spend  more  than 
twelve  hundred  francs  a  3-ear. 

From  time  to  time,  when  some  former  son  or 
daughter  of  Provins  returns  from  Paris  to  settle  down, 
you  ma}'  hear  them  ask,  as  they  leave  Mademoiselle 
Eogron's  house,  "  Wasn't  there  a  painful  story  against 
the  Rogrons,  —  something  about  a  ward  ?  " 

"  Mere  prejudice,"  replies  Monsieur  Desfondrilles. 
"  Certain  persons  tried  to  make  us  believe  falsehoods. 
Out  of  kindness  of  heart  the  Rogrons  took  in  a  girl 
named  Pierrette,  quite  pretty  but  with  no  money.  Just 
as  she  was  growing  up  she  had  an  intrigue  with  a  young 
man,  and  stood  at  her  window  barefooted  talking  to 
him.  The  lovers  passed  notes  to  each  other  by  a 
string.  She  took  cold  in  this  way  and  died,  having 
no  constitution.  The  Rogrons  behaved  admirablj-. 
They  made  no  claim  on  certain  property  which  was  to 
come  to  her,  —  they  gave  it  all  up  to  the  grandmothei'. 
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The  moral  of  it  was,  my  good  friend,  that  the  devil 
punishes  those  who  try  to  benefit  others." 

"Ah!  that  is  quite  another  story  from  the  one  old 
Frappier  told  me." 

"  Frappier  consults  his  wine-cellar  more  than  he  does 
his  memory,"  remarked  another  of  Mademoiselle  Ro- 
gron's  visitors. 

"  But  that  old  priest,  Monsieur  Habert  says  —  " 

"Oh,  he  !  don't  you  know  why?" 

"  No." 

"  He  wanted  to  marry  his  sister  to  Monsieur  Ro- 
gron,  the  receiver-general." 

Two  men  think  of  Pierrette  daih' :  Doctor  Martener 
and  Major  Brigaut ;  they  alone  know  the  hideous  truth. 

To  give  that  truth  its  true  proportions  we  must 
transport  the  scene  to  the  Rome  of  the  middle  ages, 
where  a  sublime  young  girl,  Beatrice  Cenci,  was 
brought  to  the  scaffold  by  motives  and  intrigues  that 
were  almost  identical  with  those  which  laid  our  Pier- 
rette in  her  grave.  Beatrice  Cenci  had  but  one  de- 
fender, —  an  artist,  a  painter.  In  our  day  history,  and 
living  men,  on  the  faith  of  Guido  Reni's  portrait,  con- 
demn the  Pope,  and  know  that  Beatrice  was  a  most 
tender  victim  of  infamous  passions  and  base  feuds. 

We  must  all  agree  that  legality  would  be  a  fine  thing 
for  spcial  scoundrelism  if  there  weee  no  god. 

15 


THE  YICAU  OF  TOURS. 


DEDICATION. 

To  David,  Sculptor: 

The  permanence  of  the  work  ou  which  I  inscribe 
j-our  name  —  twice  made  illustrious  in  this  century  —  is 
very  problematical ;  whereas  you  have  graven  mine  in 
bronze  which  survives  nations  —  if  only  in  their  coins. 
The  day  may  come  when  numismatists,  discovering 
amid  the  ashes  of  Paris  existences  perpetuated  by  you, 
will  wonder  at  the  number  of  heads  crowned  in  your 
atelier  and  endeavor  to  find  in  them  new  dynasties. 

To  you,  this  divine  privilege  ;  to  me,  gratitude. 

De  Balzac. 


THE    VICAR    OF    TOURS. 


I. 


Eaelt  in  the  autumn  of  1826  the  Abb6  Birotteau, 
the  principal  personage  of  this  historj-,  was  overtaken 
by  a  shower  of  i-ain  as  he  returned  home  from  a  friend's 
house,  where  he  had  been  passing  the  evening.  He 
therefore  crossed,  as  quiclslj'  as  his  corpulence  would 
allow,  the  deserted  little  square  called  "  The  Cloistei'," 
which  lies  directly  behind  the  chancel  of  the  cathedral 
of  Saint-Gatien  at  Tours. 

The  Abb6  Birotteau,  a  short  little  man,  apoplectic  in 
constitution  and  about  sixty  years  old,  had  already 
gone  through  several  attacks  of  gout.  Now,  among 
the  petty  miseries  of  human  life  the  one  for  which  the 
worth}'  priest  felt  the  deepest  aversion  was  the  sudden 
sprinkling  of  his  shoes,  adorned  with  silver  buckles,  and 
the  Avetting  of  their  soles.  Notwithstanding  the  Tvoollen 
socks  in  which  at  all  seasons  he  enveloped  his  feet 
with  the  extreme  care  that  ecclesiastics  take  of  them- 
selves, he  was  apt  at  such  times  to  get  them  a  little 
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damp,  and  the  next  day  gout  was  sure  to  give  him 
certain  infallible  proofs  of  constancy.  Nevertheless, 
as  the  pavement  of  the  Cloister  was  likely  to  be  drj', 
and  as  the  abbe  had  won  three  francs  ten  sous  in 
his  rubber  with  Madame  de  Listomere,  he  bore  the 
rain  resignedly-  from  the  middle  of  the  place  de 
I'Archevech^,  where  it  began  to  come  down  in  earnest. 
Besides,  he  was  fondling  his  cliimera,  —  a  desire  already 
twelve  years  old,  the  desire  of  a  priest,  a  desire  formed 
anew  ever}'  evening  and  now,  apparent]}-,  verj-  near 
accomplishment ;  in  short,  he  had  wrapped  himself  so 
completely  in  the  fur  cape  of  a  canon  that  he  did  not 
feel  the  inclemency  of  the  weather.  During  the  even- 
ing several  of  the  company  who  habituallj-  gathered  at 
Madame  de  Listomere's  had  almost  guaranteed  to  him 
his  nomination  to  the  office  of  canon  (then  vacant  in 
the  metropolitan  Chapter  of  Saint-Gatien),  assuring  him 
that  no  one  deserved  such  promotion  more  than  he, 
whose  rights,  long  overlooked,  were  indisputable. 

If  he  had  lost  the  rubber,  if  he  had  heard  that  his 
rival,  the  Abbe  Poirel,  was  named  canon,  the  worthy 
man  would  have  thought  the  rain  extremely  chilling ; 
he  might  even  have  thought  ill  of  life.  But  it  so 
chanced  that  he  was  in  one  of  those  rare  moments 
when  happy  inward  sensations  make  a  man  oblivious  of 
discomfort.  In  hastening  his  steps  he  obeyed  a  mere 
mechanical  impulse,  and  truth  (so  essential  in  a  history 
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of  manners  and  morals)  compels  us  to  say  that  he  was 
thinking  of  neither  rain  nor  gout. 

In  former  da^'s  there  was  in  the  Cloister,  on  the 
side  towards  the  Grand'Rue,  a  cluster  of  houses  form- 
ing a  Close  and  belonging  to  the  cathedral,  where 
several  of  the  dignitaries  of  the  Chapter  lived.  After 
the  confiscation  of  ecclesiastical  property  the  town  had 
turned  the  passage  through  this  close  into  a  narrow 
street,  called  the  rue  de  la  Psalette,  b^'  which  pedes- 
trians passed  from  the  Cloister  to  the  Grand'Rue. 
The  name  of  this  street,  proves  clearly  enough  that  the 
precentor  and  his  pupils  and  those  connected  with  the 
choir  formerly  lived  there.  The  other  side,  the  left 
side,  of  the  street  is  occupied  by  a  single  house,  the 
walls  of  which  are  overshadowed  hy  the  buttresses  of 
Saint-Gatien,  which  have  tiieir  base  in  the  narrow  little 
garden  of  the  house,  leaving  it  doubtful  whether  the 
cathedral  was  built  before  or  after  this  Venerable  dwell- 
ing. An  archaeologist  examining  the  arabesques,  the 
shape  of  the  windows,  the  arch  oJf  the  door,  the  whole  ex- 
terior of  the  house,  now  mellow  with  age,  would  see  at 
once  that  it  had  always  been  a  part  of  the  magnificent 
edifice  with  which  it  is  blended. 

An  antiquary  (had  there  been  one  in  Tours,  —  one  of 
the  least  literarj-  towns  in  all  France)  would  even 
discover,  where  the  narrow  street  enters  the  Cloister, 
several  vestiges  of  an  old  arcade,  which  formerly  made 
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a  portico  to  these  ecclesiastical  dwellings,  and  was,  no 
doubt,  harmonious  in  style  with  the  general  character 
of  the  architecture. 

The  house  of  which  we  speak,  standing  on  the  north 
side  of  the  cathedral,  was  always  in  the  shadow  thrown 
bj'  that  vast  edifice,  on  which  time  had  cast  its  ding3' 
mantle,  marked  its  furrows,  and  shed  its  chill  humiditj', 
its  lichen,  mosses,  and  rank  herbs.  The  darkened 
dwelling  was  wrapped  in  silence,  broken  onlj'  bj'  the 
bells,  by  the  chanting  of  the  offices  heard  through  the 
windows  of  the  church,  bj'  the  call  of  the  jackdaws 
nesting  in  the  belfries.  The  region  is  a  desert  of 
stones,  a  solitude  with  a  character  of  its  own,  an  arid 
spot,  which  could  only  be  inhabited  b}-  beings  who  had 
either  attained  to  absolute  nullity,  or  were  gifted  with 
some  abnormal  strength  of  soul.  The  house  in  ques- 
tion had  always  been  occupied  b3'  abb^s,  and  it  be- 
longed to  an  old  maid  named  IMademoiselle  Gamard. 
Though  the  property  had  been  bought  from  the  na- 
tional domain  under  the  Reign  of  Terror  by  the  father 
of  Mademoiselle  Gamard,  no  one  objected  under  the 
Restoration  to  the  old  maid's  retaining  it,  because  she 
took  priests  to  board  and  was  very  devout ;  it  may  be 
that  religious  persons  gave  her  credit  for  the  intention 
of  leaving  the  property  to  the  Chapter. 

The  Abbe  Birotteau  was  making  his  way  to  this 
house,  where  he  had  lived  for  the  last  two  years.     His 


The    Vicar  of  Tours.  233 

apartment  had  been  (as  was  now  the  canoniy)  an  ob- 
ject of  envy  and  his  hoc  erat  in  votis  for  a  dozen  j'eava. 
To  be  Mademoiselle's  Gamard's  boarder  and  to  become 
a  canon  were  the  two  great  desires  of  his  life  ;  in  fact ' 
thej'  do  present  accuratelj-  the  ambition  of  a  priest, 
who,  considering  himself  on  the  highroad  to  eternit}', 
can  wish  for  nothing  in  this  world  but  good  lodging, 
good  food,  clean  garments,  shoes  with  silver  buckles, 
a  sufflciencj'  of  things  for  the  needs  of  the  animal,  and 
a  canonr}'  to  satisfj'  self-love,  that  inexpressible  senti- 
ment which  follows  us,  thej'  say,  into  the  presence  of 
God,  —  for  there  are  grades  among  the  saints.  But 
the  covetous  desire  for  the  apartment  which  the  Abbe 
Birotteau  was  now  inhabiting  (a  very  harmless  desire 
in  the  eyes  of  worldly  people)  had  been  to  the  abbd 
nothing  less  than  a  passion,  a  passion  full  of  obstacles, 
and,  like  more  guilty  passions,  full  of  hopes,  pleasures, 
and  remorse. 

The  interior  arrangements  of  the  house  did  not  allow 
Mademoiselle  Gamard  to  take  more  than  two  lodgers. 
Now,  for  about  twelve  j'ears  before  the  daj'  when 
Birotteau  went  to  live  with  her  she  had  undertaken  to 
keep  in  health  and  contentment  two  priests  ;  namely-, 
Monsieur  I'Abbe  Troubert  and  Monsieur  I'Abbe  Chape- 
loud.  The  Abbe  Troubert  still  lived.  The  Abbe 
Chapeloud  was  dead ;  and  Birotteau  had  stepped  into 
his  place. 
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The  late  Abbe  Chapeloud,  in  life  a  canon  of  Saint- 
Gatien,  had  been  an  intimate  friend  of  the  Abbe 
Birotteau.  Every  time  that  the  latter  paid  a  visit  to 
*the  canon  he  had  constantlj'  admired  the  apartment, 
the  furniture  and  the  librar}-.  Out  of  this  admira- 
tion grew  the  desire  to  possess  these  beautiful  things.' 
It  had  been  impossible  for  the  Abb6  Birotteau  to  stifle 
tliis  desire ;  though  it  often  made  him  suffer  terribly 
when  he  reflected  that  the  death  of  his  best  friend 
could  alone  satisfy  his  secret  covetousness,  which  in- 
creased as  time  went  on.  The  Abbe  Chapeloud  and 
his  friend  Birotteau  were  not  rich.  Both  were  sons  of 
peasants ;  and  tlieir  slender  savings  had  been  spent  in 
the  mere  costs  of  living  during  the  disastrous  years  of 
the  Eevolution.  When  Napoleon  restored  the  Catholic 
worship  the  Abbe  Chapeloud  was  appointed  canon  of 
the  cathedral  and  Birotteau  was  made  vicar  of  it. 
Chapeloud  then  went  to  board  with  Mademoiselle 
Gamard.  When  Birotteau  first  came  to  visit  his 
friend,  he  thought  the  arrangement  of  the  rooms  ex- 
cellent, but  he  noticed  nothing  more.  The  outset  of 
this  concupiscence  of  chattels  was  verj'  like  that  of  a 
true  passion,  which  often  begins,  in  a  joung  man,  with 
cold  admiration  for  a  woman  whom  he  ends  in  loving 
forever. 

The  apartment,  reached  by  a  stone  staircase,  was  on 
the  side  of  the  house   that  faced   south.    The  Abb6 
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Troubert  occupied  the  ground-floor,  and  Mademoiselle 
Gamard  the  first  floor  of  the  main  building,  looking 
on  the  street.  When  Chapeloud  took  possession  of 
his  rooms  they  were  bare  of  furniture,  and  the  ceilings 
were  blackened  with  smoke.  The  stone  mantelpieces, 
which  were  very  badly  cut,  had  never  been  painted. 
At  first,  the  only  furniture  the  poor  canon  could  put  in 
was  a  bed,  a  table,  a  few  chairs,  and  the  books  he  pos- 
sessed. The  apartment  was  like  a  beautiful  woman 
in  rags.  But  two  or  three  .  years  later,  an  old  lady 
having  left  the  Abbe  Chapeloud  two  thousand  francs, 
he  spent  that  sum  on  the  purchase  of  an  oak  book- 
case, the  relic  of  a  chateau  pulled  down  by  the 
Bande  Noire,  the  carving  of  which  deserved  the  ad- 
miration of  all  artists.  The  abbe  made  the  purchase 
less  because  it  was  very  cheap  than  because  the  di- 
mensions of  the  bookcase  exactly  fitted  the  space  it 
was  to  fill  in  his  gallery.  His  savings  enabled  him  to 
renovate  the  whole  gallery,  which  up  to  this  time  had 
been  neglected  and  shabby.  The  floor  was  carefuU}' 
waxed,  the  ceiling  whitened,  the  wood-work  painted  to 
resemble  the  grain  and  knots  of  oak.  A  long  table  in 
ebonj'  and  two  cabinets  bj'  Boulle  completed  the 
decoration,  and  gave  to  this  gallerj'  a  certain  air  that 
was  full  of  character.  In  the  course  of  two  years  the 
liberality  of  devout  persons,  and  legacies,  though  small 
ones,  from .  pious   penitents,  filled  the   shelves   of  the 
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bookcase,  till  then  half  empty.  Moreover,  Chapelond's 
uncle,  an  old  Oratorian,  left  him  his  collection  in  folio 
of  the  Fathers  of  the  Church,  and  several  other  impor- 
tant works  that  were  precious  to  a  priest. 

Birotteau,  more  and  more  surprised  by  the  successive 
improvements  of  the  gallery,  once  so  bare,  came  by 
degrees  to  a  condition  of  involuntary  env^'.  He  wished 
he  could  possess  that  apartment,  so  thoroughly  in  keep- 
ing with  the  gravit}'  of  ecclesiastical  life.  The  passion 
increased  from  day  to  A&y.  Working,  sometimes  for 
days  together,  in  this  retreat,  the  vicav  could  appreciate 
the  silence  and  the  peace  that  reigned  there.  During 
the  following  year  the  Abbe  Chapeloud  turned  a  small 
room  into  an  orator^-,  which  his  pious  friends  took 
pleasure  in  beautifying.  Still  later,  another  lady  gave 
the  canon  a  set  of  furniture  for  his  bedroom,  the  cover- 
ing of  which  she  had  embroidered  under  the  ej'es  of  the 
worthy  man  without  his  ever  suspecting  its  destination. 
The  bedroom  then  had  the  same  effect  upon  the  vicar 
that  the  gallery  had  long  had  ;  it  dazzled  him.  Lastly, 
about  three  years  before  the  Abbe  Chapelond's  death, 
he  completed  the  comfort  of  his  apartment  b}'  decorat- 
ing the  salon.  Thougli  the  furniture  was  plainlj' 
covered  in  red  Utrecht  velvet,  it  fascinated  Birotteau. 
From  the  day  when  the  canon's  friend  first  laid  eyes  on 
the  I'ed  damask  curtains,  the  mahogany  furniture,  the 
Aubusson  carpet  which  adorned  the  vast  room,  then 
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lately  painted,  his  envy  of  Chapeloud's  apartment 
became  a  monomania  hidden  within  his  breast.  To 
live  there,  to  sleep  in  that  bed  with  the  silk  curtains 
where  the  canon  slept,  to  have  all  Chapeloud's  comforts 
about  him,  would  be,  Birotteau  felt,  complete  happi- 
ness ;  he  saw  nothing  beyond  it.  All  the  envy,  all 
the  ambition  which  the  things  of  this  world  give  birth 
to  in  the  Jiearts  of  other  men  concentrated  themselves 
for  Birotteau  in  the  deep  and  secret  longing  he  felt  for 
an  apartment  like  that  which  the  Abb^  Chapeloud  had 
created  for  himself.  When  his  friend  fell  ill  he  went  to 
him  out  of  true  affection ;  but  all  the  same,  when  he 
first  heard  of  his  illness,  and  when  he  sat  by  his  bed  to 
keep  him  company,  there  arose  in  the  depths  of  his 
consciousness,  in  spite  of  himself,  a  crowd  of  thoughts 
the  simple  formula  of  which  was  always,  "  If  Chapeloud 
dies  I  can  have  this  apartment."  And  jet  —  Birotteau 
having  an  excellent  heart,  contracted  ideas,  and  a  lim- 
ited mind  —  he  did  not  go  so  far  as  to  think  of  means 
by  which  to  make  his  friend  bequeath  to  him  the  librarj' 
and  the  furniture. 

The  Abbe  Chapeloud,  an  amiable,  indulgent  egoist, 
fathomed  his  friend's  desires ^ — -not  a  difficult  thing  to 
do  —  and  forgave  them  ;  which  may  seem  less  easy 
to  a  priest ;  but  it  must  be  remembered  that  the  vicar, 
whose  friendship  was  faithful,  did  not  fail  to  take  a 
daily  walk  with  his  friend  along  their  usual  path  in 
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the  Mail  de  Tours,  never  once  depriving  him  of  an 
instant  of  the  time  devoted  for  over  twenty  years  to 
that  exercise.  Birotteau,  who  regarded  his  secret 
wishes  as  crimes,  would  have  been  capable,  out  of  con- 
trition, of  the  utmost  devotion  to  his  friend.  The 
latter  paid  his  debt  of  gratitude  for  a  friendship  so  in- 
genuously sincere  by  saying,  a  few  days  before  his 
death,  as  the  vicar  sat  bj-  him  reading  the  "  Quotidi- 
enne  "  aloud:  "This  time  you  will  certainly  get  the 
apartment.     I  feel  it  is  all  over  with  me  now." 

Accordingly,  it  was  found  that  the  Abbe  Chapeloud 
had  left  his  librarj-  and  all  his  furniture  to  his  friend 
Birotteau.  The  possession  of  these  things,  so  keenly 
desired,  and  the  prospect  of  being  talien  to  board  by 
Mademoiselle  Gamard,  certainly  did  allay  the  grief 
which  Birotteau  felt  at  the  death  of  his  friend  the 
canon.  He  might  not  have  been  willing  to  resuscitate 
him  ;  but  he  mourned  him.  For  several  dajs  he  was  like 
Gargantua,  who,  when  his  wife  died  in  giving  birth  to 
Pantagruel,  did  not  know  whether  to  rejoice  at  the  birth 
of  a  son  or  grieve  at  having  buried  his  good  Babette, 
and  therefore  cheated  himself  b}'  rejoicing  at  the  deatli 
of  his  wife  and  deploring  the  advent  of  Pantagruel. 

The  Abbe  Birotteau  spent  the  first  days  of  his 
mourning  in  verifying  the  books  in  his  library-,  in 
making  use  of  his  furniture,  in  examining  the  whole  of 
his  inheritance,  saying  in  a  tone  which,  unfortunatelj-, 
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was  not  noted  at  the  time,  "  Poor  Chapeloud  !  "  His 
joy  and  his  grief  so  completely  absorbed  him  that  he 
felt  no  pain  when  he  found  that  the  office  of  canon, 
in  which  the  late  Chapeloud  had  hoped  his  friend 
Birotteau  might  succeed  him,  was  given  to  another. 
Mademoiselle  Gamard  having  cheerfully  agreed  to 
take  the  vicar  to  board,  the  latter  was  thenceforth  a 
participator  in  all  those  felicities  of  material  comfort  of 
which  the  deceased  canon  had  been  wont  to  boast. 

Incalculable  they  were !  According  to  the  Abbe 
Chapeloud  none  of  the  priests  who  inhabited  the  city 
of  Tours,  not  even  the  archbishop,  had  ever  been  the 
object  of  such  minute  and  delicate  attentions  as  those 
bestowed  by  Mademoiselle  Gamard  on  her  two  lodgers. 
The  first  words  the  canon  said  to  his  friend  when  they 
met  for  their  walk  on  the  Mail  referred  usually  to  the 
succulent  dinner  he  had  just  eaten ;  and  it  was  a  very 
rare  thing  if  during  the  seven  walks  of  each  week 
he  did  not  sa}'  at  least  fourteen  times,  "  That  ex- 
cellent spinster  certainly  has  a  vocation  for  serving 
ecclesiastics." 

"Just  think,"  the  canon  would  say  to  Birotteau, 
"  that  for  twelve  consecutive  years  nothing  has  ever 
been  amiss,  —  linen  in  perfect  order,  bands,  albs,  sur- 
plices ;  I  find  everjthing  in  its  place,  always  in  suffi- 
cient quantity,  and  smelling  of  orris-root.  My  furniture 
is  rubbed  and  kept  so  bright  that  I  don't  know  when 
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I  have  seen  anj'  dust  —  did  30U  ever  see  a  speck  of  it 
in  mj- rooms?  Thien  the  firewood  is  so  well  selected. 
The  least  little  things  are  excellent.  In  fact,  Made- 
moiselle Gamard  keeps  an  incessant  watch  over  my 
wants.  I  can't  remember  having  rung  twice  for  any- 
thing —  no  matter  what  —  in  ten  j-ears.  That 's  what 
I  call  living  !  I  never  have  to  look  for  a  single  thing, 
not  even  mj'  slippers.  Always  a  good  fire,  alwaj's  a 
good  dinner.  Once  the  bellows  annoyed  me,  the 
nozzle  was  choked  up  ;  but  I  onlj-  mentioned  it  once, 
and  the  next  daj'  Mademoiselle  gave  me  a  yerj  pretty- 
pair,  also  those  nice  little  tongs  jou  see  me  mend  the 
fire  with." 

For  all  answer  Birotteau  would  say,  "  Smelling  of 
orris-root !  "  That  smelling  of  orris-root  always  af- 
fected him.  The  canon's  remarks  revealed  ideal  joj-s 
to  the  poor  vicar,  whose  bands  and  albs  were  the 
plague  of  his  life,  for  he  was  totally  devoid  of  method 
and  often  forgot  to  order  his  dinner.  Therefore,  if  he 
saw  Mademoiselle  Gamard  at  Saint-Gatien  while  say- 
ing mass  or  taking  round  the  plate,  he  never  failed  to 
give  her  a  kindly  and  benevolent  look,  — such  a  look  as 
Saint  Teresa  might  have  cast  to  heaven. 

Though  the  comforts  which  all  creatures  desire,  and 
for  which  he  had  so  often  longed,  thus  fell  to  his  share, 
the  Abbe  Birotteau,  like  the  rest  of  the  world,  found  it 
difficult,  even  for  a  priest,  to  live   without  something 
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to  hanker  for.  Consequently,  for  the  last  eighteen 
months  he  had  replaced  his  two  satisfied  passions  by 
an  ardent  longing  for  a  canonr3\  The  title  of  Canon 
had  become  to  him  very  much  what  a  peerage  is  to 
a  plebeian  minister.  The  prospect  of  an  appointment, 
hopes  of  which  had  just  been  held  out  to  him  at  Ma- 
dame de  Listomere's,  so  completely  turned  his  head 
that  he  did  not  observe  until  he  reached  his  own  door 
that  he  had  left  his  umbrella  behind  him.  Perhaps, 
even  then,  if  the  rain  were  not  falling  in  torrents  he 
might  not  have  missed  it,  so  absorbed  was  he  in  the 
pleasure  of  going  over  and  over  in  his  mind  what  had 
been  said  to  him  on  the  subject  of  his  promotion  by 
the  company  at  Madame  de  Listomere's,  — an  old  lady 
with  whom  he  spent  every  Wednesday  evening. 

The  vicar  rang  loudly,  as  if  to  let  the  servant  know 
she  was  not  to  keep  him  waiting.  Then  he  stood  close 
to  the  door  to  avoid,  if  he  could,  getting  showered  ; 
but  the  drip  from  the  roof  fell  precisely  on  the  toes  of 
his  shoes,  and  the  wind  blew  gusts  of  rain  into  his 
face  that  were  much  like  a  shower-bath.  Having  cal- 
culated the  time  necessary  for  the  woman  to  leave  the 
kitchen  and  pull  the  string  of  the  outer  door,  he  rang 
again,  this  time  in  a  manner  that  resulted  in  a  very 
significant  peal  of  the  bell. 

"  They  can't  be  out,"  he  said  to  himself,  not  hearing 
any  movement  on  the  premises. 

16 
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Again  he  rang,  producing  a  sound  that  echoed 
sharply'  through  the  house  and  was  taken  up  and  re- 
peated, by  all  the  echoes  of  the  cathedral,  so  that  no 
one  could  avoid  waking  up  at  the  remonstrating  racket. 
Accordingly,  in  a  few  moments,  he  heard,  not  without 
some  pleasure  in  his  wrath,  the  wooden  shoes  of  the 
servant-woman  clacking  along  the  paved  path  which 
led  to  the  outer  door.  But  even  then  the  discomforts 
of  the  gouty  old  gentleman  were  not  so  quickly  over 
as  he  hoped.  Instead  of  pulling  the  string,  Marianne 
was  obliged  to  turn  the  lock  of  the  door  with  its  heavj' 
kej',  and  pull  back  all  the  bolts. 

' '  Why  did  you  let  me  ring  three  times  in  such 
weather?"  said  the  vicar. 

"But,  monsieur,  don't  j'ou  see  the  door  was  locked? 
We  have  all  been  in  bed  ever  so  long ;  it  struck  a 
quarter  to  eleven  some  time  ago.  Mademoiselle  must 
have  thought  you  were  in." 

"  You  saw  me  go  out,  yourself.  Besides,  Mademoi- 
selle knows  very  well  I  always  go  to  Madame  de  Lis- 
tomere's  on  A\^ednesda3'  evening." 

"  I  only  did  as  Mademoiselle  told  me,  monsieur." 

These  words  struck  the  vicar  a  blow,  which  lie  felt 
the  more  because  his  late  reverj-  had  made  him  com- 
pletely happy.  He  said  nothing  and  followed  Mari- 
anne towards  the  kitchen  to  get  his  candlestick,  which 
he  supposed  had  been  left  there  as  usual.    But  instead 
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of  entering  the  kitchen  Marianne  went  on  to  his  own 
apartments,  and  there  the  viear  beheld  his  candlesticl?:  on 
a  table  close  to  the  door  of  the  red  salon,  in  a  sort  of 
antechamber  formed  bj-  the  landing  of  the  staircase, 
which  the  late  canon  had  inclosed  with  a  glass  parti- 
tion. Mute  with  amazement,  he  entered  his  bedroom 
hastilj',  found  no  Are,  and  called  to  Marianne,  who  had 
not  had  time  to  get  downstairs. 

"  You  have  not  lighted  the  fire !  "  he  said. 

"Beg  pardon.  Monsieur  I'abbe,  I  did,"  she  said; 
"  it  must  have  gone  out." 

Birotteau  looked  again  at  the  hearth,  and  felt  con- 
vinced that  the  fire  had  been  out  since  morning. 

"  I  must  dry  my  feet,"  he  said.     "  Make  the  fire." 

Marianne  obeyed  with  the  haste  of  a  person  who 
wants  to  get  back  to  her  night's  rest.  While  looking 
about  him  for  his  slippers,  which  were  not  in  the  middle 
of  his  bedside  carpet  as  usual,  the  abb^  took  mental 
notes  of  the  state  of  Marianne's  dress,  which  convinced 
him  that  she  had  not  got  out  of  bed  to  open  the  door 
as  she  said  she  had.  He  then  recollected  that  for  the 
last  two  weeks  he  had  been  deprived  of  various  little 
attentions  which  for  eighteen  months  had  made  life 
sweet  to  him.  Now,  as  the  nature  of  narrow  minds 
induces  them  to  study  trifles,  Birotteau  plunged 
suddenly  into  deep  meditatic)h  on  these  four  circum- 
stances, imperceptible  in  their  meaning  to  others,  but 
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to  him  indicative  of  four  catastrophes.  The  total  loss 
of  his  happiness  was  evidentl}'  foreshadowed  in  the 
neglect  to  place  his  slippers,  in  Marianne's  falsehood 
about  the  fire,  in  the  unusual  removal  of  his  candle- 
stick to  the  table  of  the  antechamber,  and  in  the 
evident  intention  to  keep  him  waiting  in  the  rain. 

When  the  fire  was  burning  on  the  hearth,  and  the 
lamp  was  lighted,  and  Marianne  had  departed  without 
saying,  as  usual,  "  Does  Monsieur  want  an3-thing 
more?"  the  Abbe  Birotteau  let  himself  fall  gently  into 
the  wide  and  handsome  eas3--chair  of  his  late  friend ; 
but  there  was  something  mournful  in  the  movement 
with  which  he  dropped  upon  it.  The  good  soul  was 
crushed  by  a  presentiment  of  coming  calamity.  His 
eyes  roved  successively  to  the  handsome  tall  clock, 
the  bureau,  curtains,  chairs,  carpets,  to  the  stately  bed, 
the  basin  of  hol3'-water,  the  crucifix,  to  a  Virgin  by 
Valentin,  a  Christ  by  Lebrun,  —  in  short,  to  all  the 
accessories  of  this  cherished  room,  while  his  face  ex- 
pressed the  anguish  of  the  tenderest  farewell  that  a 
lover  ever  took  of  his  first  mistress,  or  an  old  man  of 
his  lately  planted  trees.  The  vicar  had  just  perceived, 
somewhat  late  it  is  true,  the  signs  of  a  dumb  persecu- 
tion instituted  against  him  for  the  last  three  months 
by  Mademoiselle  Gamard,  whose  evil  intentions  would 
doubtless  have  been  fattfomed  much  sooner  by  a  more 
intelligent  man.     Old  maids  have  a  special  talent  for 
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accentuating  the  words  and  actions  wliicli  their  dis- 
likes suggest  to  them.  Thej'  scratch  like  cats.  They 
not  only  wound  but  they  take  pleasure  in  wounding, 
and  in  maliing  their  victim  see  that  he  is  wounded. 
A  man  of  the  world  would  never  have  allowed  himself 
to  be  scratched  twice  ;  the  good  abbe,  on  the  contrary, 
had  taken  several  blows  from  those  sharp  claws  before 
he  could  be  brought  to  believe  in  any  evil  intention. 

But  when  he  did  perceive  it,  he  set  to  work,  with  the 
inquisitorial  sagacity  which  priests  acquire  bj'  directing 
consciences  and  burrowing  into  the  nothings  of  the 
confessional,  to  establish,  as  though  it  were  a  matter 
of  religious  controversy,  the  following  proposition : 
"  Admitting  that  Mademoiselle  Gamard  did  not  remem- 
ber it  was  Madame  de  Listomere's  evening,  and  that 
Marianne  did  think  I  was  at  home,  and  did  really  forget 
to  make  my  fire,  it  is  impossible,  inasmuch  as  I  myself 
took  down  my  candlestick  this  morning,  that  Made-- 
moiselle  Gamard,  seeing  it  in  her  salon,  could  have 
supposed  I  had  gone  to  bed.  Ergo,  Mademoiselle 
Gamard  intended  that  I  should  stand  out  in  the  rain, 
and,  b}'  carrj'ing  my  candlestick  upstairs,  she  meant 
to  make  me  understand  it.  "What  does  it  all  mean?" 
he  said  aloud,  roused  by  the  gravity  of  these  circum- 
stances, and  rising  as  he  spoke  to  take  off  his  damp 
clothes,  get  into  his  dressing-gown,  and  do  up  his 
head  for  the  night.     Then  he  returned  from  the  bed  to 
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the  fireplace,  gesticulating,  and  launching  forth  in 
various  tones  the  following  sentences,  all  of  which 
ended  in  a  high  falsetto  key,  like  notes  of  inteijection  : 

"What  the  deuce  have  I  done  to  her?  Why  is  she 
angry  with  me  ?  Marianne  did  not  forget  my  fire ! 
Mademoiselle  told  her  not  to  light  it !  I  must  be  a 
child  if  I  can't  see,  from  the  tone  and  manner  she  has 
been  taking  to  me,  that  I've  done  .something  to  dis- 
please her.  Nothing  like  it  ever  happened  to  Chape- 
loud  !  I  can't  live  in  the  midst  of  such  torments  as  — 
At  my  age  —  " 

He  went  to  bed  hoping  that  the  morrow  might  en- 
lighten him  on  the  causes  of  the  dislike  which 
threatened  to  destroy  forever  the  happiness  he  had 
now  enjoyed  two  j-ears  after  wishing  for  it  so  long. 
Alas !  the  secret  reasons  for  the  inimical  feelings 
Mademoiselle  Gamard  bore  to  the  luckless  abbe  were 
fated  to  remain  eternally  unknown  to  him,  —  not  that 
they  were  difficult  to  fathom,  but  simply  because  he 
lacked  the  good  faith  and  candor  l)y  which  great  souls 
and  scoundrels  look  within  and  judge  themselves.  A 
man  of  genius  or  a  trickster  saj's  to  himself,  "  I  did 
wrong."  Self-interest  and  native  talent  are  the  only 
infallible  and  lucid  guides.  Xow  the  Abbe  Birotteau, 
whose  goodness  amounted  to  stupidit}',  whose  knowl- 
edge was  only,  as  it  were,  plastered  on  him  by  dint  of 
study,  who  had  no  experience  whatever  of  the  world 
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and  its  ways,  who  lived  between  the  mass  and  the  con- 
fessional, chiefly  occupied  in  deciding  the  most  trivial 
matters  of  conscience  in  his  capacity'  of  confessor  to  all 
the  schools  in  town  and  to  a  few  noble  souls  who  rightly 
appreciated  him, — the  Abb6  Birotteau  must  be  re- 
garded as  a  great  child,  to  whom  most  of  the  practices 
of  social  life  were  utterly  unknown.  And  yet,  the 
natural. selfishness  of  all  humarl  beings,  reinforced  by 
the  selfish  aess  peculiar  to  the  priesthood  and  that  of 
the  narrow  life  of  the  provinces  had  inseusibl}-,  and 
unknown  to  himself,  developed  within  him.  If  any  one 
had  felt  enough  interest  in  the  goodman  to  probe  his 
spirit  and  prove  to  him  that  in  the  numerous  petty 
details  of  his  life  and  in  the  minute  duties  of  his  daily 
existence  he  was  essentiall3-  lacking  in  the  self-sacrifice 
he  professed,  he  would  have  punished  and  mortified  him- 
self in  good  faith.  But  those  whom  we  offend  by  such 
unconscious  selfishness  pay  little  heed  to  our  real  inno- 
cence ;  what  they  want  is  vengeance,  and  they  take  it. 
Thus  it  happened  that  Birotteau,  weak  brother  that  he 
was,  was  made  to  undergo  the  decrees  of  that  great 
distributive  Justice  which  goes  about  compelling  the 
world  to  execute  its  judgments,  —  called  bj'  ninnies 
"  the  misfortunes  of  life." 

There  was  this  difference  between  the  late  Chapeloud 
and  the  vicar,  —  one  was  a  shrewd  and  clever  egoist, 
the  other  a  simple-minded  and  clumsj'  one.     Wlien  the 
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canon  went  to  board  with  Mademoiselle  Gamard  he  knew 
exactly  how  to  judge  of  his  landlady's  character.  The 
confessional  had  taught  hira  to  understand  the  bitter- 
ness that  the  sense  of  being  kept  outside  the  social  pale 
puts  into  the  heart  of  an  old  maid ;  he  therefore  calcu- 
lated his  own  treatment  of  Mademoiselle  Gamard  verN- 
wiselj'.  She  was  theii  about  thirtj'-eight  3-ears  old,  and 
still  retained  a  few  pretensions,  which,  in  well-behaved 
persons  of  her  condition,  change,  rather  later,  into 
strong  personal  self-esteem.  The  canon  saw  plainly 
that  to  live  comfortablj-  with  his  landladj'  he  must  pay 
her  invariably  the  same  attentions  and  be  more  infal- 
lible than  the  pope  himself.  To  compass  this  result,  he 
allowed  no  points  of  contact  between  himself  and  her 
except  those  that  politeness  demanded,  and  those  which 
necessarily  exist  between  two  persons  living  under  the 
same  roof.  Thus,  though  he  and  the  Abbe  Troubert 
took  their  regular  three  meals  a  Aa.j,  he  avoided  the 
family  breakfast  by  inducing  JMademoiselle  Gamard  to 
send  his  coffee  to  his  own  room.  He  also  avoided  the 
annoyance  of  supper  by  taking  tea  in  the  houses  of 
friends  with  whom  he  spent  his  evenings.  In  this  way 
he  seldom  saw  his  landladj'  except  at  dinner ;  but  he 
alwaj's  came  down  to  that  meal  a  few  minutes  in  ad- 
vance of  the  hour.  During  this  visit  of  courtesy,  as  it 
may  be  called,  he  talked  to  her,  for  the  twelve  j-ears  he 
had  lived  under  her  roof,   on  nearly  the  same  topics, 
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receiving  from  her  the  same  answers.  How  she  had 
slept,  her  breakfast,  the  trivial  domestic  events,  her 
looks,  her  health,  the  weather,  the  time  the  church 
services  had  lasted,  the  incidents  of  the  mass,  the 
health  of  such  or  such  a  priest,  —  these  were  the  sub- 
jects of  their  daily  conversation.  During  dinner  he 
invariablj'  paid  her  certain  indirect  compliments ;  the 
fish  had  an  excellent  flavor;  the  seasoning  of  a  sauce 
was  delicious ;  Mademoiselle  Gamard's  capacities  and 
virtues  as  mistress  of  a  household  were  great.  He  was 
sure  of  flattering  the  old  maid's  vanity-  bj'  praising  the 
skill  with  which  she  made  or  prepared  her  preserves 
and  pickles  and  pates  and  other  gastronomical  inven- 
tions. To  cap  all,  the  wily  canon  never  left  his  land- 
lady's yellow  salon  after  dinner  without  remarking  that 
there  was  no  house  in  Tours  where  he  could  get  such 
good  coffee  as  that  he  had  just  imbibed. 

Thanks  to  this  thorough  understanding  of  Made- 
moiselle Gamard's  character,  and  to  the  science  of 
existence  which  he  had  put  in  practice  for  the  last 
twelve  years,  no  matter  of  discussion  on  the  internal 
arrangements  of  the  household  had  ever  come  up  be- 
tween them.  The  Abbe  Chapeloud  had  taken  note  of 
the  spinster's  angles,  asperities,  and  crabbedness,  and 
had  so  arranged  his  avoidance  of  lier  that  he  obtained 
without  the  least  difficulty  all  the  concessions  that 
were  necessary  to   the  happiness  and   tranquillity   of 
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his  life.  The  result  was  that  Mademoiselle  Gamard 
frequently  remarked  to  her  friends  and  acquaintance 
that  the  Abbe  Chapeloud  was  a  very  amiable  man, 
extremely  easy  to  live  with,  and  a  fine  mind. 

As  to  her  other  lodger,  the  Abbe  Troubert,  she  said 
absolutel3-  nothing  about  him.  Completelj-  involved 
in  the  round  of  her  life,  like  a  satellite  in  the  orbit  of 
a  planet,  Troubert  was  to  her  a  sort  of  intermediary 
creature  between  the  individuals  of  the  human  species 
and  those  of  the  canine  species ;  he  was  classed  in  her 
heart  next,  but  directly  before,  the  place  intended  for 
friends  but  now  occupied  bj'  a  fat  and  wheez}'  pug 
which  she  tenderly  loved.  She  ruled  Troubert  com- 
pletely, and  the  intermingling  of  their  interests  was 
so  obvious  that  many  persons  of  her  social  sphere  be- 
lieved that  the  Abbe  Troubert  had  designs  on  the  old 
maid's  propertj-,  and  was  binding  her  to  him  unawares 
with  infinite  patience,  and  reallj-  directing  her  while 
he  seemed  to  be  obeying  without  ever  letting  her  per- 
ceive in  him  the  slightest  wish  on  his  part  to  govern 
her. 

When  the  Abbe  Chapeloud  died,  the  old  maid,  who 
desired  a  lodger  with  quiet  ways,  naturally  thought  of 
the  vicar.  Before  the  canon's  will  was  made  known 
she  had  meditated  offering  his  rooms  to  the  Abbe 
Troubert,  who  was  not  very  comfortable  on  the  ground- 
floor.     But  when  the  Abb6  Birotteau,  on  receiving  his 
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legacj',  came  to  settle  in  writing  the  terms  of  his  board 
she  saw  be  was  so  in  love  with  the  apartment,  for 
which  he  might  now  admit  his  long  cherished  desires, 
that  she  dared  not  propose  the  exchange,  and  accord- 
ingly sacrificed  her  sentiments  of  friendship  to  the 
demands  of  self-interest.  But  in  order  to  console  her 
beloved  canon.  Mademoiselle  took  up  the  large  white 
Chateau-Eenaud  bricks  that  made  the  floors  of  his  apart- 
ment and  replaced  them  by  wooden  floors  laid  in  point 
de  Hongrie.     She  also  rebuilt  a  smoky  chimney. 

For  twelve  years  the  Abbe  Birotteau  had  seen  his 
friend  Chapeloud  in  that  house  without  ever  giving  a 
thought  to  the  motive  of  the  canon's  extreme  circum- 
spection in  his  relations  to  Mademoiselle  Gamard. 
When  he  came  himself  to  live  with  that  saintly  woman 
he  was  in  the  condition  of  a  lover  on  the  point  of  being 
made  happy.  Even  if  he  had  not  been  by  nature  pur- 
blind of  intellect,  his  ej'es  were  too  dazzled  by  his  new 
happiness  to  allow  him  to  judge  of  his  landladj',  or  to 
reflect  on  the  limits  which  he  ought  to  impose  on  their 
daily  intercourse.  Mademoiselle  Gamard,  seen  from 
afar  and  through  the  prism  of  those  material  felicities 
which  the  vicar  dreamed  of  enjoying  in  her  house, 
seemed,  to  him  a  perfect  being,  a  faultless  Christian, 
essentially  charitable,  the  woman  of  the  Gospel,  the 
wise  virgin,  adorned  by  all  those  humble  and  modest 
virtues  which  shed  celestial  fragrance  upon  life. 
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So,  with  the  enthusiasm  of  one  who  attains  an  ob- 
ject long  desired,  with  the  candor  of  a  child,  and  the 
blundering  foolishness  of  an  old  man  utterlj-  without 
worldlj^  experience,  he  fell  into  the  life  of  Mademoi- 
selle Gamard  precisely  as  a  flj'  is  caught  in  a  spider's 
web.  The  -first  day  that  he  went  to  dine  and  sleep  at 
the  house  he  was  detained  in  the  salon  after  dinner, 
partly  to  make  his  landlady's  acquaintance,  but  chiefly 
by  that  inexplicable  embarrassment  which  often  assails 
timid  people  and  makes  them  fear  to  seem  impolite  by- 
breaking  off  a  conversation  in  order  to  take  leave. 
Consequentlj-  he  remained  there  the  whole  evening. 
Then  a  friend  of  his,  a  certain  Mademoiselle  Salomon 
de  Villenoix,  came  to  see  him,  and  this  gave  Made- 
moiselle Gamard  the  happiness  of  forming  a  card- 
table  ;  so  that  when  the  vicar  went  to  bed  he  felt  that 
he  had  passed  a  ver}'  agreea'ble  evening.  Knowing 
Mademoiselle  Gamard  and  the  Abbe  •  Troubert  but 
slightlj',  he  saw  only  the  superficial  aspects  of  their 
characters ;  few  persons  bare  their  defects  at  once, 
they  generally  take  on  a  becoming  veneer. 

The  worthy  abb6  was  thus  led  to  suggest  to  himself 
the  charming  plan  of  devoting  all  his  evenings  to  Made- 
moiselle Gamard,  instead  of  spending  them,  as  Chape- 
loud  had  done,  elsewhere.  The  old  maid  had  for  years 
been  possessed  by  a  desire  which  grew  stronger  day 
by  day.     This  desire,  often  formed  by  old  persons  and 
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even  b}-  pretty-  women,  had  become  in  Mademoiselle  Ga- 
mard's  soul  as  ardent  a  longing  as  that  ofBirotteau 
for  Chapeloud's  apartment ;  and  it  was  strengthened 
bj'  all  those  feelings  of  pride,  egotism,  env}',  and  ^■anity 
which  pre-exist  in  the  breasts  of  worldlj'  people. 

This  historj'  is  of  all  time ;  it  sufHces  to  widen 
slightl.y  the  narrow  circle  in  which  these  personages  are 
about  to  act  to  find  the  coefficient  reasons  of  events 
which  take  place  in  the  very  highest  spheres  of  social 
life. 

Mademoiselle  Gamard  spent  her  evenings  by  rotation 
in  six  or  eight  different  houses.  Whether  it  was  that 
she  disliked  being  obliged  to  go  out  to  seek  society,  and 
considered  that  at  her  age  she  had  a  right  to  expect 
some  return  ;  or  that  her  pride  was  wounded  at  re- 
ceiving no  company  in  her  own  house ;  or  that  her 
self-love  craved  the  compliments  she  saw  her  various 
hostesses  receive,  —  certain  it  is  that  her  whole  ambition 
was  to  make  her  salon  a  centre  towards  which  a  given 
number  of  persons  should  nightly  make  their  wa^-  vnth 
pleasure.  One  morning  as  she  left  Saint-Gatien,  after 
Birotteau  and  his  friend  Mademoiselle  Salomon  had 
spent  a  few  evenings  with  her  and  with  the  faithful  and 
patient  Troubert,  she  said  to  certain  of  her  good  friends 
whom  she  met  at  the  church  door,  and  whose  slave  she 
had  hitherto  considered  herself,  that  those  who  wished 
to  see  her  could  certainly  come  once  a  week   to   her 
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house,  where  she  had  friends  enough  to  make  a  card- 
table  ;  she  could  not  leave  the  Abbe  Birotteau  ;  Made- 
moiselle Salomon  had  not  missed  a  single  evening  that 
week  ;  she  was  devoted  to  friends  ;.  and  —  et  cetera, 
et  cetera.  Her  speech  was  all  the  more  humbl3'  haughty 
and  softly'  persuasive  because  Mademoiselle  Salomon  de 
Villeuois  belonged  to  the  most  aristocratic  society  in 
Tours.  For  though  Mademoiselle  Salomon  came  to 
Mademoiselle  Gamard's  house  solelj'  out  of  friendship 
for  the  vicar,  the  old  maid  triumphed  in  receiving  her, 
and  saw  that,  thanks  to  Birotteau,  she  was  on  the  point 
of  succeeding  in  her  great  desire  to  form  a  circle  as  nu- 
merous and  as  agreeable  as  those  of  Madame  dc  Listo- 
mere,  Mademoiselle  Merlin  de  la  Blottiere,  and  other 
devout  ladies  who  were  in  the  habit  of  receiving  the 
pious  and  ecclesiastical  society  of  Tours. 

But  alas  !  the  Abbe  Birotteau  liimself  caused  this 
cherished  hope  to  miscarrj'.  Now  if  those  persons  wlio 
in  the  course  of  their  lives  have  attained  to  the  enjoy- 
ment of  a  long  desired  happiness  and  have  therefore 
comprehended  the  joy  of  the  vicar  when  he  stepped 
into  Chapeloud's  vacant  place,  they  will  also  have 
gained  some  faint  idea  of  Mademoiselle  Gamard's 
distress  at  the  overthrow  of  lier  favorite  plan. 

After  accepting  his  happiness  in  the  old  maid's  salon 
for  six  months  with  tolerable  patience,  Birotteau  de- 
serted  the  house  of  an  evening,    carrjdng   with   him 
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Mademoiselle  Salomon.  In  spite  of  her  utmost  efforts 
the  ambitious  Gamard  had  recruited  barely  six  visitors, 
whose  faithful  attendance  was  more  than  problematical ; 
and  boston  could  not  be  played 'night  after  night  unless 
at  least  four  persons  were  present.  The  defection  of 
her  two  principal  guests  obliged  her  therefore  to  make 
suitable  apologies  and  return  to  her  evening  visiting 
among  former  friends ;  for  old  maids  find  their  own 
company  so  distasteful  that  they  prefer  to  seek  the 
doubtful  pleasures  of  society. 

The  cause  of  this  desertion  is  plain  enough.  Although 
the  vicar  was  one  of  those  to  whom  heaven  is  hereafter 
to  belong  in  virtue  of  the  decree  "  Blessed  are  the  poor 
in  spirit,"  he  could  not,  like  some  fools,  endure  the 
annoyance  that  other  fools  caused  him.  Persons  with- 
out minds  are  like  weeds  that  delight  in  good  earth  ; 
they  want  to  be  amused  by  others,  all  the  more  because 
they  are  dull  witliin.  The  incarnation  of  ennui  to  which 
they  are  victims,  joined  to  the  need  they  feel  of  getting 
a  divorce  from  themselves,  produces  that  passion  for 
moving  about,  for  being  somewhere  else  than  where 
they  are,  which  distinguishes  their  species,  —  and  also 
that  of  all  beings  devoid  of  sensitiveness,  and  those  who 
have  missed  their  destinj',  or  who  suffer  b}'  their  own 
fault. 

Without  really  fathoming  the  vacuity  and  emptiness 
of  Mademoiselle  Gamard's  mind,  or  stating  to  himself 
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the  pettiness  of  her  ideas,  the  poor  abb6  perceived, 
unfortunately  too  late,  the  defects  which  she  shared 
with  all  old  maids,  and  those  which  were  peculiar  to 
herself.  The  bad  points  of  others  show  out  so  strongh" 
against  the  good  that  they  usually  strike  our  eyes 
before  they  wound  us.  This  moral  phenomenon  might, 
at  a  pinch,  be  made  to  excuse  the  tendency  we  all  have, 
more  or  less,  to  gossip.  It  is  so  -natural,  socially 
speaking,  to  laugh  at  the  failings  of  others  that  we 
ought  to  forgive  the  ridicule  our  own  absurdities  excite, 
and  be  annoyed  onlj-  by  ealumnj'.  But  in  this  instance 
the  eyes  of  the  good  vicar  never  reached  the  optical 
range  which  enables  men  of  the  world  to  see  and  evade 
their  neighbors'  rough  points.  Before  he  could  be 
brought  to  perceive  the  faults  of  his  landlady  he  was 
forced  to  undergo  the  warning  which  Nature  gives  to 
all  her  creatures  —  pain. 

Old  maids  who  have  never  yielded  in  their  habits  of 
life  or  in  their  characters  to  other  lives  and  other 
characters,  as  the  fate  of  woman  exacts,  have,  as  a 
general  thing,  a  mania  for  making  others  give  wa)'  to 
theoi.  In  Mademoiselle  Gamard  this  sentiment  had 
degenerated  into  despotism,  but  a  despotism  that  could 
only  exercise  itself  on  little  things.  For  instance 
(among  a  hundred  other  examples),  the  basket  of 
counters  placed  on  the  card-table  for  the  Abbe  Birot- 
teau  was  to  stand  exactly  where   she   placed  it ;    and 
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the  abbe  anno3ed  her  terriblj'  bj'  moving  it,  which  he 
did  nearl}'  every  evening.  How  is  this  sensitiveness 
stupidly  spent  on  nothings  to  be  accounted  for?  what 
is  the  object  of  it?  No  one  could  have  told  in  this 
case  ;  Mademoiselle  Gamard  herself  knew  no  reason 
for  it.  The  vicar,  though  a  sheep  hy  nature,  did  not 
like,  any  more  than  other  sheep,  to  feel  the  crook  too 
often,  especiall}'  when  it  bristled  with  spikes.  Not 
seeking  to  explain  to  himself  the  patience  of  the  Abb6 
Troubert,  Birotteau  simpl3'  withdrew  from  the  happi- 
ness which  Mademoiselle  Gamard  believed  that  she 
seasoned  to  his  liking,  —  for  she  regarded  happiness  as 
a  thing  to  be  made,  like  her  preserves.  But  the  luck- 
less abbi^  made  the  break  in  a  clumsj-  waj-,  the  natural 
■way  of  his  own  naive  character,  and  it  was  not  carried 
out  without  much  nagging  and  sharp-shooting,  which 
the  Abb6  Birotteau  endeavored  to  bear  as  if  he  did  not 
feel  them. 

B^-  the  end  of  the  first  year  of  his  sojourn  under 
Mademoiselle  Gamard's  roof  the  vicar  had  resumed  his 
former  habits  ;  spending  two  evenings  a  week  with 
Madame  de  Listomere,  three  with  Mademoiselle  Sal- 
omon, and  the  other  two  with  Mademoiselle  Merhu  de 
la  Blottiere.  These  ladies  belonged  to  the  aristocratic 
circles  of  Tourainean  society,  to  which  Mademoiselle 
Gamard  was  not  admitted.  Therefore  the  abbe's 
abandonment  was  the  more  insulting,  because  it  made 
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her  feel  her  want  of  social  value ;  all  choice  implies 
contempt  for  the  thing  rejected. 

"  Monsieur  Birotteau  does  not  find  us  agreeable 
enough,"  said  the  Abb6  Troubert  to  Mademoiselle 
Gamard's  friends  when  she  was  forced  to  tell  them  that 
her  "  evenings"  must  be  given  up.  "  He  is  a  man  of 
the  world,  and  a  good  liver  !  He  wants  fashion,  luxury, 
wittj'  conversation,  and  the  scandals  of  the  town." 

These  words  of  course  obliged  Mademoiselle  Gamard 
to  defend  herself  at  Birotteau's  expense. 

"He  is  not  much  a  man  of  the  world,"  she  said. 
"If  it  had  not  been  for  the  Abbe  Chapeloud  he  would 
never  have  been  received  at  Madame  de  Listomere's. 
Oh,  what  did  n't  I  lose  in  losing  the  Abb6  Chapeloud  ! 
Such  an  amiable  man,  and  so  eas}^  to  live  with !  In 
twelve  whole  3'ears  I  never  had  the  slightest  difficulty 
or  disagreement  with  him." 

Presented  thus,  the  innocent  abb6  was  considered  by 
this  bourgeois  societj%  which  secretly  hated  the  aristo- 
cratic society,  as  a  man  essentially  exacting  and  hard 
to  get  along  with.  For  a  week  Mademoiselle  Gamard 
enjoyed  the  pleasure  of  being  pitied  by  friends  who, 
without  really  thinking  one  word  of  what  they  said, 
kept  repeating  to  her:  "How  could  he  have  turned 
against  you  ?  —  so  kind  and  gentle  as  3'ou  are !  "  or, 
"  Console  yourself,  dear  Mademoiselle  Gamard,  jou 
are  so  well  known  that  — "  et  cetera. 
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Nevertheless,  these  friends,  enchanted  to  escape  one 
evening  a  week  in  the  Cloister,  the  darkest,  dreariest, 
and  most  out  of  the  way  corner  in  Tours,  blessed  the 
poor  vicar  in  their  hearts. 

Between  persons  who  are  perpetually  in  each  other's 
companj-  dislike  or  love  increases  daily ;  every  moment 
brings .  reasons  to  love  or  hate  each  other  more  and 
more.  The  Abbe  Birotteau  soon  became  intolerable  to 
Mademoiselle  Gamard.  Eighteen  months  after  she 
had  taken  him  to  board,  and  at  the  moment  when  the 
worthy  man  was  mistaking  the  silence  of  hatred  for  the 
peacefuluess  of  content,  and  applauding  himself  for 
having,  as  he  said,  "  managed  matters  so  well  with  the 
old  maid,"  he  was  really  the  object  of  an  underhand 
persecution  and  a  vengeance  deliberately  planned.  The 
four  marked  circumstances  of  the  locked  door,  the 
forgotten  slippers,  the  lack  of  fire,  and  the  removal  of 
the  candlestick,  were  the  first  signs  that  revealed  to 
him  a  terrible  enmitj-,  the  final  consequences  of  which 
were  destined  not  to  strike  him  until  the  time  came 
when  they  were  irreparable. 

As  he  went  to  bed  the  worthy  vicar  worked  his 
brains  —  quite  uselessly,  for  he  was  soon  at  the  end  of 
them  -r-  to  explain  to  himself  the  extraordinarily  dis- 
courteous conduct  of  Mademoiselle  Gamard.  The  fact 
was  that,  having  all  along  acted  logically  in  obeying 
the  natural  laws  of  his  own  egotism,  it  was  impossible 
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that  he  should  now  perceive  his  own  faults  towards  his 
landladj-. 

Though  the  great  things  of  life  are  simple  to  under- 
stand and  eas3'  to  express,  the  littlenesses  require  a  vast 
number  of  details  to  explain  them.  The  foregoing 
events,  which  ma)'  be  called  a  sort  of  prologue  to  this 
bourgeois  drama,  in  which  we  shall  find  passions  as 
violent  as  those  excited  by  great  interests,  required  this 
long  introduction  ;  and  it  would  have  been  difficult  for 
any  faithful  historian  to  shorten  the  account  of  these 
minute  developments. 
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II. 


The  next  morning,  on  awaking,  Birotteau  tliought  so 
much  of  his  prospective  canoniy  that  he  forgot  the  four 
circumstances  in  which  he  had  seen,  the  night  before, 
such  threatening  prognostics  of  a  future  full  of  miserj'. 
The  vicar  was  not  a  man  to  get  up  without  a  fire.  He 
rang  to  let  Marianne  know  he  was  awake  and  that  she 
must  come  to  him  ;  then  he  remained,  as  his  habit  was, 
absorbed  in  somnolent  musings.  The  servant's  custom 
was  to  make  the  fire  and  gently  draw  him  from  his 
half  sleep  by  the  murmured  sound  of  her  movements, 
—  a  sort  of  music  which  he  loved.  Twenty'  minutes 
passed  and  Marianne  had  not  appeared.  The  vicar, 
now  half  a  canon,  was  about  to  ring  again,  when  he 
let  go  the  bell-pull,  hearing  a  man's  step  on  the  stair- 
case. In  a  minute  more  the  Abbd  Troubert,  after 
discreetly  knocking  at  the  door,  obeyed  Birotteau's 
invitation  and  entered  the  room.  This  visit,  which  the 
two  abbes  usuallj'  paid  to  each  other  once  a  month, 
was  no  surprise  to  the  vicar.  The  canon  at  once  ex- 
claimed when  he  saw  that  Marianne  had  not  made  the 
fire  of  his  quasi-colleague.     He'  opened   the   window 
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and  called  to  her  harshly,  telling  her  to  come  at  once 
to  the  abbe ;  then,  turning  round  to  his  ecclesiastical 
brother,  he  said,  "If  Mademoiselle  knew  that  j'ou 
had  no  fire  she  would  scold  Marianne.'' 

After  this  speech  he  inquired  about  Birotteau's 
health,  and  asked  in  a  gentle  voice  if  he  had  had  anj' 
recent  news  that  gave  him  hopes  of  his  canonrj-.  The 
vicar  explained  the  steps  he  had  taken,  and  told, 
naively,  the  names  of  the  persons  with  whom  Madame 
de  Listomere  was  using  her  influence,  quite  unaware  that 
Troubert  had  never  forgiven  that  lady  for  not  admit- 
ting him  —  the  Abb^  Troubert,  twice  proposed  by  the 
bishop  as  vicar-general !  —  to  her  house. 

It  would  be  impossible  to  find  two  figures  which 
presented  so  many  contrasts  to  each,  other  as  those  of 
the  two  abbes.  Troubert,  tall  and  lean,  was  yellow 
and  bilious,  while  the  vicar  was  what  we  call,  famil- 
iarly, plump.  Birotteau's  face,  round  and  ruddy,  pro- 
claimed a  kindly  nature  barren  of  ideas,  while  that 
of  the  Abb^  Troubert,  long  and  ploughed  by  many 
wrinkles,  took  on  at  times  an  exjjression  of  sarcasm, 
or  else  of  contempt ;  but  it  was  necessary  to  watch 
him  very  closely  before  those  sentiments  could  be  de- 
tected; The  canon's  habitual  condition  was  perfect 
calmne&s,-and  his  eyelids  were  usually  lowered  over  his 
orange-colored  eyes,  which  could,  however,  give  clear 
and  piercing  glances  when  he  liked.    Eeddish  hair  added 
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to  the  gloomy  effect  of  this  countenance,  which  was 
alwaj's  obscured  by  the  veil  which  deep  meditation 
drew  across  its  features.  Many  persons  at  first  sight 
thought  him  absorbed  in  high  and  earnest  ambitions ; 
but  those  who  claimed  to  know  him  better  denied  that 
impression,  insisting  that  he  was  only  stupidly  dull 
under  Mademoiselle  Gamard's  despotism,  or  else  worn, 
out  by  too  much  fasting.  He  seldom  spoke,  and  never 
laughed.  When  it  did  so  happen  that  he  felt  agree- 
ably moved,  a  feeble  smile  would  flicker  on  his  lips 
and  lose  itself  in  the  wrinkles  of  his  face. 

Birotteau,  on  the  other  hand,  was  all  expansion,  all 
frankness  ;  he  loved  good  things  and  was  amused  by 
trifles  with  the  simplicit}'  of  a  man  who  knew  no  spite 
or  malice.  The  Abbe  Troubert  roused,  at  first  sight, 
an  involuntary  feeling  of  fear,  while  the  vicar's  pres- 
ence brought  a  kindly  smile  to  the  lips  of  all  who 
looked  at  him.  When  the  tall  canon  marched  with 
solemn  step  through  the  naves  and  cloisters  of  Saint- 
Gatien,  his  head  bowed,  his  eye  stern,  respect  fol- 
lowed him ;  that  bent  face  was  in  harmony  with  the 
jellowing  arches  of  the  cathedral ;  the.  folds  of  his 
cassock  fell  in  monumental  lines  that  were  worth}'  of 
statuary.  The  good  vicar,  on  the  contrary,  perambu- 
lated about  with  no  gravity  at  all.  He  trotted  and 
ambled  and  seemed  at  times  to  roll  himself  along. 
But   with   all   this    there     was    one    point    of  resem- 
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blance  between  the  two  men.  For,  precisely-  as  Trou- 
bert's  ambitious  air,  which  made  him  feared,  had 
contributed  probably  to  keep  him  down  to  the  insig- 
nificant position  of  a  mere  canon,  so  the  character  and 
ways  of  Birotteau  marked  him  out  as  perpetually  the 
vicar  of  the  cathedral  and  nothing  higher. 

Yet  the  xVljbe  Tronbert,  now  fifty  years  of  age,  had 
entirely  remo\'ed,  partly  by  the  circumspection  of  his 
conduct  and  the  apparent  lack  of  all  ambition,  and 
partly  by  his  saintly  life,  the  fears  which  his  suspected 
ability  and  his  powerful  presence  had  roused  in  the  minds 
of  his  superiors.  His  health  having  seriously  failed 
during  the  last  j'ear,  it  seemed  probable  that  he  would 
soon  be  raised  to  the  office  of  vicar-general  of  the 
archbishopric.  His  competitors  themselves  desired  the 
appointment,  so  that  their  own  plans  might  have  time 
to  mature  during  the  few  remaining  days  which  a 
malad}',  now  become  chronic,  might  allow  him.  Far 
from  offering  the  same  hopes  to  rivals,  Birotteau's 
triple  chin  showed  to  all  who  wanted  his  coveted 
canonry  an  evidence  of  the  soundest  health ;  even  his 
gout  seemed  to  them,  in  accordance  with  the  proverb, 
an  assurance  of  longevity. 

The  Abbd  Chapeldud,  a  man  of  great  good  sense, 
whose  amiability  had  made  the  leaders  of  the  diocese 
and  the  members  of  the  best  society  in  Tours  seek  his 
company,  had  steadilJ^  opposed,  though  secretly  and 
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■with  much  judgment,  the  elevation  of  the  Abb6  Trou- 
bert.  He  had  even  adroith'  managed  to  prevent  his 
access  to  the  salons  of  the  best  societj'.  Nevertheless, 
during  Chapeloud's  lifetime  Tronbert  treated  him  in- 
variably with  great  respect,  and  showed  him  on  all 
occasions  the  utmost  deference.  This  constant  sub- 
mission did  not,  however,  change  the  opinion  of  the 
late  canon,  who  said  to  Birotteau  during  the  last,  walk 
they  took  together:  "Distrust  that  lean  stick  of  a 
Tronbert,  —  Sixtus  the  Fifth  reduced  to  the  limits  of 
a  bishopric ! " 

Such  was  the  friend,  the  abiding  guest  of  Mademoi- 
selle Gamard,  who  now  came,  the  morning  after  the 
old  maid  had,  as  it  were,  declared  war  against  the  poor 
vicar,  to  pay  his  brother  a  visit  and  show  him  marks 
of  friendship. 

"You  must  excuse  Marianne,"  said  the  canon,  as 
the  woman  entered.  "  I  suppose  she  went  first  to  my 
rooms.  They  are  very  damp,  and  I  coughed  all  night. 
You  are  most  healthily  situated  here,"  he  added,  look- 
ing up  at  the  cornice. 

"  Yes  ;  I  am  lodged  like  a  canon,"  replied  Birotteau. 

"  And  I  like  a  vicar,"  said  the  other,  humbly. 

"But  you  will  soon  be  settled  in  the  archbishop's 
palace,"  said  the  kindly  vicar,  who  wanted  everybody 
to  be  happy. 

"  Yes,  or  in  the  cemetery  ;  but  God's  will  be  done  !  " 
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and  Troubert  raised  his  eyes  to  heaven  resignedly. 
"  I  came,"  he  said,  "  to  aslc  you  to  lend  me  the  '  Kegister 
of  Bishops.'  You  are  the  onlj'  man  in  Tours  who  owns 
a  copy." 

"Take  it  out  of  my  library,"  replied  Birotteau,  re- 
minded by  the  canon's  words  of  the  greatest  happiness 
of  his  life. 

The  canon  passed  into  the  library  and  stayed  there 
while  the  vicar  dressed.  Presently  the  breakfast  bell 
rang,  and  the  gouty  vicar  reflected  that  if  it  had  not 
been  for  Troubert's  visit  he  would  have  had  no  fire  to 
dress  by.     "  He  's  a  kind  man,"  thought  he. 

The  two  priests  went  downstairs  together,  each 
armed  with  a  huge  folio  which  they  laid  on  one  of 
the  side  tables  in  the  dining-room. 

"What's  all  that?"  asked  Mademoiselle  Gamard, 
in  a  sharp  voice,  addressing  Birotteau.  "  I  hope  you 
are  not  going  to  litter  up  my  dining-room  with  your 
old  books ! " 

"  They  are  books  I  wanted,"  replied  the  Abbe 
Troubert.  "  Monsieur  Birotteau  has  been  kind  enough 
to  lend  them  to  me." 

"  I  might  have  guessed  it,"  she  said,  with  a  con- 
temptuous smile.  "Monsieur  Birotteau  doesn't  often 
read  books  of  that  size." 

"  How  are  j-ou,  mademoiselle?"  said  the  vicar,  in  a 
mellifluous  voice. 
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"  Not  very  well,"  she  replied,  shortly.  "  You  woke 
me  last  night  out  of  my  first  sleep,  and  I  was  wakeful 
for  the  rest  of  the  night."  Then,  sitting  down,  she 
added,  "  Gentlemen,  the  milk  is  getting  cold." 

Stupefied  at  being  so  ill-naturedly  received  by  his 
landlady,  from  whom  he  half  expected  an  apology,  and 
yet  alarmed,  like  all  timid  people  at  the  prospect  of  a 
discussion,  especially  if  it  relates  to  themselves,  the 
poor  vicar  took  his  seat  in  silence.  Then,  observing  in 
Mademoiselle  Gamard's  face  the  visible  signs  of  ill- 
humor,  he  was  goaded  into  a  struggle  between  his  rea- 
son, which  told  him  that  he  ought  not  to  submit  to  such 
discourtesj'  from  a  landlady,  and  his  natural  character, 
which  prompted  him  to  avoid  a  quarrel. 

Torn  by  this  inward  misery,  Birotteau  fell  to  exam- 
ining attentivelj'  the  broad  green  lines  painted  on  the 
oilcloth  which,  from  custom  immemorial,  Mademoiselle 
Gamard  left  on  the  table  at  breakfast-time,  without 
regard  to  the  ragged  edges  or  the  various  scars  dis- 
played on  its  surface.  The  priests  sat  opposite  to  each 
other  in  cane-seated  arm-chairs  on  either  side  of  the 
square  table,  the  head  of  which  was  taken  by  the  land- 
lady, who  seemed  to  dominate  the  whole  from  a  high 
chair  raised  on  casters,  filled  with  cushions,  and  stand- 
ing very  near  to  the  dining-room  stove.  This  room  and 
the  salon  were  on  the  ground-floor  beneath  the  salon 
and  bedroom  of  the  Abb^  Birotteau. 
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When  the  vicar  had  received  his  cup  of  coflfee,  duly 
sugared,  from  Mademoiselle  Gamard,  he  felt  chilled  to 
the  bone  at  the  grim  silence  in  which  he  was  forced 
to  proceed  with  the  usuallj'  gaj'  function  of  breakfast. 
He  dared  not  look  at  Troubert's  dried-up  features,  nor 
at  the  threatening  visage  of  the  old  maid  ;  and  he 
therefore  turned,  to  keep  himself  in  countenance,  to 
the  plethoric  pug  which  was  Ijing  on  a  cushion  near 
the  stove, — a  position  that  victim  of  obesity'  seldom 
quitted,  having  a  little  plate  of  dainties  alwaj's  at  his 
left  side  and  a  bowl  of  fresh  water  at  his  right. 

"  Well,  my  pretty,"  said  the  vicar,  "  are  3-ou  waiting 
for  your  coffee  ?  " 

The  personage  thus  addressed,  one  of  the  most  im- 
portant in  the  household,  though  the  least  troublesome 
inasmuch  as  he  had  ceased  to  bark  and  left  the  talking 
to  his  mistress,  turned  his  little  eyes,  sunk  in  rolls  of 
fat,  upon  Birotteau.  Then  he  closed  them  peevishly. 
To  explain  the  misery  of  the  poor  vicar  it  should  be 
said  that  being  endowed  by  nature  with  an  emptj'  and 
sonorous  loquacity,  like  the  resounding  of  a  football, 
he  was  in  the  habit  of  asserting,  without  anj'  medical 
reason  to  back  him,  that  speech  favored  digestion. 
Mademoiselle  Gamard,  who  believed  in  this  hygienic 
doctrine,  had  not  as  j-et  refrained,  in  spite  of  their 
coolness,  from  talking  at  meals  ;  though,  for  the  last 
few  mornings,  the  vicar  had  been  forced  to  strain  his 
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mind  to  find  beguiling  topics  on  whicli  to  loosea  her 
tongue.  If  tlie  narrow  limits  of  this  history  permitted 
us  to  report  even  one  of  the  conversations  which  often 
brought  a  bitter  and  sarcastic  smile  to  the  lips  of  the 
Abbe  Troubert,  it  would  offer  a  finished  picture  of  the 
Boeotian  life  of  the  provinces.  The  singular  revelations 
of  the  Abb6  Birotteau  and  Mademoiselle  Gamard  re- 
lating to  their  personal  opinions  on  politics,  religion,  and 
literature  would  delight  observing  minds.  It  would  be 
highlj'  entertaining'  to  transcribe  the  reasons  on  which 
tliej"  mutuallj-  doubted  the  death  of  Napoleon  in  1820, 
or  the  conjectures  by  which  the}-  mutually  believed  that 
the  Dauphin  was  living,  —  rescued  from  the  Temple  in 
the  hollow  of  a  huge  log  of  wood.  Who  could  have 
helped  laughing  to  hear  them  assert  and  prove,  by 
reasons  evidenth'  their  own,  that  the  King  of  France 
alone  imposed  the  taxes,  that  the  Chambers  were  con- 
voked to  destroy'  the  clergy,  that  thirteen  hundred 
thousand  persons  had  perished  on  the  scaffold  during 
the  Eevolution?  They  frequently  discussed  the  press, 
without  either  of  them  having  the  faintest  idea  of  what 
that  modern  engine  really  was.  Monsieur  Birotteau 
listened  with  acceptance  to  Mademoiselle  Gamard 
when  she  told  him  that  a  man  who  ate  an  egg  every 
morning  would  die  in  a  year,  and  that  facts  proved  it ; 
that  a  roll  of  light  bread  eaten  without  drinking  for 
several  daj^s  together  would  cure  sciatica ;  that  all  the 
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workmen  who  assisted  in  pulling  down  the  Abbey 
Saint-Martin  had  died  in  six  months ;  that  a  certain 
prefect,  under  orders  from  Bonaparte,  had  done  his 
best  to  damage  the  towers  of  Saint-Gatien, — with  a 
hundred  other  absurd  tales. 

But  on  this  occasion  poor  Birotteau  felt  he  was 
tongue-tied,  and  he  resigned  himself  to  eat  a  meal 
without  engaging  in  conversation.  After  a  while, 
however,  the  thought  crossed  his  mind  that  silence  was 
dangerous  for  his  digestion,  and  he  boldly  remarked, 
"  This  coffee  is  excellent." 

That  act  of  courage  was  completely  wasted.  Then, 
after  looking  at  the  scrap  of  sky  Visible  above  the 
garden  between  the  two  buttresses  of  Saint-Gatien,  the 
vicar  agaia  summoned  nerve  to  say,  "  It  will  be  finer 
weather  to-day  than  it  was  jesterday." 

At  that  remark  Mademoiselle  Gamard  cast  her  most 
gracious  look  on  the  Abb6  Troubert,  and  immediately 
turned  her  eyes  with  terrible  severity  on  Birotteau,  who 
fortunately  by  that  time  was  looking  on  his  plate. 

No  creature  of  the  feminine  gender  was  ever  more 
capable  of  presenting  to  the  mind  the  elegiac  nature 
of  an  old  maid  than  Mademoiselle  Sophie  Gamard.  In 
order  to  describe  a  being  whose  character  gives  a 
momentous  interest  to  the  petty  events  of  the  present 
drama  and  to  the  anterior  lives  of  the  actors  in  it,  it 
may  be  useful  to  give  a  summary-  of  the  ideas  which 
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find  expression  in  the  being  of  an  Old  Maid,  —  re- 
membering always  tliat  the  habits  of  life  form  the  soul, 
and  the  soul  forms  the  physical  presence. 

Though  all  things  in  society  as  well  as  in  the  universe 
are  said  to  have  a  purpose,  there  do  exist  here  below 
certain  beings  whose  purpose  and  utility  seem  inexpli- 
cable. Moral  pliilosophy  and  political  economy  both 
condemn  the  individual  who  consumes  without  pro- 
ducing ;  who  fills  a  place  on  the  earth  but  does  not 
shed  upon  it  either  good  or  evil,  —  for  evil  is  some- 
times good  the  meaning  of  which  is  not  at  once  made 
manifest.  It  is  seldom  that  old  maids  of  their  own 
motion  enter  the  ranks  of  these  unproductive  beings. 
Now,  if  the  consciousness  of  work  done  gives  to  the 
workers  a  sense  of  satisfaction  which  helps  them  to 
support  life,  the  certainty  of  being  a  useless  burden 
must,  one  would  think,  produce  a  contrary  effect,  and 
fill  the  minds  of  such  fruitless  beings  with  the  same 
contempt  for  themselves  which  they  inspire  in  others. 
This  harsh  social  reprobation  is  one  of  the  causes  which 
contribute  to  fill  the  souls  of  old  maids  with  the  dis- 
tress that  appears  in  their  faces.  Prejudice,  in  which 
there  is  truth,  does  cast,  throughout  the  world  but 
especially  in  France,  a  great  stigma  on  the  woman  with 
whom  no  man  has  been  willing  to  share  the  blessings 
or  endure  the  ills  of  life.  Now,  there  comes  to  all 
unmarried  women  a  period  when  the  world,  be  it  right 
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or  wrong,  eoudemns  them  on  the  fact  of  this  contempt, 
tliis  rejection.  If  the3'  are  uglj",  the  goodness  of  their 
characters  ought  to  have  compensated  for  their  natural 
imperfections ;  if,  on  the  contrarj",  thej-  are  handsome, 
that  fact  argues  that  their  misfortune  has  some  serious 
cause.  It  is  impossible  to  say  which  of  the  two  classes 
is  most  deserving  of  rejection-  If,  on  the  other  hand, 
their  celibac>-  is  deliberate,  if  it  proceeds  from  a  desire 
for  independence,  neither  men  nor  mothers  will  forgive 
their  disloj-alt^-  to  womanly  devotion,  evidenced  in  their 
refusal  to  feel  those  passions  which  render  their  sex  so 
affecting.  To  renounce  the  pangs  of  womanhood  is  to 
abjure  its  poetr}-  and  cease  to  merit  the  consolations  to 
which  mothers  have  inalienable  rights. 

Moreover,  the  generous  sentiments,  the  exquisite  qual- 
ities of  a  woman  will  not  develop  unless  by  constant 
exercise.  By  remaining  unmarried,  a  creature  of  the 
female  sex  becomes  void  of  meaning  ;  "selfish  and  cold, 
she  creates  repulsion.  This  implacable  judgment  of 
the  world  is  unfortunatelj'  too  just  to  leave  old  maids 
in  ignorance  of  its  causes.  Such  ideas  shoot  up  in 
their  hearts  as  naturally  as  the  effects  of  their  saddened 
lives  appear  upon  their  features.  Consequentlj'  they 
wither,  because  the  constant  expression  of  happiness 
which  blooms  on  the  faces  of  other  women  and  gives 
so  soft  a  grace  ,to  their  movements  has  never  existed 
for  them.     They  grow  sharp  and  peevish  because  all 
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human  beings  who  miss  their  vocation  are  unhappj' ; 
the3'  suffer,  and  suffering  gives  birth  to  the  bitterness 
of  ill-will.  In  fact,  before  an  old  maid  blames  herself 
for  her  isolation  she  blames  others,  and  there  is  but  one 
step  between  reproach  and  the  desire  for  revenge. 

But  more  than  this,  the  ill  grace  and  want  of  charm 
noticeable  in  these  women  are  the  necessary  result  of 
their  lives.  Never  having  felt  a  desire  to  please,  ele- 
gance and  the  refinements  of  good  taste  are  foreign  to 
them.  The}'  see  only  themselves  in  themselves.  This 
instinct  brings  them,  uneonsciousl}',  to  choose  the 
things  that  are  most  convenient  to  themselves,  at  the 
sacrifice  of  those  which  might  be  more  agreeable  to 
others.  Without  rendering  account  to  their  own  minds 
of  the  difference  between  themselves  and  other  women, 
the}'  end  by  feeling  that  difference  and  suffering  under 
it.  Jealousy  is  an  indelible  sentiment  in  the  female 
breast.  An  old  maid's  soul  is  jealous  and  yet  void  ; 
for  she  knows  but  one  side  —  the  miserable  side  —  of  the 
only  passion  men  will  allow  (because  it  flatters  them) 
to  women.  Thus  thwarted  in  all  their  hopes,  forced  to 
deny  themselves  the  natural  deA^elopment  of  their  na- 
tures, old  maids  endure  an  inward  torment  to  which  they 
never  grow  accustomed.  It  is  hard  at  any  age,  above 
all  for  a  woman,  to  see  a  feeling  of  repulsion  on  the  faces 
of  others,  when  her  true  destiny  is  to  move  all  hearts 
about  her  to  emotions  of  grace  and  love.     One  result 
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of  this  inward  trouble  is  that  an  old  maid's  glance  is 
alwa^'s  oblique,  less  from  modest}'  than  from  fear  and 
shame.  Such  beings  never  forgive  societj'  for  their 
false  position  because  the}'  never  forgive  themselves 
for  it. 

Now  it  is  impossible  for  a  woman  who  is  perpetually 
at  war  with  herself  and  living  in  contradiction  to  her 
true  life,  to  leave  others  in  peace  or  refrain  from  en- 
vj'ing  their  happiness.  The  whole  range  of  these  sad 
truths  could  be  read  in  the  dulled  gray  ejes  of  Made- 
moiselle Gamard ;  the  dark  circles  that  surrounded 
those  eyes  told  of  the  inward  conflicts  of  her  solitary 
life.  All  the  wrinkles  on  her  face  were  in  straight  lines. 
The  structure  of  her  forehead  and  cheeks  was  rigid 
and  prominent.  She  allowed,  with  apparent  indiffer- 
ence, certain  scattered  hairs,  once  brown,  to  grow 
upon  her  chin.  Her  thin  lips  scarcely  covered  teeth 
that  were  too  long,  though  still  quite  white.  Her  com- 
plexion was  dark,  and  her  hair,  originally  black,  had 
turned  gray  from  frightful  headaches,  —  a  misfortune 
which  obliged  her  to  wear  a  false  front.  Not  knowing 
how  to  put  it  on  so  as  to  conceal  the  junction  between 
the  real  and  the  false,  there  were  often  little  gaps  be- 
tween the  border  of  her  cap  and  the  black  string  with 
which  this  semi-wig  (always  badly  curled)  was  fastened 
to  her  head.  Her  gown,  silk  in  summer,  merino  in  winter, 
and  always  brown  in  color,  was  invariably  rather  tight 
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for  her  angular  figure  and  thin  arms.  Her  collar,  limp 
and .  bent,  exposed  too  much  the  red  skin  of  a  neck 
which  was  ribbed  like  an  oak-leaf  in  winter  seen  in 
the  light.  Her  origin  explains  to  some  extent  the  defects 
of  her  conformation.  She  was  the  daughter  of  a  wood- 
merchant,  a  peasant,  who  had  risen  from  the  ranks. 
She  might  have  been  plump  at  eighteen,  but  no  trace 
remained  of  the  fair  complexion  and  prettj'  color  of 
which  she  was  wont  to  boast.  The  tones  of  her  flesh 
had  taken  the  pallid  tints  so  often  seen  in  devotes. 
Her  aquiline  nose  was  the  feature  that  chiefly'  pro- 
claimed the  despotism  of  her  nature,  and  the  flat  shape 
of  her  forehead  the  narrowness  of  her  mind.  Her  move- 
ments had  an  odd  abruptness  which  precluded  "all  grace ; 
the  mere  motion  with  which  she  twitched  her  handker- 
chief from  her  bag  and  blew  her  nose  with  a  loud  noise 
would  have  shown  her  character  and  habits  to  a  keen 
observer.  Being  ratiier  tall,  she  held  herself  very 
erect,  and  justified  the  remark  of  a  naturalist  who  once 
explained  the  peculiar  gait  of  old  maids  b\'  declaring 
that  their  joints  were  consolidating.  When  she  walked 
her  movements  were  not  equally  distributed  over  her 
whole  person,  as  they  are  in  other  women,  producing 
those  graceful  undulations  which  are  so  attractive. 
She  moved,  so  to  speak,  in  a  single  block,  seeming  to  ad- 
vance at  each  step  like  the  statue  of  the  Commendatore. 
When  she  felt  in  good  humor  she  was  apt,  like  other 
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old  maids,  to  tell  of  the  chances  she  had  had  to  marry, 
and  of  her  fortunate  discovery  in  time  of  the  want  of 
means  of  her  lovers,  —  proving,  unconsciouslj',  that  her 
worldly  judgment  was  better  than  her  heart. 

This  typical  figure  of  the  genua  Old  Maid  was  well 
framed  by  the  grotesque  designs,  representing  Turkish 
landscapes,  on  a  varnished  paper  which  decorated  the 
walls  of  the  dining-room.  Mademoiselle  Gamard  usu- 
ally sat  in  this  room,  which  boasted  of  two  pier  tables 
and  a  barometer.  Before  the  chair  of  each  abbe  was 
a  little  cushion  covered  with  worsted  work,  the  colors 
of  which  were  faded.  The  salon  in  which  she  re- 
ceived company  was  worthy  of  its  mistress.  It  will  be 
visible  to  "the  eye  at  once  when  we  state  that  it  went 
by  the  name  of  the  "  3ellow  salon."  The  curtains  were 
yellow,  the  furniture  and  walls  j'ellow ;  on  the  mantel- 
piece, surmounted  hy  a  mirror  in  a  gilt  frame,  the 
candlesticks  and  a  cloclc  all  of  crystal  struck  the  eye 
with  sharp  brilliancy.  As  to  the  private  apartment  of 
Mademoiselle  Gamard,  no  one  had  ever  been  permitted 
to  look  into  it.  Conjecture  alone  suggested  that  it  was 
full  of  odds  and  ends,  worn-out  furniture,  and  bits  of 
stuflT  and  pieces  dear  to  the  hearts  of  all  old  maids. 

Sucli  was  the  woman  destined  to  exert  a  vast  influ- 
ence on  the  last  years  of  the  Abbe  Birotteau. 

For  want  of  exercising  in  nature's  own  waj'  the  ac- 
tivit}'  bestowed  upon  women,  and  j-et  impelled  to  spend 
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it  in  some  way  or  othei',  Mademoiselle  Gamard  had 
acquired  the  habit  of  using  it  in  petty  intrigues,  pro- 
vincial cabals,  and  those  self-seeking  schemes  which 
occupy,-  sooner  or  later,  the  lives  of  all  old  maids. 
Birotteau,  unhappil}-,  had  developed  in  Sophie  Gamard 
the  only  sentiments  which  it  was  possible  for  that  poor 
creature  to  feel,  —  those  of  hatred  ;  a  passion  hitherto 
latent  under  the  calmness  and  monotonj'  of  provincial 
life,  but  which  was  now  to  become  the  more  intense 
because  it  was  spent  on  petty  things  and  in  the  midst 
of  a  narrow  sphere.  Birotteau  was  one  of  those  beings 
who  are  predestined  to  suffer  because,  being  unable  to 
see  things,  they  cannot  avoid  them  ;  to  them  the  worst 
happens. 

"  Yes,  it  will  be  a  fine  da}',"  replied  the  canon,  after 
a  pause,  apparenth-  issuing  from  a  revery  and  vvishing 
to  conform  to  the  rules  of  politeness. 

Birotteau,  frightened  at  the  length  of  time  which  had 
elapsed  between  the  question  and  the  answer,  —  for  he 
had^  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  taken  his  coffee  with- 
out uttering  a  word,  —  now  left  the  dining-room  where 
his  heart  was  squeezed  as  if  in  a  vise.  Feeling  that 
the  coffee  laj'  heavy  on  his  stomach,  he  went  to  walk  in 
a  sad  mood  among  the  narrow,  box-edged  paths  which 
outlined  a  star  in  the  little  garden.  As  he  turned 
after  making  the  first  round,  he  saw  Mademoiselle 
Gamard  and  the  Abbe  Troubert  standing   stock-still 
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and  silent  on  the  threshold  of  the  door,  —  he  with  his 
arms  folded  and  motionless  like  a  statue  on  a  tomb  ; 
she  leaning  against  the  blind  door.-  Both  seemed  to 
be  gazing  at  him  and  counting  his  steps.  Xothing  is 
so  embarrassing  to  a  creature  naturallj-  timid  as  to  feel 
itself  the  object  of  a  close  examination,  and  if  that  is 
made  by  the  eyes  of  hatred,  the  sort  of  suffering  it 
causes  is  changed  into  intolerable  martyrdom. 

Presently-  Birotteau  fancied  he  was  preventing  Made- 
moiselle Gamard  and  the  abb6  from  walking  in  the 
narrow  path.  ■  That  idea,  inspired  equally  by  fear  and 
kindness,  became  so  strong  that  he  left  the  garden  and 
went  to  the  church,  thinking  no  longer  of  his  canonry, 
so  absorbed  was  he  hj  the  disheartening  tj-ranny  of 
ihe  old  maid.  Luckil3-  for  him  he  happened  to  find 
much  to  do  at  Saiut-Gatien,  — several  funerals,  a  mar- 
riage, and  two  baptisms.  Thus  employed  he  forgot  his 
griefs.  When  his  stomach  told  him  that  dinner  was 
ready  he  drew  out  his  watch  and  saw,  not  without  alarm, 
that  it  was  some  minutes  after  four.  Being  well  aware 
of  Mademoiselle  Gamard's  puuctualit}',  he  harried  back 
to  the  house. 

He  saw  at  once  on  passing  the  kitchen  that  the  first 
course  had  been  removed.  When  he  reached  the 
dining-room  the  old  maid  said,  with  a  tone  of  voice  in 
which  were  mingled  sour  rebuke  and  joy  at  being  able 
to  blame  him  :  — 
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"It  is  half-past  four,  Monsieur  Birotteau.  You 
know  we  are  not  to  wait  for  you." 

Ttie  vicar  looked  at  the  clock  in  the  dining-room,  and 
saw  at  once,  by  the  way  the  gauze  which  protected  it 
from  dust  had  been  moved,  that  his  landlady  had 
opened  the  face  of  the  dial  and  set  the  hands  in  ad- 
vance of  the  clock  of  the  cathedral.  He  could  make 
no  remark.  Had  he  uttered  his  suspicion  it  would'  only 
have  caused  and  apparently  justified  one  of  those  fierce 
and  eloquent  explosions  to  which  Mademoiselle  Gamard, 
like  other  women  of  her  class,  knew  very  well  how  to 
give  vent  in  particular  cases.  The  thousand  and  one 
annoj'ances  which  a  servant  will  sometimes  make  her 
master  bear,  or  a  woman  her  husband,  were  instinc- 
tivel}'  divined  bj-  Mademoiselle  Gamard  and  used  upon 
Birotteau.  The  waj-  in  which  she  delighted  in  plotting 
against  the  poor  vicar's  domestic  comfort  bore  all  the 
marks  of  what  we  must  call  a  profoundly  malignant 
genius.  Yet  she  so  managed  that  she  was  never,  so 
far  as  eje  could  see,  in  the  wrong. 
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III. 


Eight  days  after  the  date  on  which  this  history 
began,  the  new  arrangements  of  the  household  and  the 
relatibns  which  grew  up  between  the  Abb6  Birotteau 
and  Mademoiselle  Gamard  revealed  to  the  former  the 
existence  of  a  plot  which  had  been  hatching  for  the  last 
six  montlis. 

As  long  as  the  old  maid  exercised  her  vengeance  in 
an  underhand  waj-,  and  the  vicar  was  able  to  shut  his 
eyes  to  it  and  refuse  to  believe  in  her  malevolent  inten- 
tions, tlie  moral  effect  upon  him  was  slight.  But  since 
the  affair  of  the  candlestick  and  the  altered  clock, 
Birotteau  would  doubt  no  longer  that  he  was  under  an 
eye  of  hatred  turned  fully  upon  him.  From  that  moment 
he  fell  into  despair,  seeing  everywhere  the  skinn}-,  claw- 
like fingers  of  Mademoiselle  Garaard  readj'  to  hook 
into  his  heart.  The  old  maid,  happy  in  a  sentiment  as 
fruitful  of  emotions  as  that  of  vengeance,  enjoj'ed 
circling  and  swooping  above  the  vicar  as  a  bird  of  prej- 
hovers  and  swoops  above  a  field-mouse  before  pouncing 
down  upon  it  and  -devouring  it.  She  had  long  since 
laid  a  plan  which  the  poor  dumbfounded  priest  was 
quite  incapable  of  imagining,  and  which  she  now  pro- 
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ceeded  to  unfold  with  that  genius  for  little  things  often 
shown  liy  solitary  persons,  whose  souls,  incapable  of 
feeling  the  grandeur  of  true  pietj-,  fling  themselves  into 
the  details  of  outward  devotion. 

The  petty  nature  of  his  troubles  prevented  Birotteau, 
always  efl'usive  and  liking  to  be  pitied  and  consoled, 
from  enjoying  the  soothing  pleasure  of  taking  his 
friends  into  his  confidence,  —  a  last  but  cruel  aggrava- 
tion of  his  misery.  The  little  amount  of  tact  which  he 
derived  from  his  timidity  made  him  fear  to  seem  ridic- 
ulous in  concerning  himself  with  such  pettiness.  And 
j-et  those  petty  things  made  up  the  sum  of  his  exist- 
ence, —  that  cherished  existence,  full  of  busj-ness  about 
nothings,  and  of  nothingness  in  its  business  ;  a  color- 
less barren  life  in  which  strong  feelings  were  misfortunes, 
and  the  absence  of  emotion  happiness.  The  poor 
priest's  paradise  was  changed,  in  a  moment,  into  hell. 
His  sufferings  became  intolerable.  The  terror  he  felt 
at  the  prospect  of  a  discussion  with  Mademoiselle 
Gamard  increased  day  b}'  day ;  the  secret  distress 
which  blighted  his  life  began  to  injure  his  health.  One 
morning,  as  he  put  on  his  mottled  blue  stockings,  he 
noticed  a  marked  diminution  in  the  circumference  of 
his  calves.  Horrified  by  so  cruel  and  undeniable  a 
symptom,  he  resolved  to  make  an  effort  and  appeal  to 
the  Abb6  Troubert,  requesting  him  to  intervene,  offi- 
cially, between  Mademoiselle  Gamard  and  himself. 
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When  he  found  himself  in  presence  of  the  imposing 
canon,  who,  in  order  to  receive  his  visitor  in  a  bare 
and  cheerless  room,  had  hastilj'  quitted  a  study  full  of 
papers,  where  he  worked  incessantlj-  and  where  no  one 
was  ever  admitted,  the  vicar  felt  half  ashamed  at 
speaking  of  Mademoiselle  Gamard's  provocations  to  a 
man  who  appeared  to  be  so  gravely  occupied.  But 
after  going  through  the  agonj'  of  the  mental  delibera- 
tions which  all  humble,  undecided,  and  feeble  persons 
endure  about  things  of  even  no  importance,  he  decided, 
not  without  much  swelling  and  beating  of  the  heart,  to 
explain  his  position  to  the  Abb6  Troubert. 

The  canon  listened  in  a  cold,  grave  manner,  tr3ing, 
but  in  vain,  to  repress  an  occasional  smile  which  to 
more  intelligent  eyes  than  those  of  the  vicar  might  have 
betrayed  the  emotions  of  a  secret  satisfaction.  A  flame 
seemed  to  dart  from  his  eyelids  when  Birotteau  pic- 
tured with  the  eloquence  of  genuine  feeling  the  constant 
bitterness  he  was  made  to  swallow  ;  but  Troubert  laid 
his  hand  above  those  lids  with  a  gesture  verj-  common 
to  thinkers,  maintaining  tlie  dignified  demeanor  which 
was  usual  with  him.  When  the  vicar  had  ceased  to 
speak  he  would  indeed  have  been  puzzled  had  he 
sought  on  Troubert's  face,  marbled  with  yellow 
blotches  even  more  yellow  than  his  usually  bilious  skin, 
for  any  trace  of  the  feelings  he  must  have  excited  in 
that  mysterious  priest. 
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After  a  moment's  silence  the  canon  made  one  of 
those  answers  which  required  long  study  before  their 
meaning  could  be  thoroughly  perceived,  though  later 
they  proved  to  reflecting  persons  the  astonishing  depths 
of  his  spirit  and  the  power  of  his  mind.  He  simply 
crushed  Birotteau  by  telling  him  that  ' '  these  things 
amazed  liirn  all  the  more  because  he  should  never  have 
suspected  their  existence  wore  it  not  for  his  brother's 
confession.  He  attributed  such  stupiditj-  on  his  part 
to  the  gravit}'  of  his  occupations,  his  labors,  the  absorp- 
tion in  which  his  mind  was  held  bj'  certain  elevated 
thoughts  which  prevented  his  taking  due  notice  of  the 
petty  details  of  life."  He  made  the  vicar  observe,  but 
without  appearing  to  censure  the  conduct  of  a  man 
whose  age  and  connections  deserved  all  respect,  that 
"  in  former  days,  recluses  thought  little  about  their  food 
and  lodging  in  the  solitude  of  their  retreats,  where  they 
were  lost  in  holy  contemplations,"  and  that  "  in  our 
days,  priests  could  make  a  retreat  for  themselves  in  the 
solitude  of  their  own  hearts."  Then,  reverting  to 
Birotteau's  affairs,  he  added  that  "  such  disagreements 
were  a  novelty  to  him.  For  twelve  j'ears  nothing  of 
the  kind  had  occurred  between  Mademoiselle  Gamard 
and  the  venerable  Abbe  Chapeloud.  As  for  himself,  he 
might,  no  doubt,  be  an  arbitrator  between  the  vicar  and 
their  landlady,  because  his  friendship  for  that  person 
had    never  gone   beyond  the   limits   imposed  by   the 
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Church  on  her  faithful  servants ;  but  if  so,  justice 
demanded  that  he  should  hear  both  sides.  He 
certainly  saw  no  change  in  Mademoiselle  Gamard,  who 
seemed  to  him  the  same  as  ever ;  he  had  always  sub- 
mitted to  a  few  of  her  caprices,  knowing  that  the  ex- 
cellent woman  was  kindness  and  gentleness  itself;  the 
slight  fluctuations  of  her  temper  should  be  attributed, 
he  thought,  to  suflerings  caused  b}'  a  pulmonary  affection, 
of  which  she  said  little,  resigning  herself  to  bear  them 
in  a  trulj'  Christian  spirit."  He  ended  by  assuring  the 
vicar  that  "  if  he  stayed  a  few  years  longer  in  Made- 
moiselle Gamard's  house  he  would  learn  to  understand 
her  better  and  acknowledge  the  real  value  of  her 
excellent  nature." 

Birotteau  left  the  room  confounded.  In  the  direful 
necessity  of  consulting  no  one,  he  now  judged  Made- 
moiselle Gamard  as  he  would  himself,  and  the  poor 
man  fancied  that  if  he  left  her  house  for  a  few  days  he 
might  extinguish,  for  want  of  fuel,  the  dislike  the  old 
maid  felt  for  him.  He  accordingly  resolved  to  spend, 
as  he  formerly  did,  a  week  or  so  at  a  countrj--house 
where  Madame  de  Listomere  passed  her  autumns,  a 
season  when  the  sky  is  usuall}'  pure  and  tender  in 
Touraine.  Poor  man !  in  so  doing  he  did  the  thing 
that  was  most  desired  by  his  terrible  enemy,  whose 
plans  could  only  have  been  brought  to  nought  by  the 
resistant  patience   of  a  monk.     But  the  vicar,  unable 
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to  divine  them,  not  understanding  even  his  own  affairs, 
was  doomed  to  fall,  lilce  a  lamb,  at  the  butcher's  first 
blow. 

Madame  de  Listomere's  countrj'-place,  situated  on 
the  embankment  which  lies  between  Tours  and  the 
heights  of  Saint-Georges,  with  a  southern  exposure  and 
surrounded  by  rocks,  combined  the  charms  of  the 
countr}-  with  the  pleasures  of  the  town.  It  took  but 
ten  minutes  from  the  bridge  of  Tours  to  reach  the 
house,  which  was  called  the  "  Alouette,"  —  a  great  ad- 
vantage in  a  region  where  no  one  will  put  himself 
out  for  anj-thing  whatsoever,  not  even  to  seek  a 
pleasure. 

The  Abbe  Birotteau  had  been  about  ten  da^-s  at  the 
Alouette,  when,  one  morning  while  he  was  breakfasting, 
the  porter  came  to  say  that  Monsieur  Caron  desired  to 
speak  with  him.  Monsieur  Caron  was  Mademoiselle 
Gamard's  lawyer,  and  had  charge  of  her  affairs.  Birot- 
teau, not  remembering  this,  and  unable  to  think  of 
any  matter  of  litigation  between  himself  and  others, 
left  the  table  to  see- the  lawj-er  in  a  state  of  great  agi- 
tation. He  found  him  modestly  seated  on  the  balus- 
trade of  a  terrace. 

"  Your  intention  of  ceasing  to  reside  in  Mademoi- 
selle Gamard's  house  being  made  evident — "  began 
the  man  of  business. 

"Eh!   monsieur,"  cried   the  Abbe  Birotteau,  inter- 
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nipting   him,  "  I   have  not   the  slightest  intention  of 
leaving  it." 

"Nevertheless,  monsieur,"  replied  the  lawj-er,  "you 
must  have  had  some  figreement  in  the  matter  with 
Mademoiselle,  for  she  has  sent  me  to  ask  how  long 
30U  intend  to  remain  in  the  countrj-.  The  event  of  a 
long  absence  was  not  foreseen  in  the  agreement,  and 
may  lead  to  a  contest.  Now,  Mademoiselle  Gamard 
understanding  tliat  }'Our  board  —  " 

"Monsieur,'' said  Birotteau,  amazed,  and  again  in- 
terrupting the  lawyer,  "  I  did  not  suppose  it  necessary' 
to  employ,  as  it  were,  legal  means  to  —  " 

"  Mademoiselle  Gamard,  who  is  anxious  to  avoid 
all  dispute,"  said  Monsieur  Caron,  "has  sent  me  to 
eorae  to  an  understanding  with  you." 

' '  Well,  if  j'ou  will  have  the  goodness  to  return  to- 
morrow," said  the  abbe,  "  I  shall  then  have  taken 
advice  in  the  matter." 

The  quill-driver  withdrew.  The  poor  vicar,  fright- 
ened at  the  persistence  with  which  Mademoiselle 
Gamard  pursued  him,  returned  to  the  dining-room 
with  his  face  so  convulsed  that  everybod}'  cried  out 
when  they  saw  him:  "What  is  the  matter,  Monsieur 
Birotteau  ?  " 

The  abbe,  in  despair,  sat  down  without  a  word,  so 

crushed  was  he  by  the  vague  presence  of  approaching 

■  disaster.     But  after  breakfast,  when  his  friends  gath- 
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ered  round  him  before  a  comfortable  lire,  Birotteau 
naivelj^  related  the  history  of  his  troubles.  His  hearers, 
who  were  beginning  to  weary  of  the  monotouj'  of  a 
country-house,  were  keenly  interested  in  a  plot  so 
thoroughl3-  in  keeping  with  the  life  of  the  provinces. 
They  all  took  sides  with  the  abb6  against  the  old 
maid. 

"  Don't  you  see,  my  dear  friend,"  said  Madame  de 
Listomere,  ''that  the  Abbe  Troubert  wants  j-our 
apartment?  " 

Here  the  historian  ought  to  sketch  this  ladj' ;  but  it 
occurs  to  him  that  even  those  who  are  ignorant  of 
Sterne's  sjstem  of  cognomology,  cannot  pronounce  the 
three  words  "Madame  de  Listomere"  without  pictur- 
ing her  to  themselves  as  noble  and  dignified,  softening 
the  sternness  of  rigid  devotion  by  the  gracious  elegance 
and  the  courteous  manners  of  the  old  monarchical  re- 
gime;  kind,  but  a  httle  stiff;  slightly  nasal  in  voice; 
allowing  herself  the  perusal  of  "  La  Nouvelle  Heloise  ;  " 
and  still  wearing  her  own  hair. 

"  The  Abbe  Birotteau  must  not  yield  to  that  old 
vixen,"  cried  Monsieur  de  Listomere,  a  lieutenant  in 
the  navy  who  was  spending  a  furlough  with  his  aunt. 
"  If  the  vicar  has  pluck  and  will  follow  my  suggestions 
he  will  soon  recover  his  'tranquillity." 

All  present  began  to  analyze  the  conduct  of  Made- 
moiselle  Gamard  with    the    keen    perceptions    which 
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characterize  provincials,  to  whom  no  one  can  deny  the 
talent  of  knowing  how  to  lay  bare  the  most  secret 
motives  of  human  actions. 

"You  don't  see  tlie  whole  thing  yot,"  said  an  old 
landowner  who  knew  the  region  well.  ' '  There  is 
something  serious  behind  all  this  which  I  can't  j'et 
make  out.  The  Abb^  Troubert  is  too  deep  to  be 
fathomed  at  once.  Our  dear  Birotteau  is  at  the  be- 
ginning of  his  troubles.  Besides,  would  he  be  left  in 
peace  and  comfort  even  if  he  did  give  up  his  lodging  to 
Troubert?  I  doubt  it.  If  Caron  came  here  to  tell  you 
that  j-ou  intended  to  leave  iVIademoiselle  Gamard,"  he 
added,  turning  to  the  bewildered  priest,  "  no  doubt 
Mademoiselle  Gamard's  intention  is  to  turn  jou  out. 
Therefore  you  will  have  to  go,  whether  you  like  it  or 
not.  Her  sort  of  people  play  a  sure  game,  they  risk 
notliing.'' 

This  old  gentleman,  Monsieur  de  Bourbonne,  could 
sum  up  and  estimate  provincial  ideas  as  correcth'  as 
Voltaire  summarized  the  spirit  of  his  times.  He  was 
thin  and  tall,  and  chose  to  exhibit  in  the  matter  of 
clothes  the  quiet  indifference .  of  a  landowner  whose 
territorial  value  is  quoted  in  the  department.  His  face, 
tanned  bj'  the  Touraine  sun,  was  less  intellectual  than 
shrewd.  Accustomed  to  weigh  his  words  and  measure 
his  actions,  he  concealed  a  profound  vigilance  behind  a 
misleading  appearance  of  simplicity-     A  very  slight  ob- 
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servation  of  liim  sufficed  to  show  that,  like  a  Norman 
peasant,  he  invariably  held  the  upper  hand  in  business 
matters.  He  was  an  authority  on  wine-making,  the 
leading  science  of  Touraine.  He  had  managed  to  ex- 
tend the  meadow  lands  of  his  domain  by  taking  in  a 
part  of  the  alluvial  soil  of  the  Loire  without  getting 
into  difficulties  with  the  State.  This  clever  proceeding 
gave  him  the  reputation  of  a  man  of  talent.  If  Mon- 
sieur de  Bourbonne's  conversation  pleased  j'ou  and  you 
were  to  ask  who  he  was  of  a  Tourainean,  "Ho!  a 
sly  old  fox ! "  would  be  the  answer  of  those  who 
were  envious  of  him  —  and  they  were  manj-.  In 
Touraine,  as  in  many  of  the  provinces,  jealousy  is  the 
root  of  language. 

Monsieur  de  Bourbonne's  remark  occasioned  a 
momentarj'  silence,  during  which  the  persons  who 
composed  the  little  party  seemed  to  be  reflecting. 
Meanwhile  Mademoiselle  Salomon  de  Villenoix  was 
announced.  She  came  from  Tours  in  the  hope  of 
being  useful  to  the  poor  abbe,  and  the  news  she 
brouglit  completely  changed  the  aspect  of  the  affair. 
As  she  entered,  every  one  except  Monsieur  de  Bour- 
bonne  was  urging  Birotteau  to  hold  his  own  against 
Troubert  and  Ganiard,  under  the  auspices  of  the  aris- 
tocratic societ}'  of  the  place,  which  would  certainly 
stand  b)'  him. 

"  The  vicar-general,  to  whom  the  appointments  to 
19 
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oflSce  are  entrusted,  is  ver^-  ill,"  said  Mademoiselle 
Salomon,  "and  the  archbishop  has  delegated  his 
powers  to  the  Abb6  Troubert  provisionallj-.  The  can- 
onry  will,  of  course,  depend  wholly  upon  him.  Now 
last  evening,  at  Mademoiselle  de  la  Blottiere's  the 
Abb6  Poirel  talked  about  the  annoyances'  which  the 
Abb6  Birotteau  had  inflicted  on  Mademoiselle  Gamard, 
as  though  he  were  trying  to  cast  all  the  blame  on  our 
good  abb6.  '  The  Abb6  Birotteau,'  he  said,  '  is  a  man 
to  whom  the  Abb6  Chapeloud  was  absolutely  necessary-, 
and  since  the  death  of  that  venerable  man,  he  has 
shown  '  —  and  then  came  suggestions,  calumnies  !  jou 
understand?" 

' '  Troubert  will  be  made  vicar-general,"  said  Mon- 
sieur de  Bourbonne,  sententiously. 

"Come!"  cried  Madame  de  Listomere,  turning  to 
Birotteau,  "  which  do  j-ou  prefer,  to  be  made  a  canon, 
or  continue  to  live  with  Mademoiselle  Gamard  ?  " 

"  To  be  a  canon  !  "  cried  the  whole  company. 

"  Well,  then,"  resumed  Madame  de  Listomere,  "  j-ou 
must  let  the  Abbe  Troubert  and  Mademoiselle  Gamard 
have  things  their  own  wa}-.  By  sending  Caron  here 
they  mean  to  let  you  know  indirectly  that  if  you  consent 
to  leave  the  house  you  shall  be  made  canon,  —  one 
good  turn  deserves  another." 

Every  one  present  applauded  Madame  de  Listom^re's 
sagacity,  except  her  nephew  the  Barou  de  Listomere. 
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who  remarked  in  a  comic  tone  to  Monsieur  de  Bour- 
bonne,  "  I  would  like  to  have  seen  a  fight  between  the 
Gamard  and  the  Birotteaii." 

But,  unhappi!}"  for  the  vicar,  forces  were  not  equal 
between  these  persons  of  the  best  societj-  and  the  old 
maid  supported  by  the  Abb6  Troubert.  The  time  soon 
came  when  the  struggle  developed  openlj',  went  on  in- 
creasing, and  finally  assumed  immense  proportions.  By 
the  advice  of  Madame  de  Listom^re  and  most  of  her 
friends,  who  were  now  eagerly  enlisted  in  a  matter 
which  threw  such  excitement  into  their  vapid  provincial 
lives,  a  servant  was  sent  to  bring  back  Monsieur  Caron. 
The  lawyer  returned  with  surprising  celerity,  which 
alarmed  no  one  but  Monsieur  de  Bourbonne. 

' '  Let  us  postpone  all  decision  until  we  are  better 
informed,"  was  the  advice  of  that  Fabius  in  a  dressing- 
gown,  whose  prudent  reflections  revealed  to  him  the 
meaning  of  these  moves  on  the  Tonrainean  chess-board, 
He  tried  to  enlighten  Birotteau  on  the  dangers  of  his 
position;  but  the  wisdom  of  the  old  "sly-boots"  did 
not  serve  the  passions  of  the  moment,  and  he  obtained 
but  little  attention. 

The  conference  between  the  lawj'er  and  Birotteau 
was  short.     The  vicar  came  back  quite  terrified. 

"  He  wants  uie  to  sign  a  paper  stating  my  relinquish- 
ment of  domicile." 

"That's  formidable  language!"  said  the  naval 
lieutenant. 
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"What  does  it  mean?  "  asked  Madame  de  Listomfere. 

"  Merely  that  the  abb6  must  declare  in  writing  his 
intention  of  leaving  Mademoiselle  Gamard's  house," 
said  Monsieur  de  Bourbonne,  taking  a  pinch  of  snuff. 

"  Is  that  all?"  said  Madame  de  Listomfere.  '•  Then 
sign  it  at  once,"  she  added,  turning  to  Birotteau.  "  If 
you  positively  decide  to  leave  her  house,  there  can  be 
no  harm  in  declaring  in  writing  that  such  is  your  will." 

Birotteau' s  will ! 

"  That  is  true,"  said  Monsieur  de  Bourbonne,  closing 
his  snuff-box  with  a  gesture  the  significance  of  which  it 
is  impossible  to  render,  for  it  was  a  language  in  itself. 
"  But  writing  is  alwaj-s  dangerous,"  he  added,  putting 
his  snuff-box  on  the  mantelpiece  with  an  air  and  man- 
ner-that  alarmed  the  vicar. 

Birotteau  was  so  bewildered  by  the  upsetting  of  all 
liis  ideas,  by  the  )'apidity  of  the  events  which  found  him 
defenceless,  bj'  the  ease  with  which  his  friends  were 
settling  the  most  cherished  matters  of  his  solitarj-  life, 
that  he  remained  silent  and  motionless  as  if  moon- 
struck, thinking  of  ■nothing,  though  listening  and  striv- 
ing to  understand  the  meaning  of  the  rapid  sejitences 
the  assembled  company  addressed  to  him.  He  took  the 
paper  Monsieur  Caron  had  given  him  and  read  it,  as  if 
he  were  giving  his  mind  to  the  law^'er's  document,  but 
the  act  was  merely  mechanical.  He  signed  the  paper, 
by   which    he    declared    that    he    left    Mademoiselle 
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Gamai'd's  house  of  his  own  wish  and  will,  and  that  he 
had  been  fed  and  lodged  while  there  according  to  the 
terms  originally  agreed  upon.  When  the  vicar  had 
signed  the  document,  Monsieur  Caron  took  it  and 
asked  where  his  client  was  to  send  the  things  left  by 
the  abb6  in  her  house  and  belonging  to  him.  Birotteau 
replied  that  the}-  could  be  sent  to  Madame  de  Listoi 
mare's,  —  that  lady  making  him  a  sign  that  she  would 
receive  him,  never  doubting  that  he  would  soon  be  a 
canon.  Monsieur  de  Bourbonne  asked  to  see  the  paper, 
the  deed  of  relinquishment,  which  the  abb6  had  just 
signed.     Monsieur  Caron  gave  it  to  him. 

"  How  is  this?  "  he  said  to  the  vicar  after  reading  it, 
"  It  appears  that  written  documents  already  exist  be- 
tween j-ou  and  Mademoiselle  Gamard.  Where  ,  are 
they  ?  and  what  do  thej'  stipulate  ? " 

"■The  deed  is  in  my  library,"  replied  Birotteau. 

"  Do  you  know  the  tenor  of  it?"  said  Monsieur  de 
Bourbonne  to  the  lawj'er. 

"  No,  monsieur,"  said  Caron,  stretching  out  his  hand 
to  regain  the  fatal  document. 

"  Ha !  "  thought  the  old  man  ;  "  you  know,  my  good 
friend,  what  that  deed  contains,  but  you  are  paid  not 
to  tell  us,"  and  he  returned  the  paper  to  the  law3'er.  . 

"  Where  can  I  put  my  things  ? ''  cried  Birotteau;; 
"  my  books,  ray  beautiful  book-shelves,  and  pictures, 
my  red  furniture,  and  all  my  treasures  ?  " 
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The  helpless  despair  of  the  poor  man  thus  torn  up  as 
it  were  b}'  the  roots  was  so  artless,  it  showed  so 
plainly'  the  purit3-  of  his  waj-s  and  his  ignorance  of  the 
things  of  life,  that  Madame  de  Listomere  and  Made- 
moiselle Salonlon  talked  to  him  and  consoled  him  in 
the  tone  which  mothers  take  when  thej  promise  a  play- 
thing to  their  children. 

"  Don't  fret  about  such  trifles,"  thej'  said.  "  We  will 
find  j-ou  some  place  less  cold  and  dismal  than  Made- 
moiselle Gamard's  gloom_y  house.  If  we  can't  find 
anything  you  like,  one  or  other  of  us  will  take  30U  to 
live  with  us.  Come,  let 's  pla}-  a  game  of  backgammon. 
To-morrow  j'ou  can  go  and  see  the  Abbe  Troubert  and 
ask  liim  to  push  your  claims  to  the  canonrj',  and  you  '11 
see  how  cordially  he  will  receive  you." 

Feeble  folk  are  as  easily  reassured  as  they  are  fright- 
ened. So  the  poor  abb6,  dazzled  at  the  prospect  of 
living  with  Madame  de  Listomere,  forgot  the  destruc- 
tion, now  completed,  of  the  happiness  he  had  so  long 
desired,  and  so  delightfully  enjoj'ed.  But  at  night 
before  going  to  sleep,  the  distress  of  a  man  to  whom 
the  fuss  of  moving  and  the  breaking  up  of  all  his  habits 
was  like  the  end  of  the  world,  came  upon  him,  and  he 
racked  his  brains  to  imagine  how  he  could  ever  find 
such  a  good  place  for  his  book-case  as  the  gallery  in 
the  old  maid's  house.  Fanej'ing  he  saw  his  books 
scattered  about,  his  furniture  defaced,  his  regular  life 
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turned  topsy-turvj',  he  asked  himself  for  the  thousandth 
time  whj'  the  first  year  spent  in  Mademoiselle  Gamard's 
house  had  been  so  sweet,  the  second  so  cruel.  His 
troubles  were  a  pit  in  which  his  reason  floundered. 
The  cauonry  seemed  to  him  small  compensation  for 
so  much  miserj',  and  he  compared  his  life  to  a  stocking 
in  which  a  single  dropped  stitch  resulted  in  destroying 
tire  whole  fabric.  Mademoiselle  Salomon  remained  to 
him.  But  alas,  in  losing  his  old  illusions  the  poor 
priest  dared  not  trust  in  any  later  friendship. 

In  the  citta  dolente  of  spinsterhood  we  often  meet, 
especially  in  France,  with  women  whose  lives  are 
a  sacrifice  noblj'  and  daily  oflTered  to  noble  senti- 
ments. Some  remain  proudly  faithful  to  a  heart  which 
death  tore  from  them  ;  martyrs  of  love,  the^'  learn  the 
secrets  of  womanhood  only  through  their  souls.  Others 
obej'  some  family  pride  (which  in  our  days,  and  to  our 
shame,  decreases  steadily) ;  these  devote  themselves 
to  the  welfare  of  a  brother,  or  to  orphan  nephews ; 
they  are  mothers  while  remaining  virgins.  Such  old 
maids  attain  to  the  highest  heroism  of  their  sex  by 
consecrating  all  feminine  feelings  to  the  help  of  sorrow. 
They  idealize  womanhood  by  renouncing  the  rewards 
of  woman's  destiny,  accepting  its  pains.  They  live 
surrounded  bj-  the  splendor  of  their  devotion,  and  men 
respectfully  bow  the  head  before  their  faded  features. 
Mademoiselle  de  Sombreuil  was  neither  wife  nor  maid ; 
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she  was  and  ever  will  be  a  living  poem.  Mademoiselle 
Salomon  de  Villenoix  belonged  to  the  race  of  these 
heroic  beings.  Her  devotion  was  religiouslj'  sublime, 
inasmuch  as  it  won  her  no  glory  after  being,  for  jears, 
a  daily  agony.  Beautiful  and  30ung,  she  loved  and  was 
beloved  ;  her  lover  lost  his  reason.  For  five  years  she 
gave  herself,  with  love's  devotion,  to  the  mere  mechani- 
cal well-being  of  that  unhappj-  man,  whose  madness  she 
so  penetrated  that  she  never  believed  him  mad.  She 
was  simple  in  manner,  frank  in  speech,  and  her  pallid 
face  was  not  lacking  in  strength  and  character,  though  ■ 
its  features  were  regular.  She  n'ever  spoke  of  the  events 
of  her  life.  But  at  times  a  sudden  quiver  passed  over 
her  as  she  listened  to  the  story  of  some  sad  or  dreadful 
incident,  thus  betraying  the  emotions  that  great  suffer- 
ings hM  developed  within  her.  She  had  come  to  live 
at  Tours  after  losing  the  companion  of  her  life  ;  but  she 
was  not  appreciated  there  at  her  true  value  and  was 
thought  to  be  merely  an  amiable  woman.  She  did  much 
good,  and  attached  herself,  by  preference,  to  feeble  be- 
ings. For  that  reason  the  poor  vicar  had  naturally 
inspired  her  with  a  deep  interest. 

Mademoiselle  de  Villenoix,  who  returned  to  Tours 
the  next  morning,  took  Birotteau  with  her  and  set 
him  down  on  the  quay  of  the  cathedral  leaving  him  to 
make  his  own  way  to  the  Cloister,  where  he  was  bent  on 
going,  to  save  at  least  the  canonry  and  to  superintend 
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the  removal  of  his  furniture.  He  rang,  not  without 
violent  palpitations  of  the  heart,  at  the  door  of  the 
house  whither,  for  fourteen  3'ears,  he  had  come  daily, 
and  where  he  had  lived  blissfully,  and  from  which  he 
was  now  exiled  forever,  after  dreaming  that  he  should 
die  there  in  peace  like  his  friend  Chapeloud.  Marianne 
was  surprised  at  the  vicar's  visit.  He  told  her  that  he 
had  come  to  see  the  Abbe  Troubert,  and  turned  towards 
the  ground-floor  apartment  where  the  canon  lived  ;  but 
Marianne  called  to  him  :  — 

"  Not  there,  monsieur  le  vicaire ;  the  Abb6  Troubert 
is  in  your  old  apartment." 

These  words  gave  the  vicar  a  frightful  shock.  He 
was  forced  to  comprehend  both  Troubert's  character 
and  the  depths  of  the  revenge  so  slowly  brought  about 
when  he  found  the  canon  settled  in  Chapeloud's  librarj-, 
seated  in  Chapeloud's  handsome  armchair,  sleeping,  no 
doubt,  in  Chapeloud's  bed,  and  disinheriting  at  last  the 
friend  of  Chapeloud,  the  man  who,  for  so  many  years, 
had  confined  him  to  Mademoiselle  Gamard's  house,  by 
preventing  his  advancement  in  the  church,  and  closing 
the  best  salons  in  Tours  against  him.  By  what  magic 
wand  had  the  present  transformation  taken  place? 
Surely  these  things  belonged  to  Birotteau?  And  yet, 
observing  the  sardonic  air  with  which  Troubert  glanced 
at  that  bookcase,  the  poor  abb6  knew  that  the  future 
vicar-general  felt  certain  of  possessing  the  spoils  of  those 
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he  had  so  bitterly  hated,  —  Chapeloud  as  an  enemy,  and 
Birotteau,  in  and  through  whom  Chapeloud  still  thwarted 
him.  Ideas  arose  in  the  heart  of  the  poor  man  at  the 
sight,  and  plunged  him  into  a  sort  of  vision.  He  stood 
motionless,  as  though  fascinated  by  Troubert's  eyes 
which  fixed  themselves  upon  him. 

"I  do  not  suppose,  monsieur,"  said  Birotteau  at 
last,  "  that  3-ou  intend  to  deprive  me  of  the  things  that 
belong  to  me.  Mademoiselle  may  have  been  impatient 
to  give  j-ou  better  lodgings,  but  she  ought  to  have  been 
sufficiently  just  to  leave  me  time  to  pack  my  books  and 
remove  mj'  furniture." 

"  Monsieur,"  said  the  Abb6  Troubert,  coldlj%  not 
permitting  anj'  sign  of  emotion  to  appear  on  his  face, 
"  Mademoiselle  Gamard  told  me  j'esterda}-  of  your  de- 
parture, the  cause  of  which  is  still  unknown  to  me.  If 
she  installed  me  here  at  once,  it  was  from  necessit}'. 
The  Abb^  Poirel  has  taken  my  apartment.  I  do  not 
know  if  the  furniture  and  things  that  are  in  these  rooms 
belong  to  you  or  to  Mademoiselle ;  but  if  they  are 
yours,  j'ou  know  her  scrupulous  honesty^  the  sanctity 
of  her  life  is  the  guarantee  of  her  rectitude.  As  for  me, 
j'ou  are  well  aware  of  my  simple  modes  of  living.  I 
have  slept  for  fifteen  years  in  a  bare  room  without  com- 
plaining of  the  dampness,  — which,  eventually,  will  have 
caused  my  death.  Nevertheless,  if  3-ou  wish  to  return 
to  this  apartment  I  will  cede  it  to  you  willingly." 
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After  hearing  these  terrible  words,  Birotteau  forgot 
the  canonry  and  ran  downstairs  as  quicklj'  as  a  young 
man  to  find  Mademoiselle  Gamard.  He  met  her  at  the 
foot  of  the  staircase,  on  .the  broad,  tiled  landing  which 
united  the  two  wings  of  the  house. 

"Mademoiselle,"  he  said,  bowing  to  her  without 
paying  any  attention  to  the  bitter  and  derisive  smile 
that  was  on  her  lips,  nor  to  the  extraordinary  flame  in 
her  eyes  which  made  them  lucent  as  a  tiger's,  ' '  I  can- 
not understand  how  it  is  that  j'ou  have  not  waited  until 
I  removed  my  furniture  before  —  " 

"What!"  she  said,  interrupting  him,  "is  it  pos- 
sible that  your  things  have  not  been  left  at  Madame  de 
Listomere's  ?  " 

' '  But  mj'  furniture  ?  " 

"  Have  n't  you  read  j-our  deed?"  said  the  old  maid, 
in  a  tone  which  would  have  to  be  rendei-ed  in  music 
before  the  shades  of  meaning  that  hatred  is  able  to  put 
into  the  accent  of  every  word  could  be  fully  shown. 

Mademoiselle  Gamard  seemed  to  rise  in  stature,  her 
eyes  shone,  her  face  expanded,  her  whole  person 
quivered  with  pleasure.  The  Abbd  Troubert  opened  a 
window  to  get  a  better  light  on  the  folio  volume  he  was 
reading.  Birotteau  stood  as  if  a  thunderbolt  had 
stricken  him.  Mademoiselle  Gamard  made  his  ears 
hum  when  she  enunciated  in  a  voice  as  clear  as  a 
cornet  the  following  sentence  :  — 
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"  Was  it  not  agreed  that  if  you  left  my  house  your 
furniture  should  belong  to  me,  to  indemnify  me  for  the 
difference  in  the  price  of  board  paid  b^'  you  and  that 
paid  bj'  the  late  venerable  Abbe  Chapeloud  ?  Now,  as 
the  Abb6  Poirel  has  just  been  appointed  canon  —  " 

Hearing  the  last  words  Birotteau  made  a  feeble  bow 
as  if  to  take  leave  of  the  old  maid,  and  left  the  house 
precipitately.  He  was  afraid  if  he  stayed  longer  that 
he  should  break  down  utterlj-,  and  give  too  great  a 
triumph  to  his  implacable  enemies.  Walking  like  a 
drunken  man  he  at  last  reached  Madame  de  Listomere's 
house,  where  he  found  in  one  of  the  lower  rooms  his 
linen,  his  clothing,  and  all  his  papers  packed  in  a 
trunk.  When  his  eyes  fell  on  these  few  remnants  of 
his  possessions  the  unhappy  priest  sat  down  and  hid 
his  face  in  his  hands  to  conceal  his  tears  from  the 
sight  of  others.  The  Abb6  Poirel  was  canon  !  He, 
Birotteau,  had  neither  home,  nor  means,  nor  furniture  ! 

Fortunately  Mademoiselle  Salomon  happened  to 
drive  past  the  house,  and  the  porter,  who  saw  and 
comprehended  the  despair  of  the  poor  abb6,  made  a 
sign  to  the  coachman.  After  exchanging  a  few  words 
with  Mademoiselle  Salomon  the  porter  persuaded  the 
vicar  to  let  himself  be  placed,  half  dead  as  he  was,  in 
the  carriage  of  his  faithful  friend,  to  whom  he  was 
unable  to  speak  connectedly.  Mademoiselle  Salomon, 
alarmed  at  the  momentary  derangement  of  a  head  that 
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was  always  feeble,  took  him  back  at  once  to  the 
Alouette,  believing  that  this  beginning  of  mental 
alienation  was  an  eifect  produced  hj  the  sndden  news 
of  Abb6  Poirel's  nomination.  She  knew  nothing,  of 
course,  of  the  fatal  agreement  made  bj-  the  abb6  with 
Mademoiselle  Gamard,  for  the  excellent  reason  that  he 
did  not  know  of  it  himself;  and  because  it  is  in  the 
nature  of  things  that  the  comical  is  often  mingled 
with  the  pathetic,  the  singular  replies  of  the  poor  abbe 
made  her  smile. 

"  Chapeloud  was  right,"  he  said  ;  "  he  is  a  monster !  " 
"Who?"  she  asked. 
"  Chapeloud.     He  has  taken  all." 
"  You  mean  Poirel?  " 
"  No,  Troubert." 

At  last  the^-  reached  the  Alouette,  where  the  priest's 
friends  gave  him  such  tender  care  that  towards  even- 
ing he  grew  calmer  and  was  able  to  give  them  an 
account  of  what  had  happened  during  the  morning. 

The  phlegmatic  old  fox  asked  to  see  the  deed  which, 
on  thinking  the  matter  over,  seemed  to  him  to  contain 
the  solution  of  the  enigma.  Birotteau  drew  the  fatal 
stamped  paper  from  his  pocket  and  gave  it  to  Monsieur 
de  Bourbonne,  who  read  it  rapidly  and  soon  came  upon 
the  following  clause  :  — • 

"  Whereas  a  difference  exists  of  eight  hundred  francs 
yearly  between  the  price  of  board  paid  by  the  late  Abbe 


302  The    Vicar  of  Tours. 

Chapeloud  and  that  at  which  the  said  Sophie  Gamard 
agrees  to  take  into  her  house,  ou  the  above-named 
stipulated  conditions,  the  said  Fran9ois  Birotteau ; 
and  whereas  it  is  understood  that  the  undersigned 
Fran50is  Birotteau  is  not  able  for  some  years  to  pay 
the  full  price  charged  to  the  other  boarders  of  Ma- 
demoiselle Gamard,  more  especially  the  Abbe  Trou- 
bert;  the  said  Birotteau  does  hereby  engage,  in  con- 
sideration of  certain  sums  of  money  advanced  by  the 
undersigned  Sophie  Gamard,  to  leave  her,  as  indem- 
nity, all  the  household  property  of  which  he  may  die 
possessed,  or  to  transfer  the  same  to  her  should  he, 
for  any  reason  whatever  or  at  any  time,  voluntarily 
give  up  the  apartment  now  leased  to  him,  and  thus 
derive  no  further  profit  from  the  above-named  engage- 
ments made  by  Mademoiselle  Gamard  for  his  benefit  — ■ " 

"  Confound  her  !  what  an  agreement !  "  cried  the  old 
gentleman.  "The  said  Sophie  Gamard  is  armed  with 
claws." 

Poor  Birotteau  never  imagined  in  his  childish  brain 
that  anything  could  ever  separate  him  from  that  house 
where  he  expected  to  live  and  die  with  Mademoiselle 
Gamard.  He  had  no  remembrance  whatever  of  that 
clause,  the  terms  of  which  he  had  not  discussed,  for 
thej'  had  seemed  quite  just  to  him  at  a  time  when,  in 
his  great  anxiety-  to  enter  the  old  maid's  house,  he 
would  readily  have  signed  any  and  all  legal  documents 
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she  had  offered  him.  Plis  simplicity  was  so  guileless 
and  Mademoiselle  Gamard's  conduct  so  atrocious,  the 
fate  of  the  poor  old  man  seemed  so  deplorable,  and 
his  natural  helplessness  made  him  so  touching,  that  in 
the  first  glow  of  her  indignation  Madame  de  Listom^re 
exclaimed:  "I  made  j'ou  put  your  signature  to  that 
document  which  has  ruined  3  ou  ;  I  am  hound  to  give 
j'ou  back  the  happiness  of  which  I  have  deprived 
you." 

"But,"  remarked  Monsieur  de  Bourbonne,  "that 
deed  constitutes  a  fraud ;  there  maj'  be  ground  for  a 
lawsuit." 

' '  Then  Birotteau  shall  go  to  law.  If  he  loses  at 
Tours  he  may  win  at  Orleans  ;  if  he  loses  at  Orleans, 
he  '11  win  in  Paris,"  cried  the  Baron  de  Listomere. 

"But  if  he  does  go  to  law,"  continued  Monsieur  de 
Bourbonne,  coldly,  "  I  should  advise  him  to  resign  his 
vicariat," 

'  We  will  consult  lawj'ers,"  said  Madame  de  Listo- 
mere, "  and  go  to  law  if  law  is  best.  But  this  affair  is 
so  disgraceful  for  Mademoiselle  Gamard,  and  is  likely 
to  be  so  injurious  to  the  Abb6  Troubert,  that  I  think 
we  can  compromise." 

After  mature  deliberation  all  present  promised  their 
assistance  to  the  Abbe  Birotteau  in  the  struggle  which 
was  now  inevitable  between  the  poor  priest  and  his 
antagonists  and  all  their  adherents.     A  true  present!- 
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ment,  an  indefinable  provincial  instinct,  led  them  to 
couple  the  names  of  Gamard  and  Troubert.  But  none 
of  the  persons  assembled  on  this  occasion  in  Madame 
de  Listomere's  salon,  except  the  old  fox,  had  anj-  real 
idea  of  the  nature  and  importance  of  such  a  struggle. 
Monsieur  de  Bourbonne  took  the  poor  abb^  aside  into 
a  corner  of  the  room. 

"  Of  the  fourteen  persons  now  present,"  he  said,  in 
a  low  voice,  "  not  one  will  stand  by  3-ou  a  fortnight 
hence.  If  the  time  comes  when  jou  need  some  one  to 
support  JOU  you  may  find  that  I  am  the  only  person 
in  Tours  bold  enough  to  take  up  your  defence ;  for  I 
know  the  provinces  and  men  and  things,  and,  better 
still,  I  know  self-interests.  But  these  friends  of  yours, 
though  full  of  the  best  intentions,  are  leading  you 
astray  into  a  bad  path,  from  which  you  won't  be  alile 
to  extricate  yourself.  Take  my  advice  ;  if  you  want 
to  live  in  peace,  resign  the  vicariat  of  Saint-Gatien  and 
leaAC  Tours.  Don't  say  where  you  are  going,  but  find 
some  distant  parish  where  Troubert  cannot  get  hold 
of  you." 

"  Leave  Tours  !  "  exclaimed  the  vicar,  with  indescrib- 
able terror. 

To  him  it  was  a  kind  of  death  ;  the  tearing  up  of 
all  the  roots  by  which  he  held  to  life.  Celibates  sub- 
stitute habits  for  feelings  ;  and  when  to  that  moral  sys- 
tem, which  makes  them  pass  through  life  instead  of  really 


"  Monsieur  de  Bourbonne'took -the  poor  abbe  aside 
into  a  corner  of  the  room." 


The   Vicar  of  Tours.  305 

living,  is  added  a  feeble  charaoter,  external  tilings  as- 
sume an  extraordinary  power  over  them.  Birottcaii  was 
lilie  certain  vegetables ;  transplant  tliem,  and  you  stop 
their  ripening.  Just  as  a  tree  needs  daily  the  same  sus- 
tenance, and  must  always  send  its  roots  into  the  same 
soil,  so  Birotteau  needed  to  trot  about  Saint-Gatien, 
and  amble  along  the  Mail  where  he  took  his  daily 
walk,  and  saunter  througli  .the  streets,  and  visit  the 
three  salons  where,  night  after  night,  he  played  his 
whist  or  his  backgammon. 

"  Ah  !  I  did  not  think  of  it !  "  replied  Monsieur  de 
Bourbonne,  gazing  at  the  priest  with  a  sort  of  pity. 

All  Tours  was  soon  aware  that  Madame  la  Baronne 
de  Listomere,  widow  of  a  lieutenant-general,  had  in- 
vited the  Abb6  Birotteau,  vicar  of  Saint-Gatien,  to  stay 
at  her  house.  That  act,  which  manj-  persons  ques- 
tioned, presented  the  matter  sharply  and  divided  the 
town  into  parties,  especially  after  Mademoiselle  Salo- 
mon spoke  openly  of  fraud  and  a  lawsuit.  With  the 
subtle 'vanity  which  is  common  to  old  maids,  and  tlie 
fanatic  self-love  which  characterizes  them,  Mademoiselle 
Garaard  was  deeply  wounded  by  the  course  taken  by 
Madame  de  Listomere.  The  baroness  was  a  woman 
of  high  rank,  elegant  in  her  habits  and  ways,  wliose 
good  taste,  courteous  manners,  and  true  piety  could 
not  be  gainsaid.  By  receiving  Birotteau  as  her  guest 
she  gave  a  formal  denial  to  all  Mademoiselle  Gamard's 
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assertions,  and  indirectly  censured  her  conduct  by  main- 
taining tbie  vicar's  cause  against  his  former  landlad)'. 

It  is  necessary  for  the  full  understanding  of  this  his- 
tory to  explain  how  the  natural  discernment  and  spirit 
of  analysis  which  old  women  bring  to  bear  on  the 
actions  of  others  gave  power  to  Mademoiselle  Gamard, 
and  what  were  the  resources  on  her  side.  Accom- 
panied by  the  taciturn  Abb6  Troubert  she  made  a 
round  of  evening  visits  to  five  or  six  houses,  at  each 
of  which  she  met  a  circle  of  a  dozen  or  more  persons, 
united  by  kindred  tastes  and  the  same  general  situation 
in  life.  Among  them  were  one  or  two  men  who  were 
influenced  by  the  gossip  and  prejudices  of  their  ser- 
vants ;  five  or  six  old  maids  who  spent  their  time  in 
sifting  the  words  and  scrutinizing  the  actions  of  their 
neighbors  and  others  in  the  class  below  them  ;  besides 
these,  there  were  several  old  women  who  busied  them- 
selves in  retailing  scandal,  keeping  an  exact  account  of 
each  person's  fortune,  striving  to  control  or  influence 
the  actions  of  others,  prognosticating  marriages,  and 
blaming  the  conduct  of  friends  as  sharply  as  that  of 
enemies.  These  persons,  spread  about  the  town  like 
the  capillary  fibres  of  a  plant,  sucked  in,  with  the  thirst 
of  a  leaf  for  the  dew,  the  news  and  the  secrets  of  each 
household,  and  transmitted  them  mechanically  to  the 
Abb6  Troubert,  as  the  leaves  convey  to  the  branch  the 
moisture  thev  absorb. 
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Accordingly,  during  every  evening  of  the  week, 
these  good  devotees,  excited  by  that  need  of  emotion 
which  exists  in  all  of  us,  rendered  an  exact  account  of 
the  current  condition  of  the  town  with  a  sagacit}' 
worth}'  of  the  Council  of  Ten,  and  were,  in  fact,  a 
species  of  police,  armed  with  the  unerring  gift  of  spy- 
ing bestowed  by  passions.  When  they  had  divined 
the  secret  meaning  of  some  event  their  vanity  led  them 
to  appropriate  to  themselves  the  wisdom  of  their  san- 
hedrim, and  set  the  tone  to  the  gossip  of  their  respec- 
tive spheres.  This  idle  but  ever  busy  fraternity, 
invisible,  yet  seeing  all  things,  dumb,  but  perpetually 
talking,  possessed  an  influence  which  its  nonentity 
seemed  to  render  harmless,  though  it  was  in  fact  ter- 
rible in  its  effects  when  it  concerned  itself  with  serious 
interests.  For  a  long  time  nothing  had  entered  the 
sphere  of  these  existences  so  serious  and  so  momen- 
tous to  each  one'  of  them  as  the  struggle  of  Birotteau, 
supported  b}-  Madame  de  Listomere,  against  Made- 
moiselle Gamard  and  the  Abb6  Troubert.  The  three 
salons  of  Madame  de  Listomere  and  the  Demoiselles 
Blerlin  do  la  Blottiere  and  de  Villenoix  being  consid- 
ered as  enemies  by  all  the  salons  which  Mademoiselle 
Gamard  frequented,  there  was  at  the  bottom  of  the 
quarrel  a  class  sentiment  with  all  its  jealousies.  It 
was  the  old  Roman  struggle  of  people  and  senate  in  a 
molehill,    a   tempest  in   a   teacup,  as  Montesquieu  re- 
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marked  when  speaking  of  the  Republic  of  San  Marino, 
whose  public  ofHces  are  filled  by  the  day  onlj-,  —  des- 
potic power  being  easily  seized  1)y  anj-  citizen. 

But  this  tempest,  petty  as  it  seems,  did  develop  in 
the  souls  of  these  persons  as  manj'  passions  as  would 
have  been  called  forth  by  the  highest  social  interests. 
It  is  a  mistake  to  think  that  none  but  souls  concerned 
in  might}'  projects,  which  stir  their  lives  and  set  them 
foaming,  find  time  too  fleeting.  The  hours  of  the  Abbe 
Troubert  fled  b}-  as  eagerly,  laden  with  thoughts  as 
anxious,  harassed  by  despairs  and  hopes  as  deep  as 
the  cruellest  hours  of  the  gambler,  the  lover,  or  the 
statesman.  God  alone  is  in  the  secret  of  the  energy 
we  expend  upon  our  occult  triumphs  over  man,  over 
things,  over  ourselves.  Though  we  know  not  alwa3's 
whither  we  are  going  we  know  well  what  the  journe.y 
costs  us.  If  it  be  permissible  for  the  historian  to  turn 
aside  for  a  moment  from  the  drama -he  is  narrating 
and  ask  his  readers  to  cast  a  glance  upon  the  lives  of 
these  old  maids  and  abb^s,  and  .seek  the  cause  of  the 
evil  which  vitiates  them  at  their  source,  we  va&j  find  it 
demonstrated  that  man  must  experience  certain  pas- 
sions before  he  can  develop  within  him  those  virtues 
which  give  grandeur  to  life  by  widening  his  sphere  and 
checking  the  selflshness  which  is  inherent  in  every 
created  being. 

Madame    de    Listoraere   returned   to   town   without 
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being  aware  that  for  the  previous  week  her  friends  had 
felt  obliged  to  refute  a  rumor  (at  which  she  would 
have  laughed  had  she  known  of  it)  that  her  affection 
for  her  nephew  had  an  almost  criminal  motive.  She 
took  Birotteau  to  her  lawj'er,  who  did  not  regard  the 
case  as  an  easj'  one.  The  vicar's  friends,  inspired  bj' 
the  belief  that  justice  was  certain  in  so  good  a  cause, 
or  Inclined  to  procrastinate  in  a  matter  which  did  not 
concern  them  personallj-,  had  put  off  bringing  the  suit 
until  they  returned  to  Tours.  Consequentlj'  the  friends 
of  Mademoiselle  Gamard  had  taken  the  initiative,  and 
told  the  affair  wherever  the}'  could  to  the  injur}-  of  Bi- 
rotteau. The  lawj-er,  whose  practice  was  exclusively 
among  the  most  devout  church  people,  amazed  Madame 
de  Listomere  by  advising  her  not  to  embark  on  such  a 
suit;  he  ended  the  consultation  by  saying  that  "he 
himself  would  not  undertake  it,  for,  according  to  the 
terms  of  the  deed,  Mademoiselle  Gamard  had  the  law 
on  her  side,  and  in  equit}-,  that  is  to  say  outside  of 
strict  legal  justice,  the  Abb6  Birotteau  would  un- 
doubtedly seem  to  the  judges  as  well  as  to  all  respect- 
able laymen  to  have  derogated  from  the  peaceable, 
conciliator}-,  and  mild  character  hitherto  attributed  to 
him  ;  that  Mademoiselle  Gamard,  known  to  be  a  kindly 
woman  and  easy  to  live  with,  had  put  Birotteau  under 
obligations  to  her  by  lending  him  the  money  he  needed 
to  pay  the  legacy  duties  on  Chapeloud's  bequest  with- 
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out  taking  from  bim  a  receipt ;  ttiat  Birotteau  was  not 
of  an  age  or  character  to  sign  a  deed  witlioiit  knowing 
wliat  it  contained  or  understanding  tlie  importance  of 
it ;  that  in  leaving  Mademoiselle  Gamard's  liouse  at  the 
end  of  two  jears,  when  his  friend  Chapeloud  had  lived 
there  twelve  and  Troubert  fifteen,  he  must  have  had 
some  purpose  known  to  himself  only ;  and  that  the 
lawsuit,  if  undertalien,  would  strike  the  public  mind  as 
an  act  of  ingratitude  ;  "  and  so  forth.  Letting  Birotteau 
go  before  them  to  the  staircase,  tlie  lawyer  detained 
Madame  de  Listomere  a  moment  to  entreat  her,  if  she 
valued  her  own  piece  of  mind,  not  to  involve  herself  in 
the  matter. 

But  that  evening  the  poor  vicar,  suffering  the  tor- 
ments of  a  man  under  sentence  of  death  who  awaits  in 
the  condemned  cell  at  Bicetre  the  result  of  his  appeal 
for  mere}-,  could  not  refrain  from  telling  his  assembled 
friends  the  result  of  his  visit  to  tlie  lawyer. 

"I  don't  know  a  single  pettifogger  iu  Tours,"  said 
Monsieur  de  Bourbonne,  "except  that  Radical  law- 
)-er,  who  would  be  willing  to  take  the  case,  —  unless 
for  the  purpose  of  losing  it;  I  don't  advise  j-ou  to 
undertake  it." 

"Then  it  is  infamous!"  cried  the  naval  lieutenant. 
"  I  mj'self  will  take  the  abb6  to  the  Eadical  —  " 

"Go  at  night,"  said  Monsieur  de  Bourbonne,  inter- 
rupting him. 
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"Why?" 

"  I  have'  just  learned  that  the  Abb6  Troubert  is  ap- 
pointed vicar-general  in  place  of  the  other  man,  who 
died  j-esterday." 

"  I  don't  care  a  fig  for  the  Abb6  Troubert." 

Unfortunately  the  Baron  de  Listomere  (a  man  thirty- 
six  j'ears  of  age)  did  not  see  the  sign  Monsieur  de 
Bourbonne  made  him  to  be  cautious  in  what  he  said, 
motioning  as  he  did  so  to  a  friend  of  Troubert,  a 
councillor  of  the  Prefecture,  who  was  present.  The 
lieutenant  therefore  continued  :  — 

"  If  the  Abb6  Troubert  is  a  scoundrel —  " 

"  Oh,"  said  Monsieur  de  Bourbonne,  cutting  him 
short,  "  why  bring  Monsieur  Troubert  into  a  matter 
which  does  n't  concern  him  ?  " 

"Not  concern  him?"  cried  the  baron;  "isn't  he 
enjoying  the  use  of  the  Abbe  Birotteau's  household 
property  ?  I  remember  that  when  I  called  on  the  Abb6 
Chapeloud  I  noticed  two  valuable  pictures.  Say  that 
thej-  are  worth  ten  thousand  francs ;  do  j-ou  suppose 
that  Monsieur  Birotteau  meant  to  give  ten  thousand 
francs  for  living  two  j'ears  with  that  Gamard  woman,  — 
not  to  speak  of  the  library  and  furniture,  which  are 
worth  as  much  more  ?  " 

The  Abbd  Birotteau  opened  his  ej'es  at  hearing  he 
had  once  possessed  so  enormous  a  fortune. 

The  baron,  getting   warmer  than  ever,  went  on  to 
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saj--  "By  Jove!  there's  that  Monsieur  Sahnon, 
foniierlj^  an  expert  at  the  Museum  in  Paris  ;  he  is  down 
here  on  a  visit  to  his  mother-in-law.  I  '11  go  and  see 
him  this  verj-  evening  with  the  Abb6  Birotteau  and  ask 
him  to  look  at  those  pictures  and  estimate  their  value. 
From  there  I  '11  take  the  abb6  to  the  law^-er." 

Two  daj-s  after  this  conversation  the  suit  was  begun. 
This  employment  of  the  Liberal  lawyer  did  harm  to  the 
vicar's  cause.  Those  who  were  opposed  to  the  govern- 
ment, and  all  who  were  known  to  disMke  the  priests,  or 
religion  (two  things  quite  distinct  which  many  persons 
confound),  got  hold  of  the  affair  and  the  whole  town 
talked  of  it.  The  Museum  expert  estimated  the  Virgin 
of  Valentin  and  the  Christ  of  Lebrun,  two  paintings  of 
great  beautj-,  at  eleven  thousand  francs.  As  to  the 
bookshelves  and  the  gothic  furniture,  the  taste  for  such 
things  was  increasing  so  rapidlj-  in  Paris  that  their 
immediate  value  was  at  least  twelve  thousand.  In 
short,  the  appraisal  of  the  whole  property  by  the  expert 
reached  the  sum  of  over  thirty-six  thousand  francs. 
Now  it  was  very  evident  that  Birotteau  never  intended 
to  give  Mademoiselle  Gamard  such  an  enormous  sum 
of  money  for  the  small  amount  he  might  owe  her  under 
the  terms  of  the  deed ;  therefore  he  had,  legally 
speaking,  equitable  grounds  on  which  to  demand  an 
amendment  of  the  agi'eement ;  if  this  were  denied, 
Mademoiselle  Gamard  was  plainly  guilty  of  intentional 
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fraud.  The  Radical  lawyer  accordingly  began  the 
affair  by  serving  a  writ  on  Mademoiselle  Gamard. 
Though  very  harsh  in  language,  this  document,  strength- 
ened by  citations  of  precedents  and  supported  by 
certain  clauses  in  the  Code,  was  a  masterpiece  of  legal 
argument,  and  so  evidently  just  in  its  condemnation  of 
the  old  maid  that  thirty  or  forty  copies  were  made  and 
maliciously  distributed  through  the  town. 
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IV. 


A  FEW  daj's  after  this  commencement  of  hostilities 
between  Birotteau  and  the  old  maid,  the  Baron  de 
Listomere,  who  expected  to  be  included  as  captain  of 
a  corvette  in  a  coming  promotion  latelj'  announced  by 
the  minister  of  the  Navy,  received  a  letter  from  one 
of  his  friends  warning  him  that  there  was  some  inten- 
tion of  putting  him  on  the  retired  list.  Greatly  aston- 
ished by  this  information  he  started  for  Paris  immedi- 
ately, and  went  at  once  to  the  minister,  who  seemed 
to  be  amazed  himself,  and  even  laughed  at  the  baron's 
fears.  The  next  daj',  however,  in  spite  of  the  min- 
ister's assurance,  Monsieur  de  Listomere  made  in- 
quiries in  the  different  offices.  B}-  an  indiscretion 
(often  practised  by  heads  of  departments  in  favor  of 
their  friends)  one  of  the  secretaries  showed  him  a 
document  confirming  the  fatal  news,  which  was  only 
waiting  the  signature  of  the  director,  who  was  ill,  to  be 
submitted  to  the  minister. 

The  Baron  de  Listomere  went  immediately  to  an 
uncle  of  his,  a  deputy,  who  could  see  the  minister  of 
the  Navy  at  the  Chamber  without  loss  of  time,  and 
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begged  him  to  find  out  the  real  intentions  of  his  Ex- 
cellency in  a  matter  which  threatened  the  loss  of  his 
whole  future.  He  waited  in  his  uncle's  carriage  with 
the  utmost  anxiety  for  the  end  of  the  session.  His 
uncle  came  out  before  the  Chamber  rose,  and  said  to 
him  at  once  as  thej-  drove  away:  "  Wh3'  the  devil 
have  j'ou  meddled  in  a  priest's  quarrel?  The  min- 
ister began  by  telling  me  you  had  put  yourself  at  the 
head  of  the  Radicals  in  Tours ;  that  i'our  political 
opinions  were  objectionable ;  you  were  not  following 
in  the  lines  of  the  government,  —  with  other  remarks 
as  much  involved  as  if  he  were  addressing  the  Chamber. 
On  that  I  said  to  hira,  '  Nonsense  ;  let  us  come  to  the 
point.'  The  end  was  that  his  Excellency  told  me 
frankl}-  you  were  in  bad  odor  with  the  diocese.  In 
short,  I  made  a  few  inquiries  among  my  colleagues, 
and  I  find  that  you  have  been  talking  slightingly  of  a 
certain  Abb^  Troubert,-the  vicar-general,  but  a  very 
important  personage  in  the  province,  where  he  repre- 
sents the  Jesuits.  I  have  made  myself  responsible  to 
the  minister  for  your  future  conduct.  My  good  nephew, 
if  you  want  to  make  your  way  be  careful  not  to  excite 
ecclesiastical  enmities.  Go  at  once  to  Tours  and  try 
to  make  your  peace  with  that  devil  of  a  vicar-general  ; 
remember  that  such  priests  are  men  with  whom  we 
absolutely  must  live  in  harmony.  Good  heavens ! 
when  we  are  all  striving  and  working   to  re-establish 


316  The    Viaar  of  Tours. 

religion  it  is  actually  stupid,  in  a  lieutenant  who  wants 
to  be  made  a  captain,  to  aflfroiit  the  priests.  If  you 
don't  make  up  matters  with  that  Abbe  Troubert  you 
need  n't  count  on  me ;  I  shall  abandon  you.  The 
minister  of  ecclesiastical  affairs  told  me  just  now  that 
Troubert  was  certain  to  be  made  bishop  before  long ; 
if  he  takes  a  dislike  to  our  famil}'  he  could  hinder  me 
from  being  included  in  the  next  batch  of  peers.  Don't 
j-on  understand  ?  " 

These  words  explained  to  the  ua%'al  officer  the  nature 
of  Troubert's  secret  occupations,  about  which  Birot- 
teau  often  remarked  in  his  sill}-  way:  "I  can't  think 
what  he  does  with  himself,  —  sitting  up  all  night." 

The  canon's  position  in  the  midst  of  his  female  senate, 
converted  so  adroitly  into  provincial  detectives,  and 
his  personal  capacitv,  had  induced  the  Congregation  of 
Jesus  to  select  him  out  of  all  the  ecclesiastics  in  the 
town,  as  the  secret  proconsul  of  Touraine.  Arch- 
bishop, general,  prefect,  all  men,  gi'eat  and  small,  were 
under  his  occult  dominion.  The  Baron  de  ListomSre 
decided  at  once  on  his  course. 

"  I  shall  take  care,"  he  said  to  his  uncle,  "  not  to  get 
another  round  shot  below  my  water-line." 

Three  days  after  this  diplomatic  conference  between 
the  uncle  and  nephew,  the  latter,  returning  hurriedh'  in 
a  post-chaise,  informed  his  aunt,  the  very  night  of  his 
arrival,  of  the  dangers  the  farail}-  were  running  if  they 
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persisted  In  supporting  tliat  "  fool  of  a  Birotteau." 
The  baron  had  detained  Monsieur  de  Boiirbonne  as 
the  old  gentleman  was  taking  his  hat  and  cane  after 
the  usual  rubber  of  whist.  The  dear-siglitedness  of 
that  SI3'  old  fox  seemed  indispensable  for  an  under- 
standing of  the  reefs  among  which  the  Listom^re  family 
suddenly  found  tliemselves  ;  and  perhaps  the  action  of 
taking  his  hat  and  cane  was  only  a  ruse  to  have  it 
whispered  in  his  ear :  "  Staj'  after  the  others  ;  we  want 
to  talk  to  you." 

The  baron's  sudden  return,  his  apparent  satisfaction, 
which  was  quite  out  of  keeping  with  a  harassed  look 
that  occasionally  crossed  his  face,  informed  Monsieur 
de  Bourbonne  vaguely  that  the  lieutenant  had  met 
with  some  check  in  his  crusade  against  Gamard  and 
Troubert.  He  showed  no  surprise  when  the  baron 
revealed  the  secret  power  of  the  Jesuit  vicar-general. 

"  I  knew  that,"  he  said. 

"Then  why,"  cried  the  baroness,  "  did  3-ou  not  warn 
us?" 

"Madame,"  he  said,  sharply,  "forget  that  I  was 
aware  of  the  invisible  influence  of  that  priest,  and  I 
will  forget  that  j'ou  knew  it  equally  well.  If  we  do  not 
keep  this  secret  now  we  shall  be  thought  his  accom- 
plices, and  shall  be  more  feared  and  hated  than  we  are. 
Do  as  I  do ;  pretend  to  be  duped ;  but  look  carefully 
where  you  set  your  feet.  -   I  did  warn  you  sufficiently, 
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but  you  would  not  understand  me,  and  I  did  not  choose 
to  compromise  m3'self." 

'  What  must  we  do  now?"  said  the  baron. 

The  abandonment  of  Birotteau  was  not  even  made 
a  question ;  it  was  a  first  condition  tacitly  accepted 
b}'  the  three  deliberators. 

"To  beat  a  retreat  with  the  honors  of  war  has  al- 
wa}'s  been  the  triumph  of  the  ablest  generals,"  replied 
Monsieur  de  Bourbonne.  "Bow  to  Troubert,  and  if 
his  hatred  is  less  strong  than  his  vanitj'  jou  will  make 
him  j-our  ally  ;  but  if  you  bow  too  low  he  will  walk  over 
j'ou  rough-shod  ;  make  believe  that  you  intend  to  leave 
the  service,  and  jou'll  escape  him,  Monsieur  le  baron. 
Send  awaj'  Birotteau,  madame,  and  3-ou  will  set  things 
right  with  Mademoiselle  Gamard.  Ask  the  Abbe 
Troubert,  when  you  meet  him  at  the  archbishop's,  if  he 
can  plaj-  whist.  He  will  say  j'es.  Then  invite  him  to 
your  salon,  where  he  wants  to  be  received  ;  he  '11  be 
sure  to  come.  You  are  a  woman,  and  jou  can  cer- 
tainly win  a  priest  to  your  interests.  When  the  baron 
is  promoted,  his  uncle  peer  of  France,  and  Troubert  a 
bishop,  j'ou  can  make  Birotteau  a  canon  if  you  choose. 
Meantime  jield,  —  but  j'ield  gracefully,  all  the  while 
with  a  slight  menace.  Your  famil}'  can  give  Troubert 
quite  as  much  support  as  he  can  give  you.  You  '11 
understand  each  other  perfect^  on  that  score.  As  for 
you,  sailor,  carry  your  deep-sea  line  about  you." 


The    Vicar  of  Tours.  319 

"  Poor  Birotteau?  "  said  the  baroness. 

"Oh,  g6t  rid  of  him  at  once,"  replied  the  old  man, 
as  he  rose  to  take  leave.  "  If  some  clever  Radical  lays 
hold  of  that  emptj'  head  of  his,  he  vasiy  cause  you  much 
trouble.  After  all,  the  court  would  certainly  give  a 
verdict  in  his  I'uvor,  and  Troubert  must  fear  that.  He 
may  forgive  you  for  beginning  the  struggle,  but  if  they 
were  defeated  he  would  be  implacable.  I  have  said 
my  say." 

He  snapped  his  snuff-box,  put  on  his  overshoes,  and 
departed. 

The  next  day  after  breakfast  the  baroness  took 
the  vicar  aside  and  said  to  him,  not  without  visible 
embarrassment :  — 

"  Mj'  dear  Monsieur  Birotteau,  you  will  think  what 
I  am  about  to  ask  of  you  very  unjust  and  very  incon- 
sistent ;  but  it  is  necessar}',  both  for  yon  and  for  us, 
that  your  lawsuit  with  Mademoiselle  Garaard  be  with- 
drawn by  resigning  your  claims,  and  also  that  you 
should  leave  my  house." 

As  he  heard  these  words  the  poor  abbe  turned  pale. 

"  I  am,"  she  continued,  "  the  innocent  cause  of  your 
misfortunes,  and,  moreover,  if  it  had  not  been  for  my 
nephew  j'ou  would  never  have  begun  this  lawsuit,  which 
has  now  turned  to  your  injury  and  to  ours.  But  listen 
to  me." 

She  told  him  succinctly  the  immense  ramifications  of 
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the  affair,  and  explained  the  serious  nature  of  its  con- 
sequences. Her  own  meditations  during  the  night  had 
told  her  something  of  the  probable  antecedents  of 
Troubert's  life ;  she  was  able,  without  misleading 
Birotteau,  to  show  him  the  net  so  ablj'  woven  round 
him  by  revenge,  and  to  make  him  see  the  power  and 
great  capacity  of  his  enemj',  whose  hatred  to  Chape- 
loud,  under  whom  he  had  been  forced  to  crouch  for  a 
dozen  years,  now  found  vent  in  seizing  Chapeloud's 
property  and  in  persecuting  Chapeloud  in  the  person 
of  his  friend.  The  harmless  Birotteau  clasped  his 
hands  as  if  to  pray,  and  wept  with  distress  at  the  sight 
of  human  horrors  that  his  own  pure  soul  was  incapable 
of  suspecting.  As  frightened  as  though  he  had  sud- 
denly found  himself  at  the  edge  of  a  precipice,  he 
listened,  with  fixed,  moist  eyes  in  which  there  was  no 
expression,  to  the  revelations  of  his  friend,  who  ended 
by  saying :  "  I  know  the  wrong  I  do  in  abandoning 
your  cause ;  but,  my  dear  abb6,  family  duties  must  be 
considered  before  those  of  friendship.  Yield,  as  I  do, 
to  this  storm,  and  I  will  prove  to  you  my  gratitude. 
I  am  not  talking  of  yonr  worldly  interests,  for  those 
I  take  charge  of.  You  shall  be  made  free  of  all  such 
anxieties  for  the  rest  of  your  life.  B}-  means  of  Mon- 
sieur de  Bourbonnc,  who  will  know  how  to  save  ap- 
pearances, I  shall  arrange  matters  so  that  you  shall 
lack  nothing.     My  friend,  grant  me  the  right  to  aban- 
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don  j'ou.  I  shall  ever  be  your  friend,  though  forced  to 
conform  to  the  axioms  of  the  world.  You  must 
decide." 

The  poor,  bewildered  abbd  cried  out:  "  Chapeloud 
was  right  when  he  said  that  if  Troubert  could  drag  him 
hy  the  feet  out  of  his  grave  he  would  do  it !  He 
sleeps  in  Chapeloud's  bed !  " 

"There  is  no  use  in  lamenting,"  said  Madame  de 
Listomere,  "and  we  have  little  time  now  left  to  us. 
How  will  you  decide  ?  " 

Birottean  was  too  good  and  kind  not  to  obey  in  a 
great  crisis  the  unreflecting  impulse  of  the  raoment. 
Besides,  his  life  was  already'  in  the  agony  of  what  to 
him  was  death.  He  said,  with  a  despairing  look  at 
his  protectress  which  cut  her  to  the  heart,  "  I  trust 
mj'self  to  j'ou  —  I  am  but  the  stubble  of  the  streets." 

He  used  the  Tourainean  word  hourrier  which  has  no 
other  meaning  than  a  hit  of  straw.  But  there  are 
pretty  little  straws,  yellow,  polished,  and  shining,  the 
delight  of  children,  whereas  the  boiirrier  is  straw  dis- 
colored, muddy,  sodden  in  the  puddles,  whirled  by  the 
tempest,  crushed  under  feet  of  men. 

"But,  madame,  I  cannot  let  the  Abb6  Troubert  keep 
Chapeloud's  portrait.  It  was  painted  for  me,  it  belongs 
to  me  ;  obtain  that  for  me,  and  I  will  give  up  all  the 
rest." 

"  Well,"  said  Madame  de  Listomere.  "  I  will  go 
21 
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myself  to  Mademoiselle  Gamard."  The  words  were 
said  in  a  tone  which  plainly  showed  the  immense  effort 
the  Baronne  de  Listomere  was  making  in  lowering 
herself  to  flatter  the  pride  of  the  old  maid.  "  I  will 
see  what  can  be  done,"  she  said  ;  "  I  hardly  dare  hope 
anything.  Go  and  consult  Monsieur  de  Bourboune  ; 
ask  him  to  put  your  renunciation  into  proper  form,  and 
bring  me  the  paper.  I  will  see  the  archbishop,  and  with 
his  help  we  may  be  able  to  stop  the  matter  here." 

Birotteau  left  the  house  dismayed.  Troubert  as- 
sumed in  his  ej-es  the  dimensions  of  an  Egyptian 
pyramid.  The  hands  of  that  man  were  in  Paris,  his 
elbows  in  the  Cloister  of  Saint-Gatien. 

"  He  !  "  said  the  victim  to  himself,  "  Ae  to  prevent  the 
Baron  de  Listomere  from  becoming  peer  of  France  !  — 
and,  perhaps,  by  the  help  of  the  archbishop  we  may  be 
able  to  stop  the  matter  here  I  " 

In  presence  of  such  great  interests  Birotteau  felt  he 
was  a  mere  worm  ;  he  judged  himself  rightly. 

The  news  of  Birotteau's  removal  from  Madame  de 
Listomere's  house  seemed  all  the  more  amazing  because 
the  reason  of  it  was  wholl}'  impenetrable.  Madame  de 
Listomere  said  that  her  nephew  was  intending  to  marry 
and  leave  the  navy,  and  she  wanted  the  vicar's  apart- 
ment to  enlarge  her  own.  Birotteau's  relinquishment 
was  still  unknown.  The  advice  of  Monsieur  de  Bour- 
bonne  was  followed.    "Whenever  the  two  facts  reached 
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the  ears  of  the  vicar-general  his  self-love  was  certain  to 
be  gratified  by  the  assurance  they  gave  that  even  if  tiie 
Listomere  family  did  not  capitulate  they  would  at  least 
remain  neutral  and  tacitly  recognize  the  occult  power 
of  the  Congregation,  —  to  recognize  it  was,  in  fact,  to 
submit  to  it.  But  the  lawsuit  was  still  sub  judice  ;  his 
opponents  yielded  and  threatened  at  the  same  time. 

The  Listomeres  had  thus  taken  precisely  the  same 
attitude  as  the  vicar-general  himself  ;  thej-  held  them- 
selves  aloof,  and  yet  were  able  to  dn'ect  others.  But 
just  at  this  crisis  an  event  occurred  whicli  complicated 
the  plans  laid  by  Monsieur  de  Bourbonne  and  the 
Listomeres  to  quiet  the  Gamard  and  Troubert  party, 
and  made  them  more  difficult  to  carr3'  out. 

Mademoiselle  Gamard  took  cold  one  evening  in 
coming  out  of  the  cathedral  ;  the  next  daj'  she  was  con- 
fined to  her  bed,  and  soon  after  became  dangerously 
ill,  The  whole  town  rang  with  pity  and  false  commis- 
eration :  "Mademoiselle  Gamard's  sensitive  nature 
had  not  been  able  to  bear  the  scandal  of  this  lawsuit. 
In  spite  of  tlie  justice  of  her  cause  she  was  likely  to  die 
of  grief.  Birotteau  had  killed  his  benefactress." 
Such  were  the  speeches  poured  through  the  capillary 
tubes  of  the  great  female  conclave,  and  taken  up  and 
repeated   by  the  whole  town  of  Tours. 

Madame  de  Listomere  went  the  day  after  Mademoi- 
selle Gamard  took  cold  to  pay  the  promised  visit,  and 
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she  had  the  mortification  of  that  act  without  obtaining 
an}- benefit  from  it,  for  the  old  maid  was  too  ill  to  see  her. 
She  then  asked  politely  to  speak  to  the  vicar-general. 

Gratified,  no  doubt,  to  receive  in  Chapeloud's  library, 
at  the  corner  of  the  fireplace  above  which  hung  the 
two  contested  pictures,  the  woman  who  had  hitherto 
ignored  him,  Troubert  kept  the  baroness  waiting  for  a 
moment  before  he  consented  to  admit  her.  Xo  courtier 
and  no  diplomatist  ever  put  into  a  discussion  of  their 
personal  interests  or  into  the  management  of  some 
great  national  negotiation  more  shrewdness,  dissimu- 
lation, and  ability  than  the  baroness  and  the  priest  dis- 
plajed  when  they  met  face  to  face  for  the  struggle. 

Like  the  seconds  or  sponsors  who  in  the  Middle  Ages 
armed  the  champion,  and  strengthened  Ins  valor  by 
useful  counsel  until  he  entered  the  lists,  so  the  si}-  old 
fox  had  said  to  the  baroness  at  the  last  moment : 
"  Don't  forget  your  cue.  You  are  a  mediator,  and  not 
an  interested  part}-.  Troubert  also  is  a  mediator. 
Weigh  your  words  ;  stud}-  the  inflections  of  the  man's 
voice.     If  he  strokes  his  chin  you  have  got  him." 

Some  sketchers  are  fond  of  caricaturing  the  contrast 
often  observable  between  what  is  said  and  what  is 
thought  by  the  speaker.  To  catch  the  full  meaning  of 
the  duel  of  words  which  now  took  place  between  the 
priest  and  the  great  lady,  it  is  necessary  to  unveil  the 
thoughts  that   each  hid  from  the  other  under   spoken 
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sentences  of  apparent  insignificance.  Madame  de 
Listomere  began  by  expressing  the  regret  she  had  felt 
at  Birotteau's  lawsuit ;  and  then  went  on  to  speak  of 
her  desire  to  settle  the  matter  to  the  satisfaction  of 
both  parties. 

"  The  harm  is  done,  madame,"  said  the  priest,  in  a 
grave  voice.  '■  The  pious  and  excellent  Mademoiselle 
Gamard  is  d^ing."  {I  don't  care  a  fig  for  the  old 
thing,  thought  he,  but  I  mean  to  put  her  death  on 
your  shoulders  and  harass  your  conscience  if  you 
are  such  a  fool  as  to  listen  to  it.) 

"  On  hearing  of  her  illness,"  replied  the  baroness, 
"I  entreated  Monsieur  Birotteau  to  relinquish  his 
claims ;  I  have  brought  the  document,  intending  to 
give  it  to  that  excellent  woman."  {I  see  what  you 
mean,  you  wily  scoundrel,  thought  she,  but  tue  are 
safe  now  from  your  calumnies.  If  you  take  this 
document  you  'II  cut  your  own  fingers  by  admittitig 
you  are  art  accorriplice.) 

There  was  silence  for  a  moment. 

"Mademoiselle  Gamard's  temporal  affairs  do  not 
concern  me,"  said  the  priest  at  last,  lowering  the  large 
lids  over  his  eagle  eyes  to  veil  his  emotions.  {Hoi 
ho!  thought  he,  you  can't  compromise  me.  Thank 
God,  those  damned  laimjers  'won't  dare  to  plead  any 
cause  that  could  smirch  me.  What  do  these  Listo- 
meres  expect  to  get  by  crouching  in  this  way  f) 
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•'Monsieur,"  replied  the  baroness,  "  Monsieur  Birot- 
teau's  affairs  are  no  more  mine  than  those  of  Made- 
moiselle Gamard  are  yours  ;  but,  unfortunately,  religion 
is  injured  by  such  a  quarrel,  and  I  come  to  you  as  a 
mediator  — just  as  I  myself  am  seeking  to  make  peace." 
{We  are  not  deceivhuj  each  other,  Mo/isieur  Troubert, 
thought  she.  Don't  you  feel  the  sarcasm  of  that 
answer  ?) 

"  Injury  to  religion,  madame  !  "  exclaimed  the  vicar- 
general.  ' '  Eeligion  is  too  lofty  for  the  actions  of  men  to 
injure."  (3Iy  religion  is  7,  thought  he.)  "  God  makes 
no  mistake  in  His  judgments,  madame  ;  I  recognize  uo 
tribunal  but  His." 

"  Then,  monsieur,"  she  replied,  "  let  us  endeavor  to 
bring  the  judgments  of  men  into  harmony  with  the  judg- 
ments of  God."     (  Yes,  indeed,  your  religion  is  you.) 

The  Abb6  Troubert  suddenly  changed  his  tone. 

"  Your  nephew  has  been  to  Paris,  I  believe."  (Tou 
found  out  about  me  there,  thought  he  ;  you  know  now 
that  I  can  crush  you,  you  who  dared  to  slight  me,  and 
you  have  come  to  capitulate.) 

"Yes,  monsieur;  thank  j'ou  for  the  interest  j-ou 
take  in  him.  He  returns  to-night ;  the  minister,  who 
is  very  considerate  of  us,  sent  for  him ;  he  does  not 
want  Monsieur  de  Listomere  to  leave  the  service." 
{Jesuit,  you  can't  crush  us,  thought  she.  I  understand 
your  civility.) 

A  moment's  silence. 
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"  I  did  not  think  my  nepliew's  conduct  in  this  affair 
quite  the  thing,"  she  added  ;  "  but  naval  men  must  be 
excused  ;  thej'  know  nothing  of  law."  (  Come,  we  had 
better  make  peace,  tliought  slie  ;  we  sha'n't  gain  any- 
thing by  battling  in  this  loay.) 

A  slight  smile  wandered  over  the  priest's  face  and 
was  lost  in  its  wrinkles. 

"  He  has  done  us  the  service  of  getting  a  proper 
estimate  on  the  value  of  those  paintings,"  he  said, 
looking  up  at  the  pictures.  "  Thej-  will  be  a  noble 
ornament  to  the  chapel  of  the  Virgin."  (  You  shot 
a  sarcasm  at  me,  thought  he,  and  there  's  another  in 
return;  we  are  quits,  madame.) 

"If  you  intend  to  give  them  to  Saint-Gatien,  allow 
me  to  offer  frames  that  will  be  more  suitable  and 
worthy  of  the  place,  and  of  the  works  themselves."  (7 
wish  I  could  force  you  to  betray  that  you  have  taken 
Birotteau's  things  for  your  own, thought  she.) 

"  Thej'  do  not  belong  to  me,"  said  the  priest,  on  his 
guard. 

"  Here  is  the  deed  of  relinquishment,"  said  Madame 
de  Listomere  ;  "  it  ends  all  discussion,  and  makes  them 
over  to  Mademoiselle  Gamard."  She  laid  the  docu- 
ment on  the  table.  (See  the  confidence  I  place  in  you, 
thought  she.)  "  It  is  worthy  of  3'ou,  monsieur,"  she 
added,  "worthy  of  your  noble  character,  to  reconcile 
two  Christians,  —  though  at  present  I  am  not  especially 
concerned  for  Monsieur  Birotteau  —  " 


328  The    Vicar  of  Tours. 

"  He  is  living  in  your  house,"  said  Troubert,  inter- 
rupting tier. 

"  No,  monsieur,  he  is  no  longer  there."  {That peer- 
age and  my  nephevi's  promotion  force  me  to  do  base 
tilings,  thought  she.) 

The  priest  remained  impassible,  but  liis  calm  ex- 
terior was  an  indication  of  violent  emotion.  Monsieur 
de  Bourbonue  alone  had  fathomed  the  secret  of  that 
apparent  tranquillitj*.     The  priest  had  triumphed  ! 

"Why  did  you  take  upon  3'ourself  to  bring  that 
relinquishment,"  he  asked,  with  a  feeling  analogous 
to  that  which  impels  a  woman  to  iish  for  compliments. 

"  I  could  not  avoid  a  feeling  of  compassion.  Birot- 
teau,  whose  feeble  nature  must  be  well  known  to  j'ou, 
entreated  me  to  see  Mademoiselle  Gamard  and  to 
obtain  as  the  price  of  his  renunciation  —  " 

The  priest  frowned. 
"  of  rights  upheld  by  distinguished  lawyers,  the  por- 
trait of  — 

Troubert  looked  fixedly  at  Madame  de  Listomfere. 
"  the  portrait   of   Chapeloiid,"    she    said,   continuing ; 
"  I  leave  j'ou  to  judge  of  his  claim."     (  You  'will  be  cer- 
tain to  lose  your  case  if  we  go  to  law,  and  you  know 
it,  thought  she.) 

The  tone  of  her  voice  as  she  said  the  words  "  dis- 
tinguished lawyers  "  showed  the  priest  that  she  knew 
very  well  both  the  strength  and  the  weakness  of  the 
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enemy.  She  made  her  talent  so  plain  to  this  connois- 
seur emeritus  in  the  course  of  a  conversation  which 
lasted  a  long  time  in  the  tone  here  given,  that  Trou- 
bert  finally  went  down  to  Mademoiselle  Gamard  to 
obtain  her  answer  to  Birotteau's  request  for  the 
portrait. 

He  soon  returned. 

"  Madame,"  he  said,  "I  bring  you  the  words  of  a 
dying  woman.  '  The  Abb6  Chapeloud  was  so  true  a 
friend  to  me,'  she  said,  '  that  I  cannot  consent  to  part 
with  his  picture.'  As  for  me,"  added  Troubert,  "  if 
it  were  mine  I  would  not  yield  it.  My  feelings  to  my 
late  friend  were  so  faithful  that  I  should  feel  my  right 
to  his  portrait  was  above  that  of  others." 

"  Well,  there's  no  need  to  quarrel  over  a  bad  pic- 
ture." {I  care  as  little  about  it  as  you  do,  thought 
she.)  "  Keep  it,  and  I  will  have  a  copy  made  of  it.  I 
take  some  credit  to  myself  for  having  averted  this  de- 
plorable lawsuit;  and  I  have  gained,  personally,  the 
pleasure  of  your  acquaintance.  I  hear  you  have 
a  great  talent  for  whist.  You  will  forgive  a  woman 
for  curiosity,"  she  said,  smiling.  ' '  If  j-ou  will  come 
and  play  at  my  house  sometimes  you  cannot  doubt 
your  welcome." 

Troubert  stroked  his  chin.  ( Caught !  Bourbonne 
was  right  f  thought  she ;  he  has  his  quantum  of 
vanity  /) 
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It  was  true.  The  vicar-general  was  feeling  the  de- 
lightful sensation  which  Mirabeau  was  unable  to  sub- 
due when  iu  the  dajs  of  his  power  he  found  gates- 
opening  to  his  carriage  which  were  barred  to  him  in 
earlier  daj's. 

"  Madame,"  he  replied,  "  my  avocations  prevent  my 
going  much  into  society  ;  but  for  you,  what  will  not  a 
man  do?"  {The  old  maid  is  going  to  die;  I'll  get  a 
footing  at  the  Listomire's,  and  serve  therri  if  they 
serve  me,  thought  he.  It  is  better  to  have  them  for 
friends  than  enemies.) 

Madame  de  Listom^re  went  home,  "hoping  that  the 
archbishop  would  complete  the  work  of  peace  so  au- 
spiciousl}-  begun.  But  Birotteau  was  fated  to  gain 
nothing  bj'  his  relinquishment.  Mademoiselle  Gamard 
died  the  next  day.  No  one  felt  surprised  when  her 
will  was  opened  to  find  that  she  had  left  everything  to 
the  Abb^  Troubert.  Her  fortune  was  appraised  at 
three  hundred  thousand  francs.  The  vicar-general 
sent  to  Madame  de  Listom^re  two  notes  of  invitation 
for  the  services  and  for  the  funeral  procession  of  his 
friend  ;  one  for  herself  and  one  for  her  nephew. 

"  We  must  go,''  she  said. 

"It  can't  be  helped,"  said  Monsieur  de  Bourbonne. 
"  It  is  a  test  to  which  Troubert  puts  you.  Baron,  you. 
must  go  to  the  cemetery,"  he  added,  turning  to  the  lieu- 
tenant, who,  unluckily  for  him,  bad  not  left  Toui-a. 
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The  services  took  place,  and  were  performed  with 
unusual  ecclesiastical  magnificence.  Only  one  person 
wept;  and  that  was  Birotteau,  who,  kneeling  in  a  side 
chapel  and  seen  by  none,  believed  himself  guilty  of  the 
death  and  prayed  sincerely  for  the  soul  of  the  de- 
ceased, bitterly  deploring  that  he  was  not  able  to 
obtain  her  forgiveness  before  she  died. 

The  Abb6  Troubert  followed  the  body  of  his  friend 
to  the  grave ;  at  the  verge  of  which  he  delivered  a 
discourse  in  which,  thanks  to  his  eloquence,  the  narrow 
life  the  old  maid  had  lived  was  enlarged  to  monumental 
proportions.  Those  present  took  particular  note  of  the 
following  words  in  the  peroration  :  — 

"  This  life  of  days  devoted  to  God  and  to  His  reli- 
gion, a  life  adorned  with  noble  actions  silently  per- 
formed, and  with  modest  and  hidden  virtues,  was 
crushed  by  a  sorrow  which  we  might  call  undeserved 
if  we  could  forget,  here  at  the  verge  of  this  grave, 
that  our  afflictions  are  sent  by  God.  The  numerous 
friends  of  this  saintly  woman,  knowing  the  innocence 
and  nobility  of  her  "soul,  foresaw  that  she  would  issue 
safely  from  her  trials  in  spite  of  the  accusations  which 
blasted  her  life.  It  may  be  that  Providence  has  called 
her  to  the  bosom  of  God  to  withdraw  her  from  those 
trials.  Happy  they  who  can  rest  here  below  in  the 
peace  of  their  own  hearts  as  Sophie  now  is  resting  in 
her  robe  of  innocence  among  the  blest." 
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"When  he  had  ended  his  pompous  discourse,"  said 
Monsieur  de  Bourbonne,  after  relating  the  incidents  of 
the  interment  to  Madame  de  Listom^re  when  whist  was 
over,  the  doors  shut,  and  the}'  were  alone  with  the 
baron,  "this  Louis  XI.  in  a  cassock — imagine  him 
if  you  can  !  —  gave  a  last  flourish  to  the  sprinkler  and 
aspersed  the  coffin  with  hoi}'  water.''  Monsieur  de 
Bourbonne  picked  up  the  tongs  and  imitated  the 
priest's  gesture  so  satirically  that  the  baron  and  his 
aunt  could  hot  help  laughing.  "Not  until  then,''  con- 
tinued the  old  gentleman,  "  did  he  contradict  himself. 
Up  to  that  time  his  behavior  had  been  perfect ;  but  it 
was  no  doubt  impossible  for  him  to  put  the  old  maid, 
whom  he  despised  so  heartil}'  and  hated  almost  as 
much  as  he  hated  Chapeloud,  out  of  sight  forever  with- 
out allowing  his  joj'  to  appear  in  that  last  gesture." 

The  next  day  Mademoiselle  Salomon  came  to  break- 
fast with  Madame  de  Listom^re,  chiefly  to  say,  with 
deep  emotion:  "Our  poor  Abb6  Birotteau  has  just 
received  a  frightful  blow,  which  shows  the  most  de- 
termined hatred.  He  is  appointed  curate  of  Saint 
S3'mphorien." 

Saint-Symphorien  is  a  suburb  of  Tours  lying  beyond 
the  bridge.  That  bridge,  one  of  the  finest  monuments 
of  French  architecture,  is  nineteen  hundred  feet  long, 
and  the  two  open  squares  which  surround  each  end  are 
precisely  alike. 
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"Don't  you  see  the  miserj-  of  it?"  she  said,  after 
a  pause,  amazed  at  the  coldness  with  which  Madame 
de  Listom^re  received  the  news.  "It  is  just  as  if 
the  abb6  were  a  hundred  miles  from  Tours,  from  his 
friends,  from  everything !  It  is  a  frightful  exile,  and 
all  the  more  cruel  because  he  is  kept  within  sight  of 
the  town  where  he  can  hardly  ever  come.  Since  his 
troubles  he  walks  very  feebly,  yet  he  will  have  to  walk 
three  miles  to  see  his  old  friends.  He  has  taken  to 
his  bed,  just  now,  with  fever.  The  parsonage  at  Saint- 
Symphoriea  is  very  cold  and  damp,  and  the  parish  is 
too  poor  to  repair  it.  The  poor  old  man  will  be  buried 
in  a  living  tomb.     Oh,  it  is  an  infamous  plot !  " 

To  end  this  history  it  will  suffice  to  relate  a  few 
events  in  a  simple  wa}',  and  to  give  one  last  picture  of 
its  chief  personages. 

Five  months  later  the  vicar-general  was  made  Bishop 
of  Troyes ;  and  Maidame  de  Listomfere  was  dead,  leav- 
ing an  annuity  of  fifteen  hundred  fi'ancs  to  the  Abb6 
Birotteau.  The  day  on  which  the  dispositions  in  her 
will  were  made  known  Monseigneur  Hyacinthe,  Bishop 
of  Troyes,  was  on  the  point  of  leaving  Tours  to  reside 
in  his  diocese,  but  he  delayed  his  departure  on  receiv- 
ing the  news.  Furious  at  being  foiled  by  a  woman  to 
whom  he  had  lately  given  his  countenance  while  she 
had  been  secretly  holding  the  hand  of  a  man  whom 
he  regarded  as  his  enemy,  Troubert  again  threatened 
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the  baron's  future  career,  and  put  in  jeopardy  the  peer- 
age of  his  uncle.  He  made  in  the  salon  of  the  arch- 
bishop, and  before  an  assembled  party,  one  of  those 
priestly  speeches  which  are  big  with  vengeance  and 
soft  with  honied  mildness.  The  Baron  de  Listomfere 
went  the  next  day  to  see  this  implacable  enemy,  who 
must  have  imposed  sundry  hard  conditions  upon  him, 
for  the  baron's  subsequent  conduct  showed  the  most 
entire  submission  to  the  will  of  the  terrible  Jesuit. 

The  new  bishop  made  over  Mademoiselle  Gamard's 
house  by  deed  of  gift  to  the  Chapter  of  the  cathedral ; 
he  gave  Chapeloud's  books  and  bookcases  to  the  semi- 
nary ;  he  presented  the  two  disputed  pictures  to  the 
Chapel  of  the  Virgin  ;  but  he  kept  Chapeloud's  portrait. 
No  one  knew  how  to  explain  this  almost  total  renuncia- 
tion of  Mademoiselle  Gamard's  bequest.  Monsieur  de 
Bourbonne  supposed  that  the  bishop  had  secretly  kept 
moneys  that  were  invested,  so  as  to  support  his  rank 
with  dignity  in  Paris,  where  of  course  he  would  take 
his  seat  on  the  Bishops'  bench  in  the  Upper  Chamber. 
It  was  not  until  the  night  before  Mouseigneur  Trou- 
bert's  departure  from  Tours  that  the  sly  old  fox  un- 
earthed the  hidden  reason  of  this  strange  action,  the 
deathblow  given  by  the  most  persistent  vengeance  to 
the  feeblest  of  victims.  Madame  de  ListomSre's  leg- 
acy to  Birotteau  w^as  contested  by  the  Baron  de  Lis- 
tomere  under  a  pretence  of  undue  iniluence  I 
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A  few  daj's  after  the  case  was  brought  the  baron  was 
promoted  to  the  rank  of  captain.  As  a  njeasure  of 
ecclesiastical  discipline,  the  curate  of  Saint-Symphorien 
was  suspended.  His  superiors  judged -him  guilty. 
The  murderer  of  Sophie  Gamavd  was  also  a  swindler. 
If  Monseigneur  Troubert  had  kept  Mademoiselle 
Gamard's  property  he  would  have  found  it  difficult  to 
make  the  ecclesiastical  authorities  censure  Birotteau. 

At  the  moment  when  Monseigneur  Hjacinthe,  Bishop 
of  Troyes,  drove  along  the  quay  Saint-Symphorien  in  a 
post-chaise  on  his  way  to  Paris  poor  Birotteau  had 
been  placed  in  an  armchair  in  the  sun  on  a  terrace 
above  the  road.  The  unhappy  priest,  smitten  by  the 
archbishop,  was  pale  and  haggard.  Grief,  stamped  on 
every  feature,  distorted  the  face  that  was  once  so 
mildlj'  gaj'.  Illness  had  dimmed  his  eyes,  formerly 
brightened  by  the  pleasures  of  good  living  and  devoid 
of  serious  ideas,  with  a  veil  which  simulated  thought. 
It  was  but  the  skeleton  of  the  old  Birotteau  who  had 
rolled  onlj'  one  j-ear  earlier  so  vacuous  but  so  content 
along  the  Cloister.  The  bishop  cast  one  look  of  pity 
and  contempt  upon  his  victim ;  then  he  consented  to 
forget  him,  and  went  his  way. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  Troubert  would  have  been  in 
other  times  a  Hildebrand  or  an  Alexander  the  Sixth. 
In  these  days  the  Church  is  no  longer  a  political 
power,  and  does  not  absorb  the  whole  strength  of  her 
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solitaries.     Celibacj',  however,    presents   the   inherent 
vice  of  concentrating  the  faculties  of  man  upon  a  single 
passion,  egotism,  which  renders  celibates  either  useless 
or  mischievous.     We  \\\e  at  a  period  when  the  defect 
of  governments  is  to  make  Man  for  Society  rather  than 
Societj'  for  Man.     There  is  a  perpetual  struggle  going 
on  between  the  Individual  and  the  Social  system  which 
insists  on  using  him,  while  he  is  endeavoring  to  use  it  to 
his  own  profit ;  whereas,  in  former  da3's,  man,    reallj' 
more  free,  was  also  more  loj'al  to  the  public  weal.    The 
round  in  which  men  struggle  in  these  days  has  been 
insensibly  widened  ;  the  soul  which  can  grasp  it  as  a 
whole  will  ever  be  a  magnificent  exception  ;  for,  as  a 
general  thing,  in  morals  as  in  physics,  impulsion  loses 
in  intensity  what  it  gains  in  extension.     Society  can 
not  be  based  on  exceptions.     Man  in  the  first  instance 
was  purely  and  simply,  father ;  his  heart  beat  warmly, 
concentrated   in   the   one  raj^   of  Familj'.      Later,    he 
lived   for   a   clan,    or   a   small  community ;  hence   the 
great  historical  devotions  of  Greece  and  Rome.     After 
that  he  was  the  man  of  a  caste  or  of  a  relio-ion,   to 
maintain  the  greatness  of  which  he  often  proved  him- 
self sublime  ;  but  by  that  time  the  field  of  his  interests 
became  enlarged  by  many  intellectual  regions.     In  our 
day,  his   life   is   attached  to  that  of  a  vast  country; 
sooner  or  later  his  family  will  be,  it  is  predicted,  the 
entire  universe. 


The    Vicar  of  Tours.  337 

Will  this  moral  cbsmopolitanism,  the  hope  of  Chris- 
tian Rome,  prove  to  be  only  a  sublime  error?  It  is  so 
natural  to  believe  in  the  realization  of  a  noble  \ision, 
in  the  Brotherhood  of  Man.  But,  alas !  the  human 
machine  does  not  have  such  divine  proportions.  Souls 
that  are  vast  enough  to  grasp  a  range  of  feelings 
bestowed  on  great  men  only  will  never  belong  to 
either  fathers  of  families  or  simple  citizens.  Some 
physiologists  have  thought  that  as  the  brain  enlarges 
the  heart  narrows  ;  but  thej'  are  mistaken.  The  ap- 
parent egotism  of  men  who  bear  a  science,  a  nation,  a 
code  of  laws  in  their  bosom  is  the  noblest  of  passions  ; 
it  is,  as  one  maj-  say,  the  maternitj^  of  the  masses  ;  to 
give  birth  to  new  peoples,  to  produce  new  ideas  they 
must  unite  within  their  mighty'  brains  the  breasts  of 
woman  and  the  force  of  God.  The  history  of  such  men 
as  Innocent  the  Third  and  Peter  the  Great,  and  all  great 
leaders  of  their  age  and  nation  will  show,  if  need  be, 
in  the  highest  spheres  the  same  vast  thought  of  which 
Troubert  was  made  the  representative  in  the  quiet 
depths  of  the  Cloister  of  Saint-Gatien. 


THE    END. 


